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IT> A FIR'T! gn

NOW'S THE TIME TO BECOME A
CHARTER SUBSCRIBER TO AMERICA'S sy
MOST ORIGINAL COLLECTOR’S MAGAZINE!

IT'S A REAL TRAILBLAZER
... AN ENTIRELY NEW
PUBLICATION DEVOTED'
EXCLUSIVELY TO RELICS!

A LINK TO OUR PIONEER HERITAGE

NOW ! FOR THE FIRST TIME, COLLECTORS OF FRON-
TIER RELICS, ARTIFACTS, ANTIQUE FURNISHINGS AND
ALL MANNER OF HISTORICAL AMERICANA WILL
HAVE THEIR OWN MAGAZINE! THAT'S WHAT RELICS
REALLY IS . .. A MAGAZINE DEVOTED ENTIRELY TO
THE FASCINATING COLLECTIBLES THAT WERE SO
MUCH A PART OF THE
EEEC/)A\PIID_E /A/\\ é\J C[)) UE-l\-/ E‘N I\-lr STIYQ%% Just like our other publications, TRUE
WEST, FRONTIER T

WEST, FRONTIER TIMES and [RRAiRER 1 Solivia
OLD WEST! become a collector’s item in itself! You

won't want to miss a single issue from

During the past few years, there has been  SUCCESCUBEUSSCURRAY LT L
a tremendous surge of interest in

Pioneer Americana . . . an awareness of ;
the significant role fhosel items p|?y?1d e
in thé expansion and development of the

Vast Frontier—And it's extremely im- REL'CS WILL NOT BE AVAILABLE AT
portant that the relics and collectibles NEWSSTANDS. SO RUSH COUPON BELOW FOR

of that bygone era be recognized, re-
covered and preserved. That's RELICS SPEC'AL CHARTER SUBSCRIBER'S
in a nutshell! Like TRUE WEST, FRON-

TIER TIMES and OLD WEST, we're trail RATE OFFER!

blazers . . . FIRST ON THE SCENE with PER
this distinctive publication. $1 YEAR

4
DON'T DELAY | meuics-co
i P.O.BOX 3668, AUSTIN, TEXAS 78704
RUSH COUPON WITH i [JONE YEAR SUBSCRIPTION . . . (4 ISSUES) VALUE $1.40. .. .. .. $1.00
REMITTANCE NOW! [J TWO YEAR SUBSCRIPTION . . . (8 ISSUES) VALUE $2.80. .. . ... $2.00

(Charter Membership limited to 8 issues)
SPECIAL CHARTER SUBSCRIBER RATE

OFFER IS GOOD FOR A LIMITED
TIME ONLY! -
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DON'T BE DISAPPOINTED...THESE ARE THE ORIGINAL BOB LORENZ CARDS!

ﬁ”@aﬂw @B@?ﬁ%ﬁ@%@% Ear

jh-Ho! by H. Goodwine —Best Wishes for the
days and Happiness throughout the New Year.
Coming Year.

etings from Our Outfit to Yours by Nick
enhofer— With Best Wishes for Christmas

all the New Year. all the 'New Year.

Thilin of

ot Cloistnas.

in' for Christmas Company by Robert Loug-
d— Bringing you every Good Wish for Hap-

1ss this Christmas and in the Coming Year. throughout the New Year.

Good Friends at Peace by Harvey W. Johnson —
With all Good Wishes for Christmas and the

Friends at the Feed Rack by Robert Lougheed —
Peace and Good Will at Christmas and through

Thinkin' of You at Christmas by Gordon Snidow—
May every Happiness be yours at Christmas and

A Cowboy's Good Feelin's by Paul Salisbury —
Verse by S. Omar Barker—May the Peace and
Good Will of Christmas always be with you.

PEACE ON €arTh

e
Peace on Earth by Robert R. Lorenz—May the
Peace and Joy of Christmas be with you Today
and all through the Year.

Christmas Capers by Clark Bronson—Holiday
Greetings and Best Wishes for the New Year.

High-Tailed and Happy by Randy Steffen—Sea-
son's Greetings and many, many Good Wishes
for a Happy Holiday Season.

Holiday Whirl by H. Goodwine—Wishing you
Happiness at this Holiday Season and through
the New Year.

White by Muriel D (Mrs. Randy
Steffen) — Greetings of the Season and Best
Wishes for the New Year,

lections of Yesteryears by Fred R
istmas Blessings and Best Wishes for a Joy-
New Year. Year

by James Emery Greer~
Holiday Greetings and Best Wishes for the New

geland Santa by H. Goodwine —Best Wishes
a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.

Little Lord of the Forest by Clark Bronson—May
the Peace and Happiness of the Yuletide Season
be yours throughout the Coming Year.

N'T BE DISAPPOINTED! Others offer but none duplicate the genuine
h quality of the original Lazy BL Ranch greeting cards. Our 1967 selec-
n features new works by the West's best known artists plus several all-
e Bob Lorenz favorites. Beautifully reproduced in glorious full color on
tinctive linen-textured paper single folded to 4%” by 6%”. Matching
velopes with several extras included. Cards may be ordered plain, with
ur name or brand, or both custom-printed in red to exactly match greet-
J. Orders carefully processed and shipped in sturdy carton within 24
urs right up 'til Christmas.

)W TO ORDER: Write quantity of each card you want in box appearing
coupon. No need to send entire page. Order all one kind or assorted at
extra charge. Use separate sheet if needed. Circle total quantity and
st on price list. Enclose cash, check or money order with coupon and
iil to The Lazy BL Ranch, Box 3232, Cheyenne, Wyoming 82001.

BEAUTIFUL FULL COLOR

Navajo Weaver by Robert R. Lorenz—With Best
Wishes for a Happy Holiday Season.

Desert Cathedral by Sid Cedargreen—May the
Blessings and Peace of Christmas be yours and
Happiness fill each Day of the New Year.

Prancing Deer by Carl Woodring (Osage Indian)—
May the Great Spirit bring you Health and Hap-
piness.

Couldn't Wait by Gordon Snidow — Wishing you
a very Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.

1
T
CardNo. | Quantity otal Quantity 15 25 50 75 100 150 200 300 500 ;
Without Name $295 4.00 795 11.75 1495 2195 2895 4275 69.95
With Name or Brand $4.00 550 -960 1385 17.05 2495 3200 4740 77.10 !
With Name and Brand $5.00 6.50 1060 14.85 18.05 2595 33.20 4840 78.10 =
Canada residents please add 10% to prices. Wyoming residents add 3% sales tax. |
|
NAMES TO BE PRINTED |
ON CARDS. SEND SKETCH I
IF BRAND WANTED. |
|
SEND CARDS TO :
RTE., ST. OR BOX NO. |
CITY STATE :
|
MAIL BOX 3232 |
couPON e az d”c CHEYENNE, WYOMING |
82001 |
™




FREEF ACTS| on how to become a e

ma'\\co\l“"“/ GAME WARDEN ;/ ;

: September-October, 196!
s Volume 15, No. 1

Fish-Wildlife Manager ",(
iy, e, W W, ? Whole No. 83
iti i B
Positions that require ;&—_{

desk, store counter or fac-
tory machine. Easy home-
study plan prepares you now
for outdoor man’s dream job
in ijesués; :Villdlilli Cin)ne- &

¥ the . Live
ihe e you'Tove. Wi o All True—AIll Fact—Stories of the Real West
pon today!
~. OPPORTUNITIES FOR
= YOU IN YOUR STATE?
We show you how to seek

s Wi

Siate and other stsies Cogst - PAT WAGNER JOE AUSTELL SMALL ROBERT SMALL
to - Coast. Age limits 17 to

45, sometimes older on pri- 3 H s
S0 tenma fale ek Nt Editor Publisher Advertising
clubs. We are not connected

/ with the Government.

THRILLS AND ADVENTURE
Many Forestry & Wildlife men hunt
mountain lions — parachute from
planes to help marooned animais
or save life of injured campers — \
protect forests — arrest game vio-
lators. Adventure, public service,

000 oy Rush coupon fodsy = e LESTER U. BEITZ JERRY SULLIVAN MARILYN WHITE
B o e var o Eisatlon Yo sraek algkes Art Director Art and Production Circulation

mas. Accredited Member

Most conservation careers are perma- Nat'i Home Study Council.

nent. No layoffs. No worry about your

heck. Livi: low, = . .
ind a pension may assure you a good  FREE! 3 GUIDES! “The files of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are going to be of great
income for life when you retire. Each jam-packed with exciting . . % » . 9
HEALTHFUL OUTDOOR LIFE Hard  Sonsrvation Career Facts! Rush bistorical wvalue and should be ézreserved in all the libraries of the country.”—
muscles, bronzed skin and vibrant good N 57, s Walter Prescott Webb, former President, American Historical Association.

health are extra rewards of outdoor

living. Sleep under pines. Catch break- = N 4
fast from icy streams. Feel and look — 5 T, =
like a million! A Sy 5
il e
~ g~ VACATION JOBS FOR STUDENTS In Thls Issue—

/" No experience or preparation needed

* for vacation jobs in Parks, Forests, Va-

cation Resorts, Many accepting Appli-
ay!

L ML APRROVED YOUR PRIVAIE BOOBER . 0 s e S

 Norh American Schoa of Consarvation, Dept. 1030 Y WeSTERN. o s e e
g:‘u':.fs".{{.%i&‘:: %"“&h‘%"l{?g,:z‘"e%jﬂii;’-“z"%?m‘?"'iigf;}’i‘;?%{‘l% RENEGADES OR SLAVES? ............... By Wayne Montgomery
onservation Magazine — ! No salesman will call.

MONTANA'S TWICE LOST GOLD . ........ . .. By Maurice Kildare 12
e 55 oo THE COWGIRL-PROSPECTOR . ... .. ... .. .. By Harriett Farnsworth 16
STREET.
. o 51 HARD-LUCK STAGE TO CHIHUAHUA . ... By Frank M. Freeman 19
. THE BARTERED BONES OF WILLIAM QUANTRILL . .. By Edward
Blevins Knowles 20
Stirrup CHIPS FROM FIVE CORDS A DAY .. ... ..... By Edward A. Clark 22
B“,f!f,,!“ NOBODY LAUGHED WHEN SMILEY DIED ... By William B. Secrest 24
sf“'”é‘é CANINCREDBIE TRER -0 By Francis Dickie 26
pox 50 THE DAY THEY KILLED THE JUDGE . .. ... By Agnes Wright Spring 30
Steover seme o1 TREASURES OF GALVESTON BAY . ... ... ... ... By Carroll Lewis 32
:E::.':g;" °'h:.,:2."': STRANGE MURDER OF THE SPICER FAMILY .. . By Carol Marek 34
$+13 fo nge
;;g;';,;»,,,;-"_v;; WILL CRAWFORD: WIZARD OF PEN AND INK . . ... By Les Beitz 36
install —won
sigor stick: | B BADMAN OF CHASM CREEK ... ... ... .. .. . By Dave Hopkins 39
N o lminue, Slesest oov LET'S TRY IT SOMEWHERE ELSE! . ... ... Willie Victory Poteet 40
saddle. Available in 2V2"’ and 3* widths. Order
T eved: ot the- old style. buckle. MDD DRYS 0L e e e 42
AT YOUR DEALERS OR
BLEVINS MFG. CO. GERRS GROWR DI s 47
WHEATLAND, WYOMING SERNABOEIOUNDIE - Do e 64

fNOW! =) TUMBEEWEEDS. - oohiss i ol o By Tom K. Ryan 72

1 16” DEERSKIN Cover: "Autumn in Colorado” by Ray Atkeson
{5COUT BOOT
Comfort, durability, protection, and R T T e S T e R TR e R S N T S I eesr )

good looks. Genuine heavyweight
deerskin. Hand-molded thick raw-
§ hide, s?,:ible.'wg}z'ﬁ?fﬂg et TRUE WEST is published bi-monthly by WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC., P.O. Box

fringed fiap. - Buffalo-brown suede 3668, 1012 Edgecliff Terrace, Austin, Texas 78704. 35c per copy, $4.00 for 12 issues in

. °'s:‘;,‘,‘,;“g$,°¢,N°’§:,’1,§’:;j,’:;’;" the United States and Possessions, Canada and Mexico. $5.00 for 12 issues in all other
Lodies'—4-10 . . . $16.95 countries. Second-class postage paid at Austin, Texas. Copyright 1967 by WESTERN
el A1 PUBLICATIONS, INC
B R v et g é
U MSERVING YOU BIRECT Three weeks' advance notice: and old address as well as new are required for
D CER OO0, change of subscriber’s address.

WeStem B%nig's Unsolicited manuscripts and photographs will be treated with care, but their safety
Estes Park, Colorado while in our hands is not guaranteed. Enclose stamped envelope with all submis-
sions. Please inquire before sending in original art.

True West



YOUR PRIVATE
BOOGER

I was going to write an editorial this
ssue, but ran across this one written
1early forty-five years ago that about
sums up all I was going to say. It was
vritten by J. E. Grinstead, publisher of
Srinstead’s Graphic which was put out
rears ago over in Kerryille, Texas. Pam
srinstead, son of J. E. furnished us a
!opy and we believe you’ll enjoy it.
Looks like folks ain’t made a durn bit
f progress about worrying and stewing
wer nothing.—Hosstail

LIKE AS NOT, there’ll be people read

this that don’t even know they have
L private booger. A lot of them will
iwear they know what “psychothera-
reutics” means. All right, all right! We
von’t argue and quarrel. You say it
neans doctoring the mind to cure the
ody. The doctor will tell you a lot of
unk about the power of mind over mat-
er, and that sort of thing. When the
vhole thing is boiled right down to the
'old facts, it is treatment for the malady
if seeing boogers. No, not for mental
lerangement, at all. It is the treatment
or the boogers we actually see.

We’ll take a hypothetical case. Mrs.
\spirin J. Bottle gets sick. She can’t
leep, her food doesn’t digest, she has
leadache, and a serious complication of
ther troubles. She calls in Dr. Clinic
«» Hypo. This gentleman is a wise guy.
Ie knows all about the power of mind
ver matter. He knows there is no
hysical reason why Mrs. Bottle should
e all messed up like this. She is only
hirty-five, is built like a trotting horse,
othing the matter with her lungs, heart
r kidneys. Ought to eat her feed up
lean three times a day, and be able to
o her mile in 2:30 flat—you know
that T mean. The trouble is that she
on’t do her mile at all, but is a sick
roman.

Doc gives her the once over, and stalls
or time. Here is a woman that is being
cared to death. She’s got a private
ooger. The scare is not going to stop
er heart from beating, suddenly. What
: is going to do is this—it is going to
eep right on nagging at her mind until
he becomes a nervous wreck, unless
he can satisfy herself that it is not a
ooger at all, and eventually the constant
agging will develop some one of her
ilments to a point where irreparable
hysical or mental damage may be done.
’ossibly both of these.

Now, y’understand, I'm not scientific,
nd I don’t know what percentage of
1l the cases doctors are called in to see
re victims of boogers. Cut out child-
irth and broken bones, and probably
ixty to ninety per cent of the rest are
oogers. The doctor is always handi-
apped. Unless he is an old family
hysician, and knows all the private af-
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fairs of his patient, he is often helpless
in the matter of finding the booger.
You never called it that, of course. You
always say, “I ‘was worried.” True
enough, but what worried you? Nothing
on earth ever worried anybody, except
fear! You know that, as well as I do.
I don’t mean cowardice, I mean fear.

HERE is every shade and graduation

of fear. It may be the big fear that
a husband or a wife will find out some-
thing that it would be better for them
not to know. It may be fear on a
woman’s part, that she will not be given
the proper rating in the social world.
Or it may be some little thing that
would be pitiful to anyone else, some
mistake that has been made, or some-
thing of that kind. The big things, when
discovery is imminent, are the acute
boogers; and the little things that recur
from time to time are the little chronic
boogers.

There is Coue, and the scientists, and
a whole list of people who believe in
various cults of curing without medicine.
I lay it down as a pretty safe proposi-
tion that a real malady cannot be cured
without some remedy to aid nature. On
the other hand, if all the cases of un-
real afflictions—boogers—were cured
without the assistance of a doctor, half
the medical colleges would close. In a
word, the greater number of real mala-
dies that physicians treat are maladies
that sprang from the nagging of fear.

They call it nervous tension. That, in
fact, is nothing more nor less than fear.
Fear that something will be done, or
that it will not be done. Fear that one
will miss a train. Fear that by some
accident one will be late for work. Fear
that the employer does not know how
well one is earning his money, the fear
that creates envy, all kinds of little
nagging fears. They lurk in the minds
of men and women that we call fearless,
men and women who actually are fear-
less so far as physical cowardice is con-
cerned.

If you are an old man or woman, and
have a quaint little zoological garden
already filled with a choice selection of
boogers, such as knowing the house will
burn down while you are gone to church,
or that the baby has fallen in the well,
when you know the top of the well is
nailed down, and thousands of other
little boogers; well, I say if you are old
and already have this layout, there is
not much hope for you. On the other
hand, if you are not already ruined by
your private menagerie of boogers, get
busy at once and kill off as many as
you can.

A good way to handle the graver
boogers is like this. Say, “Now here’s a
booger. Is it serious enough that I’ll

be killed if it gets out ?” If it is, and only
one other person knows it, get the
hatchet, the shotgun, or a hatpin, and
go kill him. Then promptly forget all

_about it. True, you may worry after-

ward because you’re a murderer, but I
can’t go that far into the matter.

If it is some small matter, like being
afraid that some fellow thinks you are
afraid of him, don’t let the matter go
on until it ruins your digestion. Catch
him out on the street some time, when
you have on your old clothes and don’t
give a dang, and find out! Whichever
way the battle goes, you will never be
troubled about it anymore, and you can
go right on eating a regular full meal
at night. Possibly, in a few months, you
will gain enough weight to lick him
after all!

HOSE are just two examples of the

simple manner in which people can
dispose of all their worries and fears.
There is just one fear that there is no
remedy for. When a patient worries be-
cause he has nothing to worry about.
When he is afraid that he has lost in-
terest in life, and is a dead one, there
is no remedy—except fishing, maybe.

The consensus of medical opinion is
that were it not for private boogers to
create real maladies, the doctors would
all starve. Instead of new diseases be-
ing constantly discovered, by all reason-
able rules, under the direction and care
of modern science, disease should be al-
most unknown. We even hear people talk-
ing of the good old days when there was
no disease because the people lived clean
lives. They didn’t do anything of the
kind. You know that, even within your
lifetime, if you are more than fifty
years old, in those same ' good old
days people in this. country, which is
certainly an average of enlightenment,
were positively filthy and unsanitary as
compared to present standards of liv-
ing. In the light of the present-day
science of surgery, it is a wonder that
a wound ever healed in those good old
days.

No, we are not getting to be a stronger
and healthier people. The fact is, we are
developing new maladies faster than the
greatest surgeons and scientists in all
the history of the world can combat
them. You may say, “Suppose a fellow
has got a private booger, it’s not a com-
municable disease.” It ain’t, ain’t it?
Suppose some fellow is right with you
every day. Suppose he has got a private
booger that makes him do things that
would drive a wooden Indian to drink.
Think that wouldn’t affect you after
a while? Probably make a murderer of
you. If it didn’t do that, it would make
you hate the fellow with the booger.
Then you would have caught the most
virulent form of fear in all the world.
You would have a private booger of
your own, and you would have caught it
from him!

But, as I said, I'm not scientific. I
just wanted to call your attention to
boogers. Most of us have one or two.
Let’s you and me determine to pick out
a nice, gentle, harmless booger. Suppose
we say the fear that people can spot

(Continued on page 48)
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Stage Drivers
Dear Sir:

The article about Jack Morrow by
Nina Hull Miller in the August, 1966
issue was of special interest to me. Jack
Morrow was a native of my own home-
town back in Washington, Pennsylvania.

While Jack Morrow had no direct .

descendants, there are a number of Mor-
rows still living in Pennsylvania.

All of the members of the family, ex-
cept Jack Morrow, were respectable citi-
zens. Jack Morrow was the black sheep
of the family. Down through the years, I
heard tales of Jack Morrow that were
black enough to make the devil look like
a saint. Of course, I admit none of those
tales lost anything in the telling when
carried over the miles from the Far
West.

Jack Morrow, born John Andrew Mor-
row on April 12, 1831, was the son of
John Morrow, a prominent wagon maker.
He made good wagons. Norton McGiffin,
a Washington soldier who fought under
General Scott in the Mexican War, said
he saw army wagons on the streets of
Mexico City with the legend, “Mfg. by
John Morrow, Washington, Pa.,” painted
on the sides.

I do not know when Jack Morrow went
West, but it must have been in the latter
1840s. He did quite a bit of trading with
the Indians, probably using merchandise
he had “borrowed” from freight wagons,
as described by Mrs. Miller. His ranch
evidently was an important point on the
Overland Trail. I have consulted old
records in the Washington, Pennsylvania
Cemetery, and with the help of Thomas
M. Crosby, the superintendent, I found
that Jack Morrow died of phneumonia
in Omaha, on July 7, 1876. His remains
were shipped back to his native town
and buried in the Washington Cemetery
in Lot 16-19, Section E, in which are the
graves of twenty-four Morrows.

The records also show that his wife,
Agnes Jane Morrow, died July 11, 1881,
and was buried beside her husband. She
was born March 28, 1842. I suppose that
she lived in Omaha after his death, but
I am not certain.

When Mrs. William Christman, Jack
Morrow’s niece, celebrated her ninetieth
birthday, I was working on the Wash-
ington Reporter, and went to her home
to get a story. Ronald Christman, her
grandson, a photographer on the same
newspaper, went with me. Hanging in
her living room was a large oil painting
of Agnes Jane Morrow. Ronald made a
copy for me. I am inclined to believe
that this was the first white wife men-
tioned by Mrs. Miller. If she had been

4

Agnes Jane Morrow, wife of the infamous
Jack Morrow. This painting hangs in
Washington, Pennsylvania.

the white wife he married in 1875 there
would hardly have been time to make
the painting before Jack Morrow died. I
am inclined to believe that Agnes Jane
Morrow was his only white wife.

How did the painting get from Omaha
to Washington, Pennsylvania? I am of
the opinion that she took Jack Morrow’s
body to Washington for burial, and then
remained there until her own death five
years later.

I have also just finished reading the
article by William B. Secrest, “The Men
Who Handled the Ribbons,” and I wish
to state that it is by far the best article
I have ever read on Califpornia stage
drivers. Mr. Secrest should write a book
on that subject. Here is a question I
would like to ask him. Did he ever hear
of a California stage driver known as
“Yuba Bill”?

There were many top notch stage
drivers back in the days of staging on
the National Pike during the period
from 1820 when the pike was completed
between Baltimore and Wheeling, Vir-
ginia, until passenger travel ceased in
1854. After their occupation was gone
in the east, many of those stage drivers
went west, some as far as California.

One of the principal towns of the Na-
tional Pike in Pennsylvania was Wash-
ington, and on its main street lived Re-
becca Harding, who later became Re-
becca Harding Davis.

- During her girlhood, Rebecca Harding

knew many of the stage coach driver:
who daily passed her home. I cannot re
call the name of this driver, but I wil
call him John Smith. Among all of thos
stage drivers he was the only one wht
could drive a coach at top speed dow:
the east slope of Wheeling Hill and mak«
the hairpin curve at the bottom withou
upsetting the stage.

In the 1870s or early 1880s Rebecct
Harding Davis was traveling in Calif
ornia. While on a stage trip througl
the mountains, she recognized the driver

known as “Yuba Bill,” as the Johm
Smith she had known in her girlhood
Mrs. Davis and “Yuba Bill” had olc

home week reminiscing of years long
gone.—Earle R. Forrest, 305 Oak Street
San Marino, California 91108.

Wyoming Lore Needed
Dear Sir:

This is a plea for help. I am trying
desperately to compile a history on th
Johnson and Sheridan Counties o
Wyoming before the stories are los
forever and hope that the readers o
your magazines can be of assistance t
me. Any old photograph and informa
tion they and their friends might con
tribute will be greatly appreciated. I
they wish their photos returned I wil
copy them and see that they are re
turned. I can learn much from the back
grounds in pictures. Most any photo wil
be helpful.

As far as is known, there were ni
pictures taken at Fort Phil Kearney o
the Dull Knife Fight but any informa
tion or photos of the people involved wil
be quite welcome. I would also like
locate the book An American Saga: For
Phil Kearney by Dee Brown.

Thank you, and may I say we fin
your magazines most delightful.—Mrs
A. J. Cooksley, Lower Piney Creek Rd
Ucross Rt., Clearmont, Wyoming 8283E

Where Life Was Hard
Dear Sirs:

I have read your publications for year
and there are no better magazines. Bu
I have never read anything on the earl
settlers who homesteaded in the bog
lands of northern Minnesota.

My parents were Gustav Adolph an
Dora Bangs, hard working Norwegians
who settled there before World War !
Oh, the misery on that homestead! Th
flies and mosquitoes—floods and fires—
with all the family out clearing lanc
The bitter fifty-below winters and n
windbreak. This was about forty mile
from the Canadian line and five mile
from Red Lake.

Mother Nature has now reclaimed i
because all the settlers left beaten, an
the land has become a game reserve. M
twin brother Glenes and I have gon
back and hunted deer now and then.

I do wish I could hear from anyon
who lived in that God forsaken countr
at one time.—Gladys Hinsley, 143
Temple Avenue, Long Beach, Californiz

A Good Deed
Dear Sir:

As I am something of a long-lin
skinner, donkey spanker and ‘a kind
hearted man, I make Old Ned help Ol
Sam, and I thought you might like thi
little story to go along with the other
you have. Walter Hoskins, in 1905, lef

(Continued on page 65)
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Greetings, Folks —With Best Wishes
for a Merry Christmas to your outfit
from ours — by John Hampton

1702

Solitude —May Peace be your Gift at
Christmas and your Treasure through all
the Year —by Gerard Curtis Delano

line verse — by Roy Kerswill

7 Juot thinkin’ of you st Christmas ..

Just Thinkin’ of You at Christ;mis;
- and wishing you a Happy Holiday Season -
—by Art FitzSimmons

1724 L .
Packin’ Home for Christmas — Greet-
- ing is an appropriate, merry and cheer-

ful western verse — by Stanley Long

Memories of a Frontier hristmas —
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year
— by Jean Wilson

Brummett EchoHawk

BEST QUALITY ART: Yes, these are the western Christmas cards you've been looking
for! Heavy textured enamel paper folds to make a rich card, approx. 5 x 7. We can print your name, o
brand, or BOTH in red to match greeting. Deluxe white envelopes — extras included. 24 hour shipping
'til Christmas. Our catalog of western stationery, notes, prints, FREE with every order.

HOW TO ORDER: Fill in quantity of each card you want in box below illustration. Mix and
assort at no extra cost. Order all of one kind or as many of each as desired. Circle total quantity and
cost on price list. Canada residents please remit in U.S. dollar values. Colorado residents add 3%
sales tax. You may order by letter or fill out coupon and mail this entire page with cash, check or
money order. Thank you kindly, and remember, it’s fun to buy from the Leanin’ Tree.
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Christmas Eve in the West —May the
- Peace and Happiness of Christmas be
with you all the Year — Mel Warren

Sleighbells in Christmas Tree Land
— Greeting is a cheery, appropriate 4

The Charm of Christmas lies in the
Thought . . .” —Merry Christmas and
Happy New Year — by Bernard Thomas

ing May the warmth
and friendliness of the Christmas Sea-
son be with you all the Year — Thomas

Cuv}bny's cmnetitinn — Merry
Christmas and - Happy New Year —hy

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE AND POSTAGE FREE FROM THE LEANIN’

PICK FOR '67 FROM THE BEST IN FULL COLOR
WESTERN CHRISTMAS CARDS

...the lights of friendship.” —Once
again it's time to greet the friends etc.
—Merry Christmas — by C. Nicles

...a shaft of light across the land.”
—With every good wish for Christmas
and the New Year — Conrad Schwiering

From the Two of Us at Christmas — to
you and all you hold dear, a Joyous Yule
and Great New Year —FitzSimmons

Company for Christmas — frien ly
wish for a Merry Christmas and a Happy
New Year — by Harold Hopkinson

Peace in the Valley — May the Spirit
of Christmas abide with you throughout

“The light has come into the world
- the Coming Year —hy Bernard Thomas

— May the Peace and Joy of Christmas
be with you all the Year — Paris

Herdboy and his flute — May the Peace
and Joy of Christmas be with you all the
Year — by Brummett EchoHawk

b

May a Star Lead You —May you have
the Spirit of Christmas which is Peace,
etc. —by Harold Hopkinson

. v = T740 . . 4
New Friend for Christmas — May the The Wonder of Christmas fills the
warmth ... of the Christmas Season be - World —May the Peace and Joy of
with you all the Year — by Charles Lee Christmas, etc. —by Bernard Thomas
W AVE R BRAND IMPRINTED
Add the personal touch for 1967. Let us print your own ranch brand on your cards at our low, low price!

We will then send you FREE the zinc engraving of your brand, individually mounted on wood for handy,
everyday use. Usual cost of this mounted plate is $4.00, but it i

ALL NEW DESIGNS IN BRIGHT FULL COLOR
TOTAL QUANTITY 12 195 5780 175 eri00 s "o 150 4200 e300 SR500
WITHOUT NAME $200 $4.00 $8.00 $1200 $1500 $2250 $29.50 $4350 $71.50
WITH NAME OR BRAND  $3.00 525 975 1400 17.00 2500 3250 4750 76.00
WITH NAME AND BRAND _ $4.00 6.25 1075 1500 1800 2600 3350 4850 77.00

NAMES TO BE PRINTED
ON CHRISTMAS CARDS:
(DRAW BRAND IN MARGIN)

SEND CARDS T0:

Rte., St., or Box No.
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By WAYNE MONTGOMERY
From a diary by John Blane
discovered in 1946
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Y PREARRANGEMENT Ellis Wil-

liams met me in Petersburg, Illi-
« nois, on the first of April, 1867. Since
e small children we had planned to go
West. Had we known what was in store
for us we would have turned back.

We were now eighteen years old and
had reached full maturity. Ellis was a
bigger man than me in stature. He was
over six feet tall and about two hundred
pounds. I was five feet ten inches and
about one hundred and eighty-five
pounds.

Prior to this meeting we had been
hampered by lack of funds. But Ellis’
grandfather had passed away and left
him considerable money and land. When
we met, the first thing he said was,
“John, are you ready to go?”’

4 “Go where?” 1 asked.

“Why, out West,” he replied. And he
continued, “I will lend you the necessary
money and when we strike it rich you
can repay me.”

I didn’t have to think it over, so I
said, “I am ready when you are.”

Against the advice of all of our rela-
tives we began making preparations for
the trip. We bought two of the finest
riding horses money could buy. They
were big, high strung, and could run like
a deer. We decided to buy our supplies
when we reached St. Louis; we had
heard about new Winchester rifles that
held eighteen rounds of ammunition, and
breech-loading revolvers that held six
rounds.

On April 10, we set out for St. Louis
about as happy as two youngsters could
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Illustration by Al Martin Napoletano

be; we were on our own at long last
We had just about everything we needec
except experience, and that we woul
get. We were both expert rifle and pistol
men, having spent most of our tim¢
hunting along a nearby river. This hunt
ing and shooting proved invaluable
us later on.

When we arrived in St. Louis we founc
the city alive with activity. It looked t
us as though every person in the Eas
was headed out to make a new start i
life.

We bought ourselves two repeating
Winchester carbines, two breech-loading
revolvers, two fine horses, and othe
supplies we thought we’d need. Early ons
fine morning we set out for Kansas City
Missouri.

At Boonville we almost met with ou
undoing. Ellis and me went to a saloo
for a few drinks, and Ellis got into :
gambling game which ended in a figh
when Ellis accused the gambler of cheat
ing. When the man jumped up from th
table, Ellis cracked him with a punc|
that put him flat on his back. He cam
back shooting and Ellis killed him. Elli
was not arrested but we were ordered t
leave town immediately. We swore t
each other to keep out of trouble in th
future.

We moved on to Kansas City withou
mishap. We didn’t tarry long there; th
place was alive with outlaws, scum of th
earth. A man had to keep an eye on hi
belongings every minute or they woul
be stolen. The killing by Ellis ha
preceded us so we were left pretty muc
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Did these two headstrong boys turn - My 7

Injun—or were they truly captives?
When one was an old and respected
man, he decided to state his case

alone. A lawman visited us and advised
us that we’d better not stay too long,
because the man we killed had many
friends along the river. This didn’t scare
us unduly but we immediately set out
for Fort Riley. We cut the edge of
Lawrence and this place was full of riff-
raff, too, so we moved on.

We spent two days in Riley. We were
advised to keep on the lookout for hos-
tiles. They would attack a small outfit
without warning.

We consulted an old Indian scout be-
fore leaving and he gave us this advice:
“Don’t let them Indians come in under
a flag of truce. If you do they’ll kill you.
When they get into shootin’ distance
open up on them, kill one or two, and
they’ll likely leave you alone. You won’t
run into a big band of Indians, just small
bands. A big band you can see away off,
but a small band you can’t, so be on
your guard and shoot to Kkill. Don’t
waste your ammunition.”

So we set out for Denver and the gold
fields. We met some folks going and
some returning. The ones returning
cussed the West and advised us to go
back. But we kept on.

BOUT five days out of Fort Riley

we noticed that we were being fol-
lowed by eight Indians. We rode into
a gully for safekeeping of our horses
and got into position to fight. We got
into a prone position with rifles and
revolvers at our side and waited. When
they saw what we were about, they
grouped and held a confab. It wasn’t

long till here they came, yelling and
screaming. This was to scare us into do-
ing something foolish.

They parted and rode on each side. We
pumped more lead at them than possibly
they’d ever seen. We killed one and put
two afoot who were picked up by the
others. They held another confab and
this time they all came right at us from
the front. We killed two and put two
more afoot. One rode right into us; when
he was close enough he jumped Ellis.

I figured Ellis could handle him so
I kept up a steady fire at the others.
Evidently the others were supposed to
follow him but decided not to. When I
turned, Ellis had literally broken this
buck’s back. We wanted to kill him to
get him out of his misery but lacked
the nerve. We gave him a big drink of
whiskey and left him for the others. We
could see that the fight was taken out
of them.

The plains were so continuous that we
began to think we were riding in a circle.
But finally after many days we saw the
peaks of mountains and we knew we
were on the right track. About a half-
day out of Denver we were confronted
by four Indians. They stopped in front
of us, perhaps one hundred yards away.
They were lined up four abreast. We
immediately drew our rifles on them.
One of them spoke a little broken Eng-
lish, and said he wanted to powwow. We
told him in no uncertain terms for them
to remain where they were; if they
moved we’d immediately kill two of
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Courtesy Author

John Blane, about 1900

They said if we gave them whiskey,
food, and I don’t know what else, they
would allow us to pass. Otherwise they
would kill us and take all. We fired a
few shots into the ground and this caused
them to take off to some distance. We
moved on but kept our eyes on them.
But we had no fight; they decided to call
it off. After all, two were armed with
bows, one had an old rifle, and the other
a revolver.

We hit the outskirts of Denver and
were amazed at the tents, old shacks,
wagons, and people everywhere. We rode
on into the main section where we saw
some new brick buildings and the mak-
ings of a beautiful city.

Here we replenished our supplies, then
headed for Central City. Everything
here was hustle and bustle. Gold was all
you could hear. We decided after some
talk with miners to go to Fairplay.

Work was plentiful there, at wages
we never dreamed of. But like every-
body else we wanted to dig gold, not toil
for another man. One day we were bask-
ing in the sunshine of a saloon porch
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when we were approached by an elderly
man. He asked if we were looking for
work. We promptly informed him no. He
sat down and told us his troubles. He
figured he had a good mine, but he
couldn’t hire help and was too old to
work it alone.

We told the old gentleman a little of
ourselves. Then he offered us a third
interest of everything that was taken
from the mine. One third between the
two of us. We immediately accepted. All
we had to do was to help him work the
claim. We knew at his age he couldn’t
do much, but it was worth a try; we
hadn’t invested anything and couldn’t
lose anything.

We built a one-room shack out of
lumber and poles; it served to keep out
the rain and cold. When it rained it got
cold regardless of the time of year.

We ‘worked until about the first of
December. The weather became bitter,
and Mr. Simpson announced that he was
going east for the winter, and made us
promise to return and help in the spring.
We promised, then decided to go to

Santa Fe, New Mexico. He had given
us a little over $2,000 apiece. We were
rich and decided to live like kings dur-
ing the winter. ;

WE PACKED our animals and headed

for Trinidad, Colorado. It was a
tough trip due to the weather. We kept
away from the mountains, and this
helped some. About ten miles out of
Trinidad we stopped at a mining camp
for a bottle of whiskey and came near
losing our horses and equipment.

I went into the saloon for the whiskey,
and left Ellis with the horses. You
couldn’t take your eye off animals for
one minute. While he waited there, a
voice from behind said, “Drop the lines
and back up this way. Don’t make a
wrong move or I'll kill you.”

Another man ran out and grabbed the
lines. When I got the whiskey, nature
called me and I went out back. I didn’t
return through the saloon but came
around the side. Just as I got to the
front corner, I heard this man tell Ellis
to back up. I drew my revolver and just
about the time I cleared the corner, he
turned on me.

He figured that I would come back
out the front and he would corral me too.
The light from the door was more on
him than me. As he raised his rifle on
me I fired, the slug hitting him square
in the chest. I could see the blood as he
fell.

Ellis jerked his revolver and snapped
a shot at the man who held the lines.
The man hit for the brush across the
road and didn’t stop.

I took a look at the man and he was
a Mexican and he was dead. Several men
poured from the saloon only to be stopped
by a few shots into the porch. We didn’t
intend to hit any of them, just scare
them. They got back inside pronto.

We mounted and had gotten probably
two miles away when we discovered
several men on our trail. We stopped and
waited, but kept mounted. When they
were about one hundred yards off we
opened up on them and they scattered
like so many chickens. That was the last
of them. 3

We spent very little time in Trinidad
and headed for Raton, New Mexico.
Raton was only a mining camp so we
just rode through and didn’t stop. We
couldn’t make much time due to our
pack horses. The second day out of Raton
we spotted two Indians riding down on
a wagon. We left our pack horses and
rode to cut them off. They saw us be-
fore we were close enough to fire, and
wheeled off. We rode to the wagon,
which was occupied by a man, woman,
and two small children. They didn’t seem
frightened. The man said he had a shot-
gun in the back of the wagon. We tried
to explain how dangerous it was and
about the two Indians; they didn’t seem
to comprehend this at all.

We camped with them that night.
After dark Ellis said, “John, I think we
better watch that road for a while. I
figure those two devils aren’t through.”

We walked back down the road to a
rise, stepped off to the side, and waited.
Then we saw them; they were afoot,
running in a crouch, jumping from bush

True West



to bush. They came on real slow as they
got close. I believe they thought we had
ridden on or they wouldn’t have at-
tacked at night.

When they were about fifty yards off
and in the road, we opened up on them.
It was moonlight and we could see them
plain. They both went down. One didn’t
move but the other tried to run off. I
could see he was hit.

I ran behind him and bashed out his
brains with the rifle butt. We dragged
both back. to camp just to show these
unsuspecting people what they were up
against. This convinced them, and fright-
ened them out of their wits. They begged
us to stay with them until they came
to a little town; I disremember the name.
We dragged the two bodies out where
the varmints were sure to find them.
This seems cruel, but think of what
they’d have done to that family.

WE LEFT this family at a settlement

and headed for Santa Fe. It was a
wild, wide-open town with very little
law supervision. We rented a small ’dobe
house and hired a Mexican man and
woman to care for it and the horses.
Horses had to be kept under lock and
key.

We spent more time in the saloons
than we did at the house, but it was
nice to have a place to go to once in
a while. We gambled, drank and, before
spring had set in, had built ourselves an
unfavorable reputation as fighters.
People left us pretty well alone. One
thing in our favor was that we were al-
ways together. This kept someone from
sticking a knife in one of us while in
a brawl.

I give these stories of our activities
so as not to give the impression that we
are trying to pass ourselves off as saints.
But I do maintain that we kept our-
selves honest. We didn’t go into crooked
deals although we were propositioned
many times. :

When spring arrived we headed back
for our claim at Fairplay, Colorado.
Much to our surprise when we arrived
there, we found two strange men work-
ing the claim. They said they had pur-
chased the mine from Mr. Simpson.

This didn’t sound like Mr. Simpson,
so we hired a lawyer and investigated.
Nowhere did we find any record of this
business transaction. With the aid of
friends we took our case to court and
proved our ownership of the claim.

The two refused to move so we threw
them off. Several miners gathered with
a rope, intent on hanging these two.
Then both tried to lay the blame on the
other for killing Mr. Simpson. Claim-
jumping was a serious matter, but mur-
der was worse. They were placed in jail
at Fairplay. When they bribed the jailer
to let them escape, a posse was waiting
for them. They were shot and killed. This
was considered mountain justice.

We worked this claim three years—
or rather when we went broke, we’d
work until we got a stake, then we’d
go out and spend it. We could have gone
home right then as rich men had we
used our heads.

After three years we sold out to a Kan-
sas City mining company. We received
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Ellis Williams and his wife, circa 1885

about $4,000, a paltry sum compared to
what we could have had.

WE RETURNED to Santa Fe, and

once there we were soon broke. We
worked at about everything. Herding
cattle, digging ditches, and many other
unsuitable jobs.

Then the law moved into Santa Fe;
that is, to a certain extent. Many
saloons were closed because murder was
becoming commonplace. When a shoot-
ing occurred in a saloon it was usu-
ally closed, for a time anyway.

A saloon owner offered Ellis and me
the job of keeping out the trouble
makers. All we had to do was to sit
around at night and when one of the
riffraff showed up, ask him to leave and
if he refused throw him out. This job
paid well and after a few days we didn’t
have any rough customers. The place
operated in peace to an extent. When a
man came in armed, as most men did,
we -immediately disarmed him. He could
stay without his guns or take them and
leave.

One night a man whom we knew
slightly came into this saloon where we
worked. He was loaded with gold dust
and he proceeded to get every man in
the place drunk. We were all excited,
because raw gold was not too common
in Santa Fe. Ellis and me finally got the
chance to talk to him and he told us
where he had obtained this dust. He
gave us the location.

Bright and early the next morning
we set out for the diggings he had
described to us. The place was about
fifty miles east of Santa Fe. We made
camp the first day at dusk. Before we
had a chance to unsaddle we were at-

“tacked by a band of Apaches. We didn’t

have a chance to make a fight so we
mounted and ran.

We could have easily outrun them, but
Ellis’ horse was shot out from under him
and he was taken prisoner. I watched
from a distance to try and see what they
were going to do with him.

Two bucks were dispatched to do me
in. But I didn’t do easily. I just sat my
horse and waited until they were about
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Courtesy Museum of New Mexico

Encampment at the Mescalero Agency in New Mexico

100 yards away then I opened up on
them. I killed one and set the other
afoot, but before I could finish him,
he was rescued by his companions.

- I followed them at a safe distance but
when darkness set in, they lost me. I
rode the trails for two weeks but failed
to locate an Apache camp. I thought per-
haps I could make a deal with them if
they were holding Ellis for ransom. This
practice was becoming quite common
among these small bands. But I failed
miserably.

One day while riding along looking
back over my shoulder with regularity,
as all riders did in this country, I saw
dust some distance off. I pulled my horse
off the trail into the brush and waited.
When they came into view, I saw they
were two Apaches. I decided to let them
pass and to follow them. Then I saw a
white girl of about ten years mounted
behind one of the Indians. This changed
my plans considerably.

I had my carbine ready so I took a
bead on the one with the girl. My horse
snorted at the smell of the Apaches. They
both stopped stock still and waited. I
aimed right at this buck’s ear and pulled
the trigger. He fell, taking the girl with
him; the other took off and I shot his
horse and set him afoot. I yelled to the
child to wait—I was her friend. But she
ran like a deer.

RIGHT HERE I came closer to being

killed than at any time since coming
to New Mexico. This buck ran behind
a rock, so I pulled my revolver and rode
up with caution.

Stepping from behind the rock, he
threw a hand hatchet at me. It just
grazed the side of my head, drawing a
little blood. I immediately shot him to
death, then went back and retrieved the
hatchet. It was a household type and as
sharp as a razor.

I rode back to the child, who was
frightened to death. I took her on my
horse and told her she was safe. She
said that her folks were waiting in
Santa Fe, that she had come out west
with friends of the family. She said the
Indians had killed them all and burned
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the wagons. I assured her that I would
see that she reached her family.

I took her to a ranch about ten miles
off, and turned her over to a Mrs. Jarvis.

Mr. Jarvis, whom I knew to be a
coward and an Indian trader, asked me
the story. He became very upset and
wanted to know what the devil I had
brought her there for. He said he was
on good terms with those Apaches and
if they found those bodies they’d track
me to his ranch as sure as hell.

I told Jarvis just what I .expected of
him and if he didn’t do it T’d return
and kill him. I said, “When those Indians
come, you tell them that I rode in, got
some food and left. I’ll leave a good trail
for them to follow. And if you say one
word about the child, I’ll tack your hide
to the side of the barn for all to see.” I
choked him a little to be sure he under-
stood. Mrs. Jarvis promised to get the
girl back to her folks.

I rode off some distance and hid in
the brush. I didn’t have long to wait. As
he said, they followed me to the ranch.
In a few minutes they rode out, right on
my trail. I rode into the rocks and later
lost them, or they just quit, because they
were the greatest trackers in the world.

I followed them to their camp and hid
out. I watched for two days, for what
I didn’t know, but soon made up my
mind. The third morning most of the
Indians rode off on a foray, leaving some
old men in camp. When they left, I rode
in close to try to capture a squaw. A
bunch of young boys rode by playing
some sort of a game; and I watched.
When one rode out from the rest, I rode
him down, grabbed him by his filthy hair,
and threw him to the ground. I put a
knife at his throat, and said in Mexican
that I knew he understood, “Don’t make
a sound or I'll cut off your head.”

THIS BOY was about twelve years old

and frightened out of his wits. I
asked him if they held a white man in
their camp, and after I pricked him with
the knife he nodded his head. I told him
to do as I told him and he wouldn’t be
harmed, otherwise I’d cut off his arms
and legs and carry them away. Indians

believed that if they were mnot buried
in one piece or all together they would
not reach the great beyond, or whatever
they called it.

“You call one of your companions,” I
said. “Tell him that I am holding you
captive; for two old men unarmed to
bring white man then I will turn you
loose unharmed. Otherwise they will not
see you again.”

I had to try it; it might work. I waited
for some time, then I saw two old In-
dians bring the worst looking white man
that I had ever seen. Long hair, long
beard, ragged clothes, and starved half
to death. It was Ellis. I told them to turn
him loose; they complied and when I
had him mounted and I had mounted be-
hind, I turned the lad loose. They stood
and watched us ride away.

I took Ellis to a trader that I knew
to be honest, bought him clothing, cut his
hair and beard. After a bath in the river,
and delousing with salve I had bought,
he looked almost as he always had. But
much thinner.

We camped in a safe spot near the
trading post, close to a detachment of
soldiers. We built us a big fire and sat
and talked for hours. Finally Ellis said,
“John, I'm ready to go home. You do
whatever you wish but I have had enough
of this wasteland. We have been out
here almost six years and the only thing
we have to show for it is a bad reputa-
tion. Back home we can live this down.”

I didn’t have to think it over so I said,
“Ellis, we have been through thick and
thin together. I can’t imagine living out
here without you, so I am ready.”

It was decided right there that we
should return home. The next day we
rode to Santa Fe, drew what little money
we had with the express office, and sold
everything we possessed except our
weapons.

The night before we were to leave, I
got into a poker game and won §$3,000.
I split this with Ellis, as part of what
I owed him. Actually this was the first
time either one of us had won any
amount since coming west.

We bought tickets for Raton. While
waiting for the stage we were joined
by a lady and her six-year-old daughter.
She expressed an insane fear of being
captured by the Indians. We assured her
that she was in no danger, we were both
armed as were the guards, and her fear
was unfounded.

We left Santa Fe, settling back in our
seats for a long, tiresome trip. We had
been over this trail on horseback and
knew what it was.

A good set of stage horses could usu-
ally outrun a band of Indians, but the
danger lay in how intelligent they were.
They would usually ride in behind the
stage and try to outrun and out-shoot
the people on the stage, but I know of
cases where they would pile rocks in the
road so the stage would have to stop.
Even so, the drivers could generally run
them off, especially if they were armed
with Winchesters as most of them were
at that time. The Indians were usually
poorly armed and poorly mounted. If an
Indian got hold of a good horse he’d ruin
him in a week from the lack of proper
care,
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E MADE IT fine until dusk. The

driver then made a serious mistake,
but he was in charge and nothing we
could say would change him. He stopped
at a creek to let the horses water and
blow. We got down from the stage to
stretch our legs. The lady had taken the
child behind some bushes. It was the only
available facility at this spot.

We were definitely not on the alert.
Ellis and me were sitting on the ground,
the drivers were looking to the horses,
then all at once as from out of nowhere
we were surrounded by yelling, scream-
ing Apaches. Had we been in the open
and seen these Indians coming, we would
have had a chance of fighting them off;
but as it was, we had no chance to defend
ourselves.

They knocked Ellis and me to the
ground, stripping us of everything we
possessed except the clothing we had on.
They dragged the two drivers off some
distance and murdered them. They
searched the coach, then a scream went
up from them all; they had found the
gold dust that we didn’t know was on
the coach. These Indians knew that they
could buy anything with this yellow stuff.

They cut loose the stage horses and
ordered us to mount. I took the woman
up with me and Ellis took the little girl.
The woman couldn’t have ridden alone.
She was hysterical.

The young chief was a fine specimen
of humanity, about six feet tall and
would weigh about one hundred and
eighty pounds. I could see he was not a
full-blooded Apache. The others were
about five feet six or eight and one
hundred and fifty or sixty pounds.

He rode back and asked me if I spoke
Mexican. I told him I did. He said, “Tell
the lady to quit screaming, that no harm
is to come to her. She is to be held for
ransom.” I told her and this helped
some, but she was frightened out of her
wits.

On the way, the Indians stopped at a
trading post and bought whiskey. That
night we camped along a stream. The
Indians killed a deer and gave us a
large piece which I roasted over a fire.
But the woman and child would eat
nothing. The young Indians celebrated;
they danced and yelled most of the
night.

The trading post we passed was
operated by an unscrupulous American
who would do anything for money.
While there the lady begged him to help
her. He just laughed and said, “You
don’t need any help, lady, you got all the
help you need.” This was a big joke to
him. I made myself a promise to come
back and kill him if I ever escaped from
these devils. :

During the celebration some of the
Indians suggested that they bring the
lady and make her dance. The young
chief jumped up, grabbed this Indian by
the hair, pulled his head back and said,

“No harm is to come to her by orders

of my father. If one man touches her
or the child I’ll gladly cut off his head.”
Nothing else was said about her.

The next day about noon we rode into
the main camp. It was small—probably
seventy-five people altogether. I was im-
mediately taken to the chief. As near as

September-October, 1967

we could translate, his name was “Great
Bull.”

He looked at me and grinned from
ear to ear. Then turning to his son,
“Young Bull,” he said, “I know this man,
he made me a good trade in Mexico for
cows.” I had been in Mexico but hadn’t
sold any cows, but I didn’t let on; he
seemed pleased.

Young Bull brought out paper and
pencil. (I have been told that the pencil
didn’t exist at that time, but it did, al-
though it was the first one I had seen.)
I wrote as he suggested to the command-
ing officer of the soldiers. I wrote that
the Apaches held the woman and child
unharmed and wanted many cows and
horses. Then I gave our location as near
as I could. The old chief anticipated this,
so he moved the camp.

While there I asked permission to
milk one of his cows for the child, and
said that white people could not eat
food as cooked by the Indians. He
laughed at this and said the white man
was weak.

Much to my amazement he brought
out a shotgun. He said it was an old
lady’s gun for rabbits. He brought
twelve shells. He gave it to me and said
it was to shoot rabbits with and not
Indians. I gave my word that I would
not shoot an Indian.

I went hunting and killed a badger. I
had never eaten one but as hungry as we
were, we were going to give it a try.
Ellis roasted the badger and I milked a
couple of cows for the child. We ate like
hogs, Ellis and me, but the lady ate
sparingly.

I WILL try to describe this camp. It

was filthy. Bones of cooked animals
everywhere; actually the ground was
covered. The Indians were filthy. Their
hair was long and matted with dirt and
lice. Their clothing hung in shreds. They
never took a bath. The only time they
got wet was when it rained. Their homes
consisted of poles covered with skins,
and kept out nothing. When they cooked
meat, which is about all they ate, they’d
kill a beef and let it lie on the ground
until it was half rotten, then they’d
roast it partly done and eat it.

They gave us two miner’s tents to live
in. We moved to the edge of the camp
by a stream. This got us away from the
smell.

Three days later soldiers showed up
with cattle and horses. The old chief was
very disappointed and at first refused
to let the woman and child go. Only a
whispered conference with Young Bull
persuaded him to let them leave. He told
the soldiers to bring more for Ellis and
me.

Two weeks later a man, woman and
two children were brought in and turned
over to us. The man went wild; he cursed
the Indians and yelled like a maniac. He
finally had to be subdued, tied hand and
foot.

The chief sent for me and had me
write another ransom note. But this
time, instead of cows and horses as
expected by Great Bull, soldiers struck
the camp at daylight, killing several In-
dians. They rescued the woman and
children but the man was Kkilled.

The chief sent for me and accused me
of writing the wrong request. I assured
him that I had written it just as he
told me. Nevertheless, he took our shot-
gun and restricted us to the camp proper.
If it hadn’t been for Young Bull, the old
chief would have had us murdered.

Sometime later, four soldiers were
brought in and tied to posts. Ellis and
me tried in vain to talk to them, but
they just spit at us and called us every-
thing they could think of including
“renegades.” We knew by this that the
Army would never ransom us.

I wrote the ransom note for the
soldiers. And in a few days they were
redeemed with cows and horses. But
Ellis and I remained.

Sometime later a celebration was
called by Great Bull prior to going on a
raid. The Indians got drunk, danced,
yelled and screamed most of the night.
The young bucks, to prove their skill,
played all kinds of games, including
throwing knives at each other. They were
supposed to cateh the knife; some did,
but others were badly cut.

Then the supreme test was put into
effect. A live rattlesnake was brought

(Continued on page 56)

Fairplay. Colorado, in 1870s, where Blane and Williams worked mining claims
Courtesy Denver Public Library Western Collection
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By MAURICE RILDARE

To have never found his uncle’s
fortune at all would have been
tolerable—but to find it and
lose it to a madman—that was

too much!

'MONTANA'S

TWICE LOST GOLD

ACK YOUNG’S shovel encountered

an obstruction in the hole he dug in

the old cabin dirt floor. Leaning over,

he scooped out loose earth with his

hands, exposing a buckskin sack. Scarce-

ly breathing, his blood pounding, he

- opened it. The contents were a mass of

gold nuggets from pea size to as large
as a man’s thumb.

For a stunned moment Jack couldn’t
credit what he saw, then he yelled loud-
ly. His mother, running in from the
camp outside, drew to a halt, staring in
turn. Jack removed three more buckskin
sacks. All were filled with coarse gold.
Four was the exact number a letter de-
seribing the cache had claimed would be
there.

The Youngs were numbed. At last they
had found the treasure they had been
searching for! With the realization of
their astonishing luck that August day
in 1888, they belatedly thought of pre-
cautions. The gold must be taken safely
out of the country if they were to en-
joy the benefits of new-found wealth.

The buckskin sacks were not too well
preserved although no moisture had
reached them through the old cabin floor.
But Jack had hopefully brought along
heavy, seamless cotton bags just in case
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they were needed. The gold was emptied
into them, and the empty buckskins
buried in the bottom of the hole. Refill-
ing it, Jack smoothed loose dirt over the
spot.

The gold was dragged outside to the
camp and mixed in with a pile of
bedding and other gear. Appearing there
as part of their provender, any chance
visitors were not likely to suspect the
contents.

SINCE leaving the last Sun River

town, the Youngs had encountered
no one directly; but now they became
wary, something they failed to consider
en route to the upper watershed. This
carelessness was destined to bring them
to sudden grief.

It was mid-morning, yet neither Jack
nor his mother felt like packing up and
moving on. The excitement had tired
them out somewhat, and they sat rest-
ing at the cooling campfire, unable to
find words to discuss the spectacular
find.

Other than the man who actually hid
the gold, the Youngs played the vital
part in one of Montana’s most important
storied and legendary treasures. They
were the only people to view it intact

Courtesy Dewey Hocker

Jack Young as he eppeared on his first trip to Montana

after the original cache was made. Per-
haps Jack recapitulated in his mind the
unusual series of events leading to that
moment.

It began when W. B. Young, nick-
named Jack, rode the new railroad into
Great Falls in the early spring of 1888.
Having nothing particularly in mind, he
loafed in the new city for awhile. On
saloon row of lower Central Avenue he
became well acquainted with Dewey
Hocker who had something to do with
the Mint Bar of Charley Russell fame.
Russell, who also came there often, was
Hocker’s friend.

Not only these two, but several other
habitués regaled the Minnesota youth
with tales of Montana. From them he
heard colorful accounts of Indian battles,
cattle land, outlaws, vigilantes and of
lost mines and buried treasure. A
specia] one he listened to, but which did
not particularly impress him, concerned
outlaw Sheriff Henry Plummer’s state-
ment before vigilantes hanged him at
Bannack, January 10, 1864, that he had
buried $300,000 in a Sun River Valley
cabin within sight of Haystack Butte.

After a time Jack grew bored with
town life. With Hocker’s advice and help
he purchased a good saddle pony and the
barest necessary equipment to carry
along. Hocker and Russell suggested that
he travel west into coulee cattle country
through Sun River Valley toward the
Rocky Mountains. By doing so he could
view the most beautiful scenery in Mon-
tana.

He started up Sun River from its junc-
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tion with the Missouri, wandering lei-
surely with no definite destination in
mind. If failing to reach a ranch before
sundown, where he would be taken in
by hospitable folks, he camped any-
where and cooked food enough for a
meal.

In this fashion he passed up the wide
and fertile valley beyond Fort Shaw to
Gilman and Augusta. Loafing there a
couple of days he rode on.

The cattle country and abundant wild
life fascinated him. At cattle camps and
headquarters ranches he met big stock
owners such as Robert S. Ford and Con-
rad Kohrs. They had run cattle in the
rich grasslands since the early 1870s.
He also visited other stockmen in the
country: Thomas W. Howard, “China”
Clark and Dan Floweree.

Everywhere he went Jack was made
welcome, developing in him an intense
liking for the country and its few
people. The old log cabins, some very
crude with buffalo hides stretched over
poles for a roof, often drew his atten-
tion. They were forerunners of settle-
ment, built by hardy men who even then
were gone and forgotten.

IT WAS about these cabins, on his re-

turn to Great Falls, that he wrote his
mother glowing accounts. To his sur-
prise he received a telegram from her
telling him to wait right there in the
city until she arrived.

She reached him in a state of excite-
ment, bringing an old letter received
from an older brother never heard of
after 1864. In it he described a Sun
River cabin in which four sacks of gold
were buried. On the back of the last
sheet of the letter he sketched a map
of the location. He did not reveal
whether he or someone else had cached it
there.

The letter did not bear the postmark
of a city or town. It had simply been
addressed to Jack’s mother and sent on
its way. Doubtlessly, it had been weeks
into months reaching her through slow
and roundabout means. She had no idea
where he was when the communica-
tion was dispatched. The brother had
wandered over several territories of the
northwest. Indeed, at the time she had
received the letter, she had no idea
where the Sun River was that he men-
tioned. His account of buried treasure
had not excited her at all. It was a
dreamy thing and she had everyday
problems attendant to raising a family.

Then came Jack’s letter describing his
river ride and mentioning the old, long
abandoned cabins along the stream. It
caused Mrs. Young to hope there really
existed a treasure such as her vanished
brother had described and that they
could find it without too much trouble.

After reading the letter several times,
Jack assured her that he could find
similar cabins. Of course most of those
he had seen had been used for shelter
by early prospectors, trappers, and later
cowmen for line camps. They were in
profusion and few had been built prior
to 1864. As a matter of fact, several re-
sembled the one mentioned in a general
way.

Having disposed of his horse and
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saddle, Jack purchased mounts and
equipment for himself and his mother.
A strong cayuse was added to pack their
bedding and supplies, and they set out
on the trip.

Although they made no mention of
their destination, a mother and her twen-
ty-year-old son venturing into far coun-
try as they did aroused considerable
speculation. Few women took long
horseback trips for pleasure in those
days. Behind their backs much curiosi-
ty was raised as to their real purpose.

After starting upstream, passing
towns and ranches along the river course,
people attained so much sinister interest
that the Youngs were watched. In keep-
ing with the frontier code, however, they
were not asked any outright questions.
In Sun River and Fort Shaw some were
overly prying, and as their trip pro-
gressed, they occasionally discovered
someone spying on them from the hills
or valley rims. Only amused by this and
discounting the risk of personal danger
involved, they arrived in Augusta. In
that small cowtown they rested several
days, meeting a number of prominent
people.

Inquiring about the country, they pre-
tended to be vacationing in the wide
open spaces and clear fresh air for Mrs.
Young’s health. This was the only pre-
caution of any kind taken against their
secret being deduced.

Up to this point not one of the many
cabins inspected was the one described
in the letter. After resuming their trip,
other similar ones proved not to be it
either. From Augusta they frequently
rode through grass saddle-skirt high.
While the terrain appeared level, it was
pitted with many coulees, cut by run-
ning creeks and canyons. It was still un-
fenced range country; the influx of hoe
men had barely started.

Sun River steadily dwindled in size.
Nothing but one failure after another
dogged them. When they arrived on the
river’s upper reaches at about the center
of what is now Gibson Reservoir, their
spirits were at a very low ebb. That
night they sat around the campfire
seriously discussing abandoning the
project.

Courtesy Bing Weliman
Augusta, Montana, the cowtown from where the Youngs rode to discover treasure

THE FOLLOWING morning while

breaking camp, Jack studied the
snow-capped, majestic peaks of the
Rockies in the Lewis and Clark Range.
Since they were under them and near
the end of their hunt anyway, he sug-
gested they continue a few miles more.
By this time any real hope of finding
the cached gold had vanished.

The Youngs rode on. That afternoon
near sundown they came upon the cabin.
Occupying a hollow off the narrow river
it had a flat pole roof covered with buf-
falo hides and a thick mat of dirt over
them. A one-room affair, there was one
door opening and two small squares for
windows. Chinking no longer filled the
spaces between the rough logs. The
corner joints were pig-pen type, merely
notched and put together in the walls.
A hastily constructed cabin, the stone
chimney had dissolved into a mass of
rubble as the mud mortar melted away.

After pitching camp, Jack and his
mother reread the letter and studied the
map for the hundredth time. Two
prominent peaks were marked to the
west but nowhere had distance been in-
dicated. As Jack would learn later, the
nearest was Sun Butte and the higher
peak farther south, Cut Rock Mountain.
A dozen or more lesser heights blocked
the far skyline between them. :

After collecting wood and building a
fire, Jack left his mother preparing sup-
per and entered the old cabin with a
shovel. Slowly he began digging a hole
in the northwest corner of the hard-
packed dirt floor according to the in-
structions. After the upper layer was
shoveled off, the excavating went easier.
He was down about two feet and widen-
ing the hole when his mother summoned
him to supper.

After eating, they decided to roll into
blankets for a night’s rest before explor-
ing the cabin floor further. After all, it
would likely turn out as so many others
had before. That night neither had any
idea they were actually at the right
cabin. Forlornly they considered the long
ride back to where they could get the
soft seats of a passenger coach home.

Following an early breakfast Jack re-
turned to shoveling, and within a few
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minutes he made the startling discovery.
In short order they had the gold in the
camp, pausing to consider their next
move.

Possession of the treasure posed
problems they had not before considered.
Recalling people’s intense curiosity and
that they had been spied on once in a
while, they decided their best course was
to pass southward into Prickly Pear Val-
ley. From Helena they could catch a
train back to Minnesota. Indeed, proba-
bly they would easily find a buyer for
the gold in Montana’s capital city.

By hefting the sacks, Jack roughly
estimated the gold to weigh 150 pounds.
With the price then at $17 a troy ounce,
he knew they had better than $40,000 in
the sacks.

His mother advised eating a noon meal
before riding out. and then traveling
well into the night. Jack was beset with
worries and suddenly conscious that no
firearm had been brought along.

An hour later he was startled and
most uneasy when two cowboys cut the
south rim, riding at a gallop towards
them. Both wore cartridge belts and
guns. Mrs. Young proved equal to the

situation and the problems the riders
posed.

Whispering words of caution to Jack,
she began cooking a meal and boiling
coffee. In this way she hoped to allay
any suspicion that they were traveling
fast. However, the genial cowboys were
disarmingly friendly. Out riding range,
they came to be neighborly and gladly
accepted her invitation to eat when the
meal was ready. In no hurry to leave
afterwards, they sat around drinking
black coffee and smoking hand-rolled
cigarets.

The Youngs made inquiries concerning
the mountains and nearby streams. (The
spectacular area in the distant future
would be set aside as the Bob Marshall
Wilderness.) The cowboys were happy
to tell them all they knew; how hunting
and fishing were exceptionally good in
the mountains. Neither seemed aware
that mother and son had no rifles or
fishing gear along.

“But you gotta be careful and watch
where you’re going,” one of them cau-
tioned neighborly. “Folks can get lost in
there plumb easy. Nobody’s gonna know
and come looking for you if you should.
In case it happens, don’t get scared. Re-
member to follow any running stream of
water, for it will lead you out of the
mountains.” Soon after that, much to
the Youngs’ relief, the cowboys thanked
them for their hospitality and departed.

Now realizing their helplessness more
fully, they concluded to remain there for
the night, hiding the gold. Their future
moves must be planned carefully. 3

Before daylight, the gold in panniers
concealed by blankets, they set off south-
ward. Crossing a number of rugged
creeks and negotiating very narrow and
deep canyons, two days later they neared
the Great Falls-Helena stage and freight
road. Moving on parallel to the course,
they always drifted into cover on sight-
ing riders, freight wagons or stages.

Not wanting people near them even
in passing, they concluded not to use the
regular Dearborn River crossing. This

Weston Howard, above, helped Jack Young disprove a rumor of the gold’s having been
found. Below, upper Sun River in the area where the Youngs found the hidden cache.

Courtesy Author
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decision turned out to be a very bad
mistake.

PPROACHING the river a few miles

upstream from the cluster of build-
ings at the crossing, they paused a few
minutes to study the situation. As far
as could be determined no difficulty
would be encountered crossing over.

Mrs. Young rode into the water first.
The pack horse followed a length behind.
Jack brought up the van, considerably
farther back. The center current was
deep enough to force swimming for about
twenty yards. Mrs. Young gained over
easily and her horse started climbing up
the gently sloped, gravel bank.

The pack horse was still swimming in
deep water when its forward progress
checked suddenly. At the same instant
the crack of a rifle echoed in the air
around the scene. Jack lifted his
head, staring about apprehensively. As
another shot cracked, it placed the rifle-
man. The second bullet smacked into the
pack horse—already dead and beginning
to roll over in the swift current.

Expecting more shooting with one of
themselves as the target, Jack saw that
his mother had gained the cover of the
two big trees. He pulled back into the
timber on his side. There was no third
shot. Reconnoitering the forest from
where the rifleman fired, he spotted the
man running away, but only for an in-
stant as the darkly dressed bareheaded
rifleman disappeared almost immediate-
ly.

As silence continued shrouding the
scene, Jack’s mother called worriedly for
him to remain where he was. The pack
horse had disappeared downstream.
Night was not far off. After waiting
about an hour, Jack ventured into the
open. He was not fired on and, believ-
ing the rifleman had left the riverside,
he paused only momentarily before ford-
ing over to his mother.

They could not understand why the
mystery man shot only at the pack horse
carrying the gold. Amid all their con-
fused theorizing, they felt that he surely
knew about the recovered treasure. They
could think of no other explanation for
the incident.

Wanting to recover the gold and the
few supplies carried on the dead horse,
Jack dismounted, venturing downstream
afoot. Searching downriver and around
a bend for half a mile, he saw nothing
of the horse or any of its burden lodged
against rocks or on sand spits. Jack re-
turned to his mother, and they drew off
into deep timber to spend a very bad
night. Afraid to kindle a fire to make
coffee, they ate left-over biscuits and
cold meat for, supper.

A NIGHT of reflection and rest gave

them faint hope that the body of the
horse had washed onto one bank or the
other, or lodged on some gravel bar
with the load intact.

Saddling up breakfastless that early
morning, they followed downstream on
the south side. More than a mile from
the fording place the pack horse was
found stuck between two big boulders in
the river. Nothing remained on it but
the halter and lead rope. The pack saddle
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and panniers had been torn loose and
all they once carried was gone. Wading
out, Jack reached the swelling carcass,
examining the rocks and river bed
in shallow water. Nothing whatever had
caught against the stones with the horse.
Bitterly disappointed, he returned to his
mother.

When their food ran out, they were
forced to drop down to Dearborn Cross-
ing. Forlornly they entered the hotel
and were able to get a meal almost at
once. A few men worked or loafed
around the place whom Jack scrutinized
covertly. The rifleman could have come
from the crossing. However, none of
those he saw in any way resembled the
man who deliberately killed the pack
horse and took off in flight.

When asking for lodging, the Youngs
gave a plausible story of having lost
most of their supplies in a crossing ac-
cident the previous day. It was accepted,
being not unusual for the inexperienced.

The genial owner and manager was
E. J. Thomas who had built there in
1879. In after years he was to remem-
ber the Youngs vividly ,and see Jack
many times. That day he assured them
gloomily, “The way the old Dearborn is
running now your provender has gone
down the muddy Missouri already!”

Despite his mother’s fears of a second
possible attack, Jack returned to search
the river on two successive days. Strip-
ping, he began on the site of the shoot-
ing, swimming downstream. Shallow
water was inspected by wading, and the
deep holes were explored. It was possible
that the heavy cotton sacks remained
intact. Wherever loosened they should
have dropped quickly to the bottom. Yet
nowhere did Jack’s searching hands
come in contact with them.

Thinking he might have missed them
on the first search, he repeated the per-
formance. This time, while standing in
knee-deep clear water off a gravelly bar,
he glanced down to discover several
large nuggets. Gathering up ten, he was
convinced they came from the sacks.
Their discovery gave him a feeling of
complete hopelessness. The sacks had
broken open, probably from contact with
sharp rocks in the river. Their contents
could be scattered for such a long dis-
tance that total recovery would be impos-
sible.

Completing his second day’s search,
he rode along the bank toward the cross-
ing. About two miles above, he found
a torn sack clinging to driftwood. A
little below it a piece of tarpaulin was
discovered. It had been washed onto a
sand bar.

Mrs. Young was convinced that noth-
ing more could be done to recover the
gold. Twice lost, it would surely remain
so. Bitter with disappointment, they sold
their horses and saddles, took a stage to
Helena, and there caught a train for
home.

In Minnesota that winter Jack kept
trying to figure out the puzzling inci-
dent. At times it seemed like a bad

dream. There wasn’t any sensible ex-

planation why a man should stalk them,
suddenly kill the pack horse and flee. If
bent on robbing them of the gold, why
had he not simply held them up at gun
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Henry Plummer claimed to have buried $300,000 in loot within
sight of Haystack Butte above.

point without risking the treasure’s be-
ing lost in the river?

The circumstance bothered Jack so
much that he returned to Great Falls
the next spring. He had with him the
old letter and a half dozen nuggets. They
were shown to Hocker and the full story
told. When Jack finished, Hocker made
a positive statement. “The man had no
idea you carried gold on the pack horse.
He saw you folks crossing the river
and deliberately shot the one animal
without a rider!”

“But why on earth would he do so?”
Jack puzzled aloud.

“Who knows?” Hocker shrugged his
shoulders helplessly. “It was a wanton
act pulled by a wanton character. May-
be he was one of those wild old coots
who’s been in the Rockies too long.
Crazy.”

HEN the warm weather arrived,

Hocker and Jack went to Dearborn
Crossing. Thomas, the father-in-law of
Howard at Augusta, was taken into their
confidence. Hocker knew him well. The
old man was just as puzzled as Young
was.

In his opinion no one from the cross-
ing did the shooting. He gave the pos-
sible, yet not likely, reason that Hocker
did. He added, “Might even have been
one of them ’breeds hanging around the
foothills hiding out from the law. Several
of them are wanted for assorted crimes.
But them fellers wouldn’t want to be
seen at all. When a squaw or an Indian
comes in for an unusual amount of sup-
plies, I know they’re in there again.
Them that was, when your horse was
killed, were at least twenty-five miles
away, however.”

From Thomas they obtained horses
and rode to the scene of the disaster.
Very systematically they searched both
sides of the river over a period of days.
The pack horse’s carcass was now gone
but Jack remembered the rocks well.
There wasn’t any use searching below
them. The water was still so high their
efforts were confined to the banks until
it receded from flood level.

Then they searched the shallow water,
and probed the deep holes for hours at

a time. Borrowing gold pans from
Thomas, they tested every hundred feet
of bottom downstream. In this way they
found five big nuggets, widely scattered.

“Them sacks broke open,” Hocker
opined. “The' gold spilled out, scattered
all over the bottom. But maybe we can
find some more.”

The entire summer was wasted in the
river but not another nugget came to
light. When they abandoned the river
search Hocker suggested that perhaps
the Youngs did not get all the gold
cached in the cabin floor.

“After all, maybe this was part of
Plummer’s loot,” he ventured. “If so,
he swore before they strung him up that
he had $300,000 buried!”

Jack reminded him that the tale al-
leged it was cached within sight of
Haystack Butte. That purple voleanic
plug ending in a diamond point against
the sky wasn’t visible from the upper
Sun River cabin.

Going to the cabin, Hocker and Jack
dug out the entire floor. The dirt was
thrown back into the excavation, and
they dug all around the foundation of
spaced flat rocks. Again the same re-
sult—nothing. Returning the stock to
Thomas, they went back to Great Falls.

Jack gave Hocker two of the nuggets,
which he carried as pocket pieces to
show. The other three were kept by Jack
for at least twenty years longer. Settling
west of Great Falls, he later moved into
the Judith Basin, spending the balance
of his life in Montana.

In some way Hocker was connected
with the famous Mint Saloon. Some-
times he managed it or tended bar. He
talked to men from Sun River country
and Dearborn Crossing whom he knew
well, showing them the nuggets.

Almost all of them at first said the
gold must have been Plummer’s outlaw
gang loot. However, any golden treasure
heard of or found in Montana was usu-
ally ascribed to the road agents. Some
of the oldest old-timers jogged their
memories. They reported stage robberies
and hijacked prospectors laden with
gold that the Youngs’ find could have
represented.

(Continued on page 60)
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ORENA TRICKEY, who rode to fame
as an all-round champion cowgirl
of the twenties, later lived a life of ad-
venture in isolated back-country as a
prospector and miner. She seemed to
posess an uncanny instinct for ferreting
out valuable minerals where others had
failed.

Born on Valentine’s Day in 1893, at

. Palmer, Oregon, Lorena grew up with
horses and, as a child, ran wild mustangs
over the rugged Oregon country with the
Indians.

A wisp of a woman, five feet two,
weighing only 100 pounds, Lorena soared
to fame at Pendleton, Oregon, in 1919,
as the world’s champion bronc riding
cowgirl—a title she held until 1929. In
1920 and 1921, she won the all-round
cowgirl championship title at Cheyenne,
Wyoming. Because of injuries in 1922,
she rode but did not compete for the
third Hotel McAlphin trophy—having
won two in previous contests.

The following year she came back at
her best as champion relay rider at
Pendleton, Oregon. Later that same
season, to further test her riding skill
in bigger cities and against tougher com-
petition, she rode in Chicago and won
the all-round cowgirl world champion-
ship, and in 1925 rode away with the
Denver Post trophy.

She next became a noted trick rider—
Roman style racing, jumping and per-
forming dangerous stunts for the movies.
She doubled for Mary Pickford in
“Through the Back Door”; riding Roman
style she worked with Tom Mix in “The
Queen of Sheba.” When stunt riders on
a movie set turned down a twelve-foot
jump across a deep ravine, Lorena, not
on her own well-trained jumper but on
a strange horse, took the jump success-
fully. Besides these accomplishments,
she did vaudeville skits with her trick
horse, Black Baby, at Pantages theaters

Lorena, with a prize saddle, riding her
favorite mount, Rusty.
Courtesy Author
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W COWGIRL—
PROSPECTOR

Lorena Trickey was a 100-pound bundle of luck,
energy, wit and courage—as free as the horses she
rode; as rugged as the mountains she mined

By HARRIETT FARNSWORTH

during winter rodeo lulls.

WHEN Lorena met Magnus Peterson

—familiarly known as “Pete’”—a
rugged, humorous Norwegian from
Prineville, Oregon, they teamed up as
business partners in a racing stable and
Lorena’s interests switched to a new
field of endeavor.

The best of this business set-up was
that Lorena and Pete—a self-styled
“broken-down cowboy”’—trained their
own horses. She became an outstanding
jockey; Pete took part in small rodeos
and horse shows. He also acted as ad-
vance man and often did the radio an-
nouncing.

In 1928 Lorena and Pete were mar-
ried in Bend, Oregon. Lorena went on to

race at a number of places, including
Tia Juana and Vancouver, B. C., then
on to win the Hillsborough Trophy at
Tanforan, California.

Throughout her riding career, except
for minor injuries, luck followed Lorena
and the couple’s future looked bright.
Then, without warning, disaster struck.

As they surveyed the tragic train
mishap which had killed several of their
fine racing horses and crippled most of
those which were spared, Lorena turned
to Pete for the answer. What were they
to do now?

Said philosophic Pete, who always had
the answers. “We--11, Lorena, it’s obvious
we’re out of business—behind the 8-ball.
We'll make a reappraisal—just start
over.”

True West



It was now that Lorena Peterson, who
had grown up in a comfortable home,
had traveled extensively and lived in the
best hotels, did a complete about face.
She stepped into a world never antici-
pated and totally foreign.

Pete’s interests had begun to center
on prospecting in the Tonopah, Nevada,
district, and Lorena went along with it.

Under contract, Lorena made her last
professional ride at Klamath Falls,
Oregon, on Labor Day, 1929, and retired
undefeated as the world’s all-round
champion cowgirl. Then she and Pete
retired to their home in Tonopah, where
Lorena happily turned to prospecting.

PETE doubted if his diminutive wife
could take the life he had chosen. He
needn’t have doubted. Lorena, who had
had her share of rodeo injuries, was still
in excellent health and as nimble as a
mountain goat. She took to the back-
country with the avidity of a thirsty
burro searching for a waterhole. Not
only was she born with horses in her
blood, but also with the know-how to
“make do.” She loved the rugged life
and got along famously with old-timers.
When she and Pete ran across an old
desert prospector, one “Horse” Beckwith,
and he invited them to join him, they
agreed. But after months, then a year
or so of searching the countryside and
discovering little of value, it became ob-
vious that Pete and Lorena must im-
prove their financial situation—prospec-
tors have to have grubstakes to keep
going.

An opportunity presented itself at the
Longstreet Mine near Tonopah. The
couple grabbed it. Lorena; who knew
little about cooking, became chef and
dishwasher for twenty-five regular
miners, and sometimes forty or more
when drifters straggled in. Pete, too,
fitted in nicely. He was put in charge
of the commissary, waited tables, and be-
came a handy man about camp.

This arrangement worked out excel-
lently for a year but the Longstreet was
forced to close down, and Pete and
Lorena again went looking for work.
Luckily they found their next windfall
at the old Willow Creek Ranch which
was up for lease. Here they settled down
and went into the chicken and rabbit
business, saving every extra dime for
a grubstake.

The summer went along fine. Chick-
ens and rabbits multiplied, and Tonopah
offered good markets for them. When
winter set in, it was another story. Pete
and Lorena were snowbound. They
shoveled paths to the barn to feed their
saddle horses, paths to the chicken
house—for two long, cold months. That
was too much snow. Before the next
winter could catech them again, they
went house hunting, and hit it lucky.

At a much lower altitude, some thirty
miles north of Tonopah on Highway 6,
they discovered the old Five-Mile Sta-
tion, with a comfortable home and out-
buildings, vacant. They leased it and
continued in the chicken business.

Lorena, doing a stint at the A & B Mercury
Mine about 1961
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That summer, as the one before, went
along fine. Here, they felt sure there
would be no winter problems. And from
a small flock of buff Orpingtons, Lorena
could count 1,000 fine chickens to sell in
the fall.

When snow began falling, Lorena paid
little attention to it the first day—or the
next—or the next—then again they were
caught snowbound.

Their food was running low and to
make a bad situation worse, prospectors
and miners, caught in the same situation,
began drifting in from outlying districts.
When grub gave completely out, Lorena
had to serve chicken—chicken for break-
fast, dinner and supper—three times a
day for thirty long, cold days. By the
time Lorena’s uninvited guests could

make it back to their diggings, over
a hundred, of her fine, fat hens had
ended up in the cook pot.

Desert summers were rough; winters
were rough. A year at Five-Mile Station
was enough. Pete and Lorena decided
that “civilization would be mighty wel-
come,” and they moved back to Tonopah
—where it snowed, to be sure, but the
roads could be kept open.

LORENA, who by then had had a good

try at prospecting, decided she
should know more about it. When she
enrolled at the Tonopah School of Min-
ing and Engineering—an extension of
the Nevada School of Mines—Pete went
along with her. For two years Lorena
studied mineralogy, while Pete studied

Courtesy Pete Peterso
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geology. Thus armed with new mining
knowledge they set out to recoup their
fortune.

On their former jaunts through the
back-country, Lorena and Pete had dis-
covered several good claims a few miles
from Willow Creek—the best of them
the King Solomon which showed some
gold, silver and antimony. They worked
this claim tUntil World War II made
mining profitless, then returned to Tono-
pah. Here Pete drove a truck for a liv-
ing until he and Lorena decided to go
to her ranch in’ Oregon, where they
settled down to grow food to help out
in the war effort. But as soon as the
war was over, they headed back to Tono-
pah and took up mining where they had
left off.

They were working one of their former
discoveries, a good quicksilver claim on
the old M & M mining property (first
discovered by J. Y. Anderson, Lou Miller
and Clay Coveny in 1935), when Lorena
took a notion to do some prospecting
on her own and hit the jackpot! Mid-
way between camp and Tonopah she
discovered titanium in Salisbury Wash.

To add to their good fortune, not far
away they found a white clapboard
house which had once served as office
and boarding house for fourteen men
then working for the Jim Smith &
Company Mine. They got permission to
move the house down the hill near a
good spring, and had no more than got
settled in it when a truly wonderful
thing happened—J. Y. Anderson willed
it to them.

The former champion cowgirl, now a
mineralogist, had the edge on old-time
prospectors, some of whom considered
her the best in the country. With tech-
nical knowledge and the natural gift of
discovering minerals in unlikely places,
her years of wandering began paying off.
Before long, she and Pete had good
claims scattered all over the rugged Hat

Creek Range, and to save time they
set up four temporary camps and worked
back and forth between them.

LORENA, like the jackass prospectors

of the old school and the present-day
jeep and detector variety, found life in
the back-country tough but filled with
adventures. On tortuous mountain trails
and on the bleak and waterless desert,
one could chance upon old and strange
mysteries.

Just such a mystery cropped up one
day when. Pete and Lorena decided to
explore the big cave just below their
Silver Queen on Rawhide Mountain—
some four airline miles north of the old
Tybo mining camp. After their scramble
down to it, they discovered there was
something quite different. From what
they found, and later heard from an old-
timer in the Tybo district, this had been
very old mining country before his father
came in in 1864. Proof of this was the
stone arrastre at the cave entrance, and
potholes inside with slight traces of salt
still visible around them—in which ore
obviously had been melted down by a
primitive method.

Who, Pete and Lorena asked each
other, were the miners? Where had they
come from? When had they mined here?
Why had they abandoned their location?

Some of this mystery was solved when
Joe Clifford produced a well-preserved
bow which he had found in the mine in
1914, upon which was carved “JUAN
ORTEGO—1854.” This indicated that
either Spaniards or Mexicans had mined
here, and had, in lieu of guns which
would have attracted hostile Indians,
used bows and arrows. A stiletto—its
edge still razor sharp—also found by
Joe, puzzled them, however. Only the
Incas knew how to temper copper.

Why had this mine been abandoned?
It was the old-timer’s opinion that be-
cause of the time consumed in trans-

Pete Peterson, Lorena’s husband and partner at the Old Cowgirl Mine

Courtesy Author
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porting ore, and the crude methods
prevalent in those days, mining had
proved unprofitable on Rawhide Moun-
tain.

It was in this country that Lorena,
who knew horses from the tips of their
ears down to their hocks, was to get
acquainted with the clever but often
stubborn ‘“desert canary.” When she
and Pete discovered that only burros
could pack down their ore from the Silver
Queen, Lorena felt lucky when she ac-

- quired a wild burro, Bromide, and its

baby, Silver.

In time Bromide became a splendid
pack animal. Not so, Silver. Because of
the latter, Lorena was to learn some
first-hand lessons about the art of being
cantankerous. One morning the critters
were packed for the trail up to the
mine. Bromide was willing to go; Silver
promptly lay down and refused to budge.
Frustrated, Lorena turned to Pete for
help.

“We--11, Lorena,” he said, “you don’t
prod a burro. If you can’t coax him, you
let him alone to make up his own mind.
So we’ll just move on.”

They did, and some time later looked
back. Sure enough, Silver, rather than
be left alone, was making fast time to
catch up, and never again gave any
trouble.

IT WAS while mining in the Rawhide

area that Pete and Lorena ran across
another mystery. This happened one
day while they were running quick-
silver at the M & M Mine and gave out
of water. After loading up the truck
with barrels, they drove a few miles
down to Horsethief Spring—a spring-
fed waterhole—at the old abandoned
Log Cabin Mine site.

While Pete loaded the water barrels,
Lorena went prospecting in the vicinity
of the ancient log cabin—located in a
narrow but lovely depression between
the mountains surounding it, and facing
the waterhole where wild horses, then
numerous in the area, had beaten a
narrow path. Before Pete had finished
filling the barrels, Lorena hurried back
holding out a very fine piece of “float”
for his inspection.

Why was it lying in such an unlikely
place? Old mine scars and once well-
timbered shafts were proof enough that
miners had worked hard here, found
little of value and had left the claim
open to anybody who wanted to work
it. They finally concluded the float most
likely had been packed in—probably by
Martin Dean.

This might have been the last of the
float had not Lorena, with her peculiar
talent for finding gold where others had
not, returned to the site a few days
later. After prospecting around for a
while, her efforts paid off! She had
traced the float to its source, and
twenty-five feet back of the old cabin
she found the gold in place.

Again Pete and Lorena asked each
other why miners and hundreds of
travelers, once using this old road to
Tybo and the log cabin as an overnight
camping place, passed up this sort of
ore? They wondered even more when the

(Continued on page 50)
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By FRANK M. FREEMAN
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AS YOUNG Thomas Key Pugh board-
ed the stagecoach at El Paso, Texas,
bound for Chihuahua, Mexico, he spoke
to his friend, a Mr. McManus, in a voice
filled with fear and dread. “There is
something about this trip- that makes me
nervous. I have a presentiment that
something adverse will happen to me. All
my letters and telegrams have been left
in the bank, subject only to your order.”
A day or so later, people traveling to
El Paso from Chihuahua discovered a
coach about forty miles south of the
Texas city. Beside the wrecked stage was
a note which was carried to El Paso by
S. G. Slade. The message read:
Take Notice!

The finder of this is entitled to one
hundred dollars on delivering it to Mor-
man and Company at Chihuahua. I am a
prisoner among the Indians, do what you
can for me.

Thomas Key Pugh

Pugh’s uncle and brother in his native
city of Cincinnati, Ohio, anxiously await-
ed word of his fate. It was assumed by
his kin that he was a prisoner of the
savages, until General William T. Sher-
man advised them by telegraph:

“I have no power to order soldiers into
Mexico, but I will exert every effort in
Pugh’s behalf . . . I fear the worst. The
Apaches seldom take prisoners.”

THOMAS KEY PUGH was a promis-

ing young businessman, son of a
former United States Senator, George E.
Pugh, deceased at the time of his son’s
capture by Indians. The circumstances
which placed the young Ohioan upon that
ill fated, hard luck stage to Chihuahua
could have been invented by a weaver of
plots for western novels.

The year before, enterprising Thomas
Pugh had spent some time in California,
mostly in San Francisco. In conjunction
with General William F. Rosecrans, Pugh
had speculated in various business ven-
tures and had made quite a sum of money
for himself in the Golden State.

Pugh learned of a valuable 175,000-
acre tract in Mexico on which he could
get an option and, with any luck, could
sell at a great profit. A New York City
broker named Altman was engaged by
Pugh to purchase an option on the land.
Pugh was to meet Altman in Denver,
Colorado, and the two men planned to
travel to El Paso where they would con-
tact the man from whom the option was
to be secured.

When Pugh arrived in Denver, he
learned to his bewilderment and anger
that the land broker had left without him.
Fearing a doublecross, Pugh hurried to
El Paso where he encountered Altman
and Bennet, who owned the Mexican
property, walking along the street. It was
alleged at the time that Altman had of-
fered Bennet more money for the land
option than had Pugh, and evidently in-
tended cutting his client out of the trans-
action completely.
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Street scene in El Paso, Texas, about the time Thomas Key Pugh passed through on
his way to Chihuachua, Mexico

Victorio was dead, but the thin line of his followers
struck and withdrew along the Mexican border
like the dying tail of a twister

The meeting in El Paso led to angry
words between the three men, and the
final result of the argument might have
been gunplay and bloodshed if bystand-
ers had not broken up the affair and sent
the belligerents upon their separate ways.

Altman, interviewed by a reporter from
the Denver Republican on July 19, 1881,
flatly denied that there had been any
plan by himself and Bennet to fleece
Pugh in the land deal. It is significant,
however, that he and Bennet left by pri-
vate vehicle for Chihuahua immediately
following their dispute with Pugh.

Learning of their departure, the young
man hastily packed his belongings and
took passage on the stagecoach whose
destination was Mexico.

A BAND of Apaches, safe from Uncle

Sam’s cavalrymen while across the
Rio Grande and ever on the prod, sighted
Pugh’s stage rolling along the road to

- HARD-LUCK
STAGE fo

Chihuahua. They were probably led by
Nana. The Indians at once gave chase,
and the stage horses tried in vain to out-
distance the pursuing redskins.

As the horses went down from arrows
and rifle fire, the coach came to a stop
and fell over upon its side.

When S. C. Slade arrived at El Paso
with Thomas Pugh’s desperate note, Mex-
ican and American soldiers, in coopera-
tion with one another, formed a punitive
expedition which set out in search of
Pugh and his captors.

Mr. McManus, informed of the stage-
coach attack, stated ruefully, “Every-
thing that can be done will be put in mo-
tion in his favor, but I have my fears.
Those Apaches are terrible devils. Oh,
my God, how my heart aches for the
poor boy! I knew his father in Washing-
ton in 1859; the family I know well by
reputation. Pugh is a good, big-hearted

(Continued on page 45) 3
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The bones of William Quantrill rest with

the Kansas State Historical Society. The

notorious guerilla leader is shown above
in Confederate uniform.

TO FIND THEM you must negotiate a

flight of dark stairs. A door of
heavy screening is unlocked and you pass
into a narrow corridor flanked by rows
of metal shelving under murky fluores-
cent lights. You are in the archeological
laboratory of the Kansas State His-
_ torical Society in Topeka. The bones
have not been on display for many years.
Today only a handful of people know
of their existence.

They occupy a single compartment be-
tween displays of old war ribbons and
odds and ends of ancient leather equip-
ment. An archeologist, Francis Cala-
brese, handles the relics and with pro-
fessional detachment identifies each one:
“The two large bones are from the
shins . . . these two bones are from the
right forearm and upper arm . . . this
one is from the left forearm .. .”

A label catches your eye. It consists
of a small square of yellowed paper glued
to the two larger bones. It takes close
reading to decipher the spidery scribbling
in faded black ink: :

“W. C. Quantrill’s . . . bones frm. W.
W. Scott of Canal Dover, Ohio, Given
F.G. Adams, 1888.”

Thus a portion of the skeleton of the
guerilla leader who wrote his name in
blood at the sacking of Lawrence, Kan-
sas, in 1863 lies mouldering with age
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Neither the seller nor the buyer was overly
enthusiastic over
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among the other litter of history.

How these relics turned up in Topeka
almost half the length of the United
States from Quantrill’s native home in
Ohio, and almost 600 miles from the
Louisville, Kentucky, graveyard where
he lay buried for 22 years, is a strange
and macabre story.

ON THE rainy morning of May 10,

1865, William Quantrill and about
twenty of his followers—all that re-
mained of his once formidable rebel
force—sought refuge from the weather
on the farm of James Wakefield, near
Bloomfield, in Spencer County, Ken-
tucky.

Having left Missouri a step or two
ahead of the hangman’s noose, Quantrill
had tried to make a comeback in Ken-
tucky. But his operations consisted most-
ly of a series of petty raids and plunder-
ing. Kentucky didn’t want him any more
than Missouri did.

The Wakefield farm had frequently
been a place of refuge for the guerilla
when fleeing the Federals. But on this
morning Quantrill was fleeing a summer
rainstorm.

The raiders dismounted in Wake-
field’s barnyard. There under the eaves
of the barn and in the loft they engaged
in a playful corncob fight. Quantrill, a
slender man with wavy hair and droop-
ing eyelids which gave him a sinister,
brooding look, did not join in the sham
battle. Instead he curled up in a corner
of the loft and went to sleep.

Clark Hockensmith, one of the raiders,
was the first to sound the alarm. “Here
they come!” he shouted as he spotted
a force of Federals under the command
of Edwin Terrill approaching at a full
gallop through the rain.

Quantrill sprang awake and dashed
out of the barn to find his men in com-
plete rout. Most were already mounted
and fleeing pell-mell down a bridle path,
hotly pursued by Terrill’s force.

Quantrill leaped for his horse, but the
animal shied and bucked away, leaving
him afoot. Desperately Quantrill started
down the path in a run, slipping and
sliding in the mud and calling for help.

Once he tried to mount behind a com-
rade, but the horse was hit by a bullet
and broke away. Quantrill tried again;
this time he was almost up behind
Hockensmith when a bullet from the
Terrill line smashed into his spine. He

BARTERED
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pitched to the ground, paralyzed from
the neck down.

Terrill’s charge swept over the fallen
guerilla leader. A stray bullet snipped
off one of Quantrill’s fingers—his
trigger finger.

The fight was over as quickly as it
had begun. Most of the guerillas man-
aged to escape, leaving the wounded
Quantrill in the hands of the enemy.
That night the guerilla lay in agony in
the Wakefield house tended by his cap-
tors. A local doctor was sent for, and
Quantrill was told his wound was mortal.
Two days later he was placed in a farm
wagon and taken to Louisville, where he
was confined in a military hospital.

Throughout May and into early June,
Quantrill clung to life. In his final days
he embraced the Catholic faith. He gave
his minister—one Reverend Powers—
$800 in gold with instructions to use
part of it for a headstone. Then on June
6, 1865, at the age of twenty-eight, Wil-
liam Quantrill died.

The Rev. Powers ordered Quantrill in-
terred in St. John’s Cemetery at Louis-

Kansas State Historical Society archaeolo-
gist, Francis Calabrese, inspects two of
the larger bones

True West
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ville, but declined to carry out Quan-
trill’s death-bed wish. There was to be
no headstone. Instead, the clergyman
ordered that the site be obliterated,
ostensibly to foil grave robbers.

As a final touch he instructed the
cemetery sexton, Mr. Scally, and his wife,
Bridget, to dump their kitchen refuse
over the spot to erase any remaining
suggestion of a grave.

OVER THE YEARS the legend of

William Quantrill and his role in
the Border Wars grew. Tales of his
derring-do drifted back to his birth-
place, Canal Dover, Ohio.

One woman, living alone in elderly
widowhood, read the accounts and lis-
tened to the stories with more than pass-
ing interest. Caroline Cornelia Clarke
Quantrill had not seen her son since the
1850s when William joined a wagon-
train headed for the West.

Several letters had passed between
them while William was engaged as a
school teacher in Kansas, but all corre-
spondence ceased at the opening of the
Civil War.

Mrs. Quantrill was known among her
acquaintances as a woman of “solitary
turn, of a brooding disposition.” And
alone, Caroline brooded about her son.
She viewed with suspicion the stories
she heard about him—refused to believe
he was lying in a murderer’s grave.

At this point a strange man with a
twisted sense of ethics stepped into the
picture. His name was W.W. Scott.

Scott had known William Quantrill
from childhood; they had been school-
mates in Canal Dover. Following the
war, as editor and publisher of the Iron
Valley Reporter, a Canal Dover news-
paper, Scott began to gather material on
his boyhood friend, purportedly with the
intention of writing a book.

At first, Caroline Quantrill was ad-
verse to such a publication. She sus-
pected Scott of wanting to exploit her
son. But Scott had a way to get around
such opposition. He began to bestow
favors on the lonely and eccentric
widow, looking after her comfort and
supplying her with funds. Gradually she
became more favorably disposed toward
the hopeful biographer.

In the spring of 1884 Scott made a
trip to Louisville. His first stop was
St. John’s Cemetery. Under expert ques-
tioning, Scott learned from the sexton,
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Caroline
Quantrill,
mother of
the noted
raider

Scally, that Quantrill was indeed buried
there. Bridget was persuaded to show
him the site.

The woman took Scott to a point some
ten steps behind the cemetery lodge
where she and her husband lived. As the
Reverend Powers had intended two
decades before, not a trace of the grave
remained. Bridget explained to Scott that
they had followed the clergyman’s in-
structions, dumping kitchen slops on the
spot to erase all trace of the guerilla’s
resting place.

Assured that he had finally found
Quantrill’s grave, Scott journeyed back
to Ohio to advise Caroline Quantrill. The
old widow announced her determination
to go to Louisville and see the grave for
herself.

It was not until three years later, in
the fall of 1887, that they were able to
make the trip. Scott dutifully paid Mrs.
Quantrill’s train fare. On December 7T,
leaving Mrs. Quantrill at a Louisville
hotel, Scott again visited the cemetery.
Bridget Scally was now a widow, her
husband having died following Scott’s
visit. Scott explained that Caroline was
in a state of intense grief over her son,
and wanted his remains either appro-
priately interred in Canal Dover, or at
least adequately reburied in a zinc-lined
box.

Scott visited St. John’s twice that day.
On the second visit he was accompanied
by Caroline. The two women talked the
matter over. Bridget didn’t favor hav-
ing the grave disturbed, but Caroline
wouldn’t take no for an answer. Finally
Bridget relented. The grave could be

opened so that Mrs. Quantrill, as Scott
phrased it, “could see the state of af-
fairs.”

The next day—Thursday, December
8, 1887—Scott made his third visit to
the cemetery, alone. As he recorded it,
the day was “cloudy—drizzly—uncom-
fortable.” Perfect conditions for such a
grisly task.

Louis Wertz, Mrs. Scally’s grave-
digger, wanted no part of the job, and
was persuaded to change his mind only
when Scott offered him an extra dollar.
(Mrs. Secally’s fee was $2.50.)

By spading around carefully, Wertz
was able to find the outlines of the
grave. The coffin had long since dis-
appeared. A few more deft strokes of
the shovel and the bones of the long-
dead guerilla leader were: exposed to
view.

The remains lay in a natural position.
The hair, of a bleached yellow color, had
slipped from the skull. A piece of army
sock clung to the bones of one foot. Ex-
cept for a scattering of shirt buttons,
that was all there was of the burial
clothes.

Carefully, Scott and the gravedigger
removed the bones. A part of the spine
and ribs crumbled to dust at the touch.
Scott wrapped the skull in a newspaper
and laid it to one side. As he explained
to Bridget, he wanted to retain it brief-
ly to show Mrs. Quantrill for positive
identification. The rest of the skeleton
was placed in a box and reburied close
to the surface.

Scott took the skull to Caroline’s hotel

(Continued on page 48)
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The Clark Brothers
put great store
in two things:
one was laughter;

the other was

HE SCENE opens on a frosty Christ-

mas Eve morning in December, 1895
at McCauley’s Saloon, Rockdale, Texas.
This time and place is chosen, for it was
there and only there that you might
catch Tex, Joe, Jim, Ed and Will Clark
together—not exactly together, but in
the same crowd.

Today, and even then, writers and
public speakers refer to the “strong,
silent men of the great open spaces’”;
these Clark brothers were of that tradi-
tion, silence was their code. Take the
silence between Joe and his father-in-
law; it lasted for forty-five years until
Jim Rolston’s death. This also explains
the brothers’ distant attitude toward
each other. Stubbornness was not in-
volved; it was their code.

One description fits all the brothers.
Tex, the oldest, stood 6 feet 4 inches
down to Will, the youngest, who was
6 feet, 2 inches. Gangling, stoop-
shouldered, all had reddish, leathery
faces, untrimmed mustaches of the
handlebar type, wide-brimmed Stetson
hats and clean baggy suits of jeans,
hanging on them with clothesline effect.

They had driven their families into
town in wagons drawn by mules. The
hard-worked oxen were left at home to
rest. The wives and children were left
at Scarbrough & Hicks. Each wife had
a long list of dry goods, groceries and
other supplies and were buying enough
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Jim and Joe Clark, in 1941, both in their eighties

from FIVE CORD:

to last the coming twelve months. These
wives grew very accurate on buying that
far in advance. Will’s wife, Lula,
boasted that she had only a tablespoon-
ful of baking powder left over; Evie,
Joe’s wife, said that she had run so
close on soda that she hadn’t had any
in the bread for two weeks. Mollie, Tex’s
wife, remarked that she was ashamed
of how she messed up her calculations.

“It worried me to death,” she said.
“T’d bought everything for one baby but
twins showed up. Tex didn’t get mad.
He just put his gallon jug in the wagon
when he left on the extra trip to town.”

On this particular Christmas Eve
morning my father, Joe Clark, took me
along to MecCauley’s Saloon. Mother
couldn’t manage me and the buying, too;
I was seven. We entered the saloon half
frozen. Jim and Ed, who were not mar-
ried then, were already there, seated
near a huge red-hot stove. Joe rushed
up to the bar, greeted McCauley, then
turned and with a sweep of his hand
ordered all up for drinks. Jim and Ed
finally ambled over to the bar at dif-
ferent places in the line. While Me-
Cauley was ladling out hot Tom and
Jerries from a five-gallon crock, Tex
and Will entered and found a place in
line. We have all five now with their
feet on the rail.

These few hours spent at McCauley’s
Saloon once a year was the extent of
their vacation away from hard work.
They never drank in excess and who

The author at age 68, in 1956
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would wish to deny them this small
recreation? As they finished their
drinks they would amble back to their
chairs, and none of them had paid much
attention to the -other. They spent the
time in being spoken to by new arrivals
at the saloon; one or the other would
leave for a while then return.

Then when things began to lag, Tex
would start to tell a yarn. This woke
the folks up like an electric shock. They
would gang in close to Tex, some of
them shaking hands. Tex would finish
with a great roar of laughter from all,
even McCauley. The story was of race
horses and women (flavor—smutty).

Then for hours it was tale after tale;
silence was turned to laughter, every-
thing ended with a joke.

At a time when the five brothers were
about the only customers in the saloon,
Jim said, “Let’s slide over to the bar,
boys. I believe we can stick old Mac for
the drinks.” (I think I saw him give Tex
a sly wink.)

McCauley was wiping the polished
bar in front of Jim. Jim said, “Mac, you
old horse thief, we want you in on this
game; and the point is, if any of us ask
a question and someone can answer it,
the man asking the question has to buy
drinks for all. If nobody can answer the

A DAY

question everyone has to buy the ques-
tioner a drink, provided he can answer
his own question.”

Tex spoke up and asked, “How is it
that a prairie dog can dig a hole fifty
feet and leave no dirt on the outside?”

They all gave up, so it was up to Tex
to answer his own question or buy the
drinks. “The prairie dog don’t leave any
dirt on the outside,” Tex said, ‘“because
he starts at the bottom and digs up.”

McCauley snorted. “How does the
prairie dog get down there to start
digging?”’

“Ah!” said Tex, “that’s your question.
Now you answer it.”

MecCauley cheerfully set out the
drinks, including my fourth bottle of
lemon soda. Shortly after this round of
drinks, word was sent down by children
that the coming year’s supplies had been
bought, paid for, and were ready to be
loaded in the wagons. This information
cast a gloom over Tex, Joe and Will.

Tex left, but not alone. He had the
big brown gallon-jug in hand. Joe had
his half-gallon jug. And Will left with a
half-pint bottle hid in each pocket. He
said his wife Lula didn’t like the smell
of it but had no objections to a little ol’
half-pint. This brought to an end the
day at McCauley’s Saloon.

FOR OVER forty years I made an ef-

fort at various times to learn some-
thing of the family history of the Clark
brothers, something about their and my
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ancestors. For example, I asked Joe, my
father, what his mother’s maiden name
was. He said it was Vaughn. A year or
so later I asked him the same question
again. He then told me her maiden name
was Scott. I later asked Ed and he said
his mother’s maiden name was Smith;
a little later, Jim told me it was Moore.
Will said his mother’s name before her
marriage was Jones. I then braced my
courage and asked Tex, thinking per-
haps I would get somewhere. He said
her maiden name was Sparks.

I then asked him if Grandpa Clark,
his father, was married five times?
“Hell no,” he said, and wanted to know
why I asked such a question. I told him
that Joe, Jim, Ed and Will and him-
self had all given me different names.

“Well,” he said, “that ought to learn
you a lesson—Ilearn you not to be asking
questions.” He continued, saying that once
out on the Pecos River, at Horsehead
Crossing, he saw a man in a cow-camp
get shot dead just because he asked too
many questions. (Joe had told me no
less than fifty times about this man be-
ing shot dead at Horsehead Crossing on
the Pecos for asking too many ques-
tions.)

I got to be more or less skeptical of
my ancestors; however it was hard to
picture the forefathers of the Clark
brothers as not being honest and up-
right in all respects, otherwise Tex, Joe,
Jim, Ed and Will could not have shown
their high purpose in life—couldn’t each
of them cut five cords of wood in one
day? What better record would you
want? Five cords was three days’ work
for the average sort of man.

The hardest day’s work I have done to
date was when I started out one time
to cut five cords of wood. I was seven-
teen years old and strong as a bull. I
took off less than ten minutes for lunch,
which we had brought with us.

Joe had stacked his five cords of wood
shortly before sundown. He walked over
where I was chopping and said, laugh-

ing, “Too many chips.” He helped me
rick (stack) my wood, and it measured
up a fourth shy of being one full cord.

While stacking up, he said, “You've
cut out enough chips here to make you
full ten cords of wood. I didn’t know if
you was fighting fire over here or cut-
ting wood. Too many chips! Too many
chips! You got to look where you hit and
hit where you look. Make every lick
with the ax count; that’s why a cross-
eyed man ain’t much at chopping wood.”

I replied, “Yes, and if there is a next
time, I won’t start in on a blackjack
tree, either.”

“Well,” Joe advised, “if you cut wood
every day like you have today, for five
or six years, you might learn to cut a
couple of cords a day.” That’s what he
thought of my ability. And it can be
added that this standard of perfection
extended to all types of woodworking,
ship-building, cabinet and casket mak-
ing, designings, ete. So it would seem
absurd to become skeptical of these up-
right, hard-working men.

HE WORD of each was his bond.

None of them was a thief except Joe
—he stole his wife. He swiped Evie from
her father, Jim Rolston, who was also
the strong, silent type. The fact, as al-
ready stated, that these two men did
not speak to each other again in life
over a period of forty-five years was
proof of their strength in that rugged
tradition. After some research, inquiry
and investigation, I wish to disclose the
outstanding fact that James B. Rolston,
the father-in-law, and Joseph S. Clark,
the son-in-law, hold the world’s record
for father-in-law-son-in-law non-speak-
ing. They are over twenty years ahead,
and I doubt if their record will ever
be equaled.

These two men worked so hard at not
speaking, I have seen them on the street
of Thorndale, standing and talking to
the same stranger for four hours, mere-

(Continued on page 44)

Joe Clark and his boys with a load of cotton bales near Orange Grove, Texas in 1905
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7_ - By WILLIAM B. SECREST

Photos Courtesy Arizona Pioneers Historical Society

Holbrook,. Arizona, . ..0% i 4800, and he grinned at Sheriff Wattron be-

fore he downed his whiskey.
. % . 471%‘. . “Yeah, Sheriff,” piped up another cus-
it Fnboc s e s gl amr v

You are hereby cordially invited to attend the thing special in the way of invitations.”
The sheriff got up from his chair and
langing of one adjusted the hat on his head. “I'm not
: looking forward to getting up this invi-
@eorge 5]"{[6‘)' m“rberer. tation any more than I'm looking for-

ward to the execution.”

Fis soul will be swung into eternity on December 8, “Hey, I got it,” shouted another bar-
: % fly. “Why not print the invites on big
1899, at 2 o'clock p. m., sharp. ; poster sheets and post them all over the
¥ ; Territory? You could have them say
The latest improved methods in the art of scicntific somethin’ like, ‘If you’re planning to be
] ! . i in Holbrook, why not hang around for
strangulation will be employed and everything possible the hanging? ”

3 : The saloon patrons burst into loud
will be done to make the surroundings cheerful and the guffaws, and the sheriff, grinning good-
; . naturedly, walked from the room and out
execution a suceess. F. J. WATTRON, into the night.

Sheriff of Navajo County. Sheriff F. J. Wattron thought about
the impending execution more than he
let his friends suspect. He was of French
extraction, an educated man of scholarly
propensities, whose nature was much

Sheriff Wattron’s first invitation

NOBODY LAUGHED
WHEN SMILEY DIED

—~by order of the sheriff, the governor, the President
and various foreign newspaper editors!

Author’s Note: The Old West died
hard and its passing was manifest in
many ways. It wasn’t a quick death but
a lingering demise occasioned by prohi-
bition laws, territories becoming states,
and plows digging up the land. It was
Butch Cassidy’s outlaws being driven to
refuge in South America and it was the
passing of laws closing the all-night
saloons.

One of the characteristics of our fron-
tier days was the sometimes primitive,
sometimes humorous way law was ad-
ministered. It was the day of the vigi-
lantes and Judge Roy Bean; a time when
court was often held in a saloon and the
judge’s gavel was the butt of a six-
shooter. But the law, too, had to grow
up and another bit of the Old West died
when it did. This is the story of one such
incident.

“I’D SURE like to git asked to that

hangin’, Sheriff, I ain’t never seen a
legal one before.” The speaker was stand-
ing at the bar with a drink in his hand

Sheriff Frank J. Wattron of Navajo
County. Arizona
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more sensitive than his manner and ac-
tions would seem to indicate. He was
a good sheriff and was serving his sec-
ond term, but he would be glad when the
hanging was over and done with.

Wattron owned a drug store in Hol-
brook, in the back of which was a small
saloon. His friends had been badgering
him for weeks about the impending
hanging, mostly because they wanted to
know what type invitation he was going
to send out. Arizona territorial law pre-
scribed that a certain number of invita-
tions must be issued prior to an execu-
tion.

Wattron probably would have printed
up a standard hanging invitation if it
hadn’t been for the ribbing of his friends,
but as he walked down the Holbrook
street that night, he began to get the
germ of an idea.

IT HAD all begun back in March, 1899

when George Smiley tried to collect
some back pay. Smiley was employed as
a track-walker for the Santa Fe Rail-
road, and just before a payday his sec-
tion foreman, McSweeney, decided to
quit. When Smiley applied to the new
foreman for eight hours’ pay, he was told
that he would have to see McSweeney
since the work had been done under him.
Puzzled, Smiley went to see McSweeney,
but was told that he couldn’t be expected
to pay him since he was no longer with
the railroad.

Smiley was shuffled back and forth
between the two men until in his frus-
tration and growing rage he felt they
were deliberately making a fool of him.
He began drinking heavily and evidently
decided that he would settle with Me-
Sweeney—one way or the other—then
leave the country.

The two men met on a Winslow,
Arizona, street one day when Smiley
had been drinking. Naturally, the back-
pay matter was brought up and Smiley
became adamant. McSweeney, seeing that
he couldn’t reason with the man, turned
and walked away. Smiley followed and
later testified that McSweeney stopped
and made a threatening motion. What-
ever the circumstances, Smiley drew a
pistol and fired twice—the second shot
mortally wounding his former employer
in the back.

A telegram brought Sheriff F. J.
Wattron, of Navajo County, to Winslow
where Smiley was arrested without in-
cident. Jailed at Holbrook, Smiley was
tried in the court of Judge Richard
Sloan and found guilty of murder on Oc-
tober 14, 1899. The evidence was strongly
against Smiley, his hope of acquittal be-
ing further aggravated by the fact that
McSweeney was survived by several
small children and a wife in poor health.
Judge Sloan sentenced Smiley to die on
the gallows on December 8, and newly
established Navajo County settled down
to await its first legal hanging.

Smiley attempted a jail break, but
when this was unsuccessful he seemed
to have reconciled himself to his fate.

ATTRON has been described by con-
temporanes as “a scholar and gen-
tleman” and “a man of sterling integ-
rity, with a heart as sympathetic and
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obligatory on Skeriff to issue it

Revised Statutes of Arizona, Penal Code, kan Sec. 1849, Page 807, makes it

Iy) mot

preseribed.

manner, and any ‘‘fli

X cona’mt on your’part wﬁ

o ions, form (unfo

Sheriff Wattron’s second invitation

tender as a child’s.” He was also de-
scribed as smoking long, black cigars
and taking large doses of opium for
sleeplessness. Further, he was reportedly
as handy with a shotgun as he was
with his mortar and pestle, and often
was given to “artistic, strange and ter-
rible oaths.” He had his virtues and his
faults, apparently, but he seems to have
been well thought of by officials and
private citizens alike.

Frank Wattron had been a peace of-
ficer as early as 1887 when he was a
deputy sheriff of what was then known
as Apache County. Although the deadly
Pleasant Valley War of the late 1880s
raged all around him, Wattron managed
to stay neutral with only minor contact
with the feud. He was instrumental in
the election of Commodore Perry Owens
as sheriff, and was an eye-witness to
Owens’ famous gunfight at the Blevins
home in Holbrook.

Wattron stood across the street and
watched as the long-haired Owens walked
up to the small frame house and shot it

out with Andy Cooper, John Blevins,
Sam Blevins and Mose Roberts.

Only Owens walked away from that
fight after killing three of the men and
wounding John Blevins. Owens had tried
to serve a warrant on Andy Cooper, and
the testimony of Wattron and others had
completely exonerated him at the inquest.
But this was in the past, and by 1899
Arizona Territory was trying to live
down its wild past with an eye toward
statehood.

There was no prescribed form for an
execution invitation and Wattron decided
to come up with something unique. After
writing it up, he took a rough copy over
to the local newspaper, the Holbrook
Argus, whose editor also did job print-
ing. C. O. Anderson was the editor and
owner of the paper, as well as prmclpal
of the schools and the only lawyer in
town. He told the sheriff he didn’t have
the proper facilities for doing the job
and recommended that Wattron send it
to an Albuquerque newspaper office

(Continued on page 68)
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In January, 1934, a blizzard caused the herd to scatter and delayed the journey. At
right is Andy Bahr, the little Laplander who tackled a giant job and succeeded.

This story is more recent than we generally run; the area is
far north of where we swing our rope. Yet here is a man
who should be remembered, and who will be appreciated by
anyone who’s ever herded an animal—anytime—anywhere

By FRANCIS DICKIE

Photos Courtesy Author

HANNIBAL brought elephants across

the Alps, and after 2,000 years is
remembered with awe and admiration.
Andy Bahr is forgotten. Yet he com-
manded a drive of animals which makes
Hannibal’s elephant march comparable
to an easy circus parade down Main
Street. :

Bahr was a little, bandy-legged Lap-
lander. He led the longest, most difficult
drive of semi-wild animals in history, a
feat not likely ever again to be at-
tempted.

Bahr and his herdsmen brought 2,370
reindeer across 3,600 miles of American
and Canadian Arctic, spending five
years and four months in the process. He
started out on December 22, 1929, and
reached his goal on March 25, 1935.
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Reindeer are not native to the Ameri-
can and Canadian Arctic. They were first
imported into Alaska in 1892 by the
U.S. Government as subsistence for the
Eskimos in the region. With the first
imported herd came Andy Bahr, famous
in Lapland as a reindeer expert.

The experiment was so successful that
in 1929 Canada decided to buy some of
the animals which had been bred com-
mercially in Alaska in the previous forty
years, and present them to its own Es-
kimos. The Canadians agreed to pay
Lomen Brothers, Alaskan commercial
reindeer breeders and meat exporters,
$195,000 for 3,000 reindeer on delivery
at Kittigazuit, in the far Mackenzie Ter-
ritory.

Lomen Brothers engaged fifty-seven-

year-old Andy Bahr to take the animals
from their depot at Nabaktoolit, Alaska,
to Kittigazuit, a distance of 1,200 miles
as the crow flies.

BAHR set out with ten apprentice Es-

kimo herders. He worked by com-
pass through country which had never
been surveyed. Because he had to find
suitable feed all along the way for 3,000
large animals, many long detours were
required. Three mountain ranges barred
his way which he had to explore to
find passes.

At times he was confronted with miles
of treacherous marshland. His enemies,
in addition to weather and terrain, includ-
ed timber wolves, grizzly bears and,
worst of all, the Arctic botfly which tor-
mented the reindeer to the point of
stampede. ;

There were lengthy delays to permit
the female reindeer to fawn, with the
herd resting until the young were strong
enough to travel. At the end of the sec-
ond year, only a third of the distance
had been covered.

Between the summer of 1931 and the
early winter of 1932, the Canadian Gov-
ernment had no word of Bahr. The ex-
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pedition was faring badly. The hardships
of the trip were so great that half of
Bahr’s Eskimo team of herdsmen desert-
ed, returning to Alaska.

Fortunately, he was able to recruit two
other Eskimo families. The wives and
five adult children of this group helped
the two fathers as herders.

In March, 1933, the reindeer reached
the edge of Canadian territory. Here they
stayed on good grazing land to gain
weight and strength for the most hazard-
ous stretch of the whole trip—the dash
across the Mackenzie delta, an island-
dotted expanse of 100 miles.

Because the delta islands offered no
suitable feed, Bahr decided to cross the
river in a desperate, ’round-the-clock
drive. Only- one thing was against his
daring but necessary scheme—treacher-
ous weather.

Late in September, 1933, Bahr drove
the reindeer to the bank of the river to
wait for enough snow to insure good
footing. Snow came, and the herders re-
joiced; it seemed that their labor, which
had already lasted so much longer than
they had expected, would soon come to
an end.

On January 15, 1934, the animals were
driven onto the ice. There were forty-
eight hours of good progress. Then,
with almost half the distance covered,
a blizzard struck. In the blinding, savage
onslaught of snow and wind the herd
scattered back over fifty miles of rugged
terrain to the nearer shore. The herders
suffered frozen hands and feet, days of
hunger. Yet, as soon as the blizzard was
over, they began the slow task of round-
ing up the hundreds of widely separated

Top right, herders at Kittigazuit prepare to
drive the herd into corrals. Right, the effect
of the terrible botfly is apparent on these
animals’ coats. The photo below shows
reindeer being herded into corrals.




animals.

WITH rounding up, allowance for
fawning and the need to fatten and
strengthen the animals again, another
year passed. In September, 1934, the
herd rested once more at the chosen
crossing point of the Mackenzie’s dread
100 miles.

All was ready for the dash on the
night of December 18 and it was bright
moonlight. The herd was about to move
off when clouds abruptly covered the.
sky. With the swiftness of the unpre-
dictable climate of that area, a thaw
set in, changing the river into an im-
passable expanse of slush.

Weeks of inaction followed. On Janu-
ary 16, 1935, the leaders of the reindeer
herd went down to the river bank. Seem-
ingly from nowhere came a gale of
north wind, driving the snow before it
to create long reaches of bare ice. There
could be no foothold for animals on that
glacier-like surface.

Once more Bahr and his men waited.
Frustrated so often and so long, they
were beyond hope and beyond despair,
yet unbeaten.

On February 18, moonlight and good
snow gave footing on the river. The
reluctant herd was urged down upon
the frozen waste. Under the moon,
through the half-lit day, through night
again and day and night repeated, the
herdsmen drove their beasts in drawn-

Left, the reindeer were driven into the cor-
rals through chutes, one by one. Below,
Bahr and his herders built corrals of this
type en route—a laborious and time-con-
suming chore.
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Above, the reindeer crossing the Macken-
zie River valley near the end of the long
drive. Right, Andy Bahr, left, and his
herders pause on the white expanse of
the Arctic to pose for this photo. Bottom
right, these Laplanders and Eskimos as-
sumed the duty of maintaining the rein-
deer herd after Bahr had reached his
destination.

out procession, ceaselessly forcing them
on with the cruelty of necessity.

At last, triumphant, Bahr and his
Eskimos urged the final stragglers up
the east bank of the Mackenzie. The
supreme danger was over.

Five weeks later, 2,370 reindeer arrived
at Kittigazuit, the end of 2,007 days of
traveling. The estimate of the mileage
they had covered—3,600—does not cover
roundups after the countless stampedes
which occurred during the five and a
third years on the trek.

Casualties among the original herd
were enormous. Only about fifteen per
cent reached their new Canadian grazing
land; the remainder of the 2,370 were
born and grew up during the long drive.

Upon Bahr’s return to his adopted
home, Seattle, in April, 1935, the city
declared a public holiday, toasted the
ancient herdsman and gave him the keys
to the city.

Ironically, however, Bahr found that
all he had owned in this same city had
been swept away in a depression of
which he had had no news during his
years in the wilderness.

Once he had been duly feted, the old
Laplander was quickly forgotten. He
died, penniless and alone, on May 2,
1945. ;
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- The DAY THEY

- KILLED

the JUDGE

By AGNES WRIGHT SPRING

Granite, Colorado, between Leadville and Buena Vista, circa 1879
Courtesy State Historical Society of Colorado

2

THUS Judge Elias A. Dyer began a
letter at Granite, Colorado, on July
3, 1875, to his father, Rev. John L.
Dyer, the mountain missionary called by
miners the “Snow-Shoe Itinerant.”

Elias planned to preside the next
morning at the trial of a number of
members of the self-named “Committee
of Safety.” For Judge Elias F. Dyer the
sun rose the next morning. But he did
not live to see the sunset.

That a Judge was murdered in his
own courtroom while endeavoring to
perform his lawful duties was one of the
most unbelievable and disgraceful blots
on Colorado’s history. And that the
killers should be members of a group
claiming to stand for law and order, is
one of the enigmas of our annals.

For months preceding the murder of
Judge Dyer, Lake County seethed with
trouble between two factions in the
southern part of the area below Twin
Lakes.

Killings had resulted from trivial
things, triggered perhaps by tale-bear-
ing and lying. Disputes over irrigation
ditches, fights over fraudulent land
claims, and considerable cattle rustling
constantly stirred up strife.

Lake County, including all the ter-
ritory west of Park County, was sur-

‘rounded by mountains. No railway, no

telegraph, no telephone had yet come
across its borders. Communication with
the “outside” was exceedingly slow.

Into that isolated area came Elijah
Gibbs and his family in 1873. They
settled on Coon Creek about seventy
miles northwest of Canon City. Unaware
of the tradition of the older settlers’
dominating newcomers, Gibbs drove his
team to a neighboring ranch one day
and tied the animals near some men
engaged in threshing. When Gibbs re-
turned from the ranch house where he
had completed an errand, he found that
his team had been moved and the horses
hitched to the threshing machine.

Gibbs was furious. He ordered (no
doubt profanely) the team put back
where he had left it, and brought his
fists into play. This incident started bad
blood = which through the following
months flared into white heat.

In June, 1874, Gibbs had a violent
quarrel with George Harrington over a
ditch in which both were interested. That
night someone set Harrington’s outhouse
on fire. When he ran to extinguish the
blaze, he was shot and killed.

Word of the murder flashed up and
down Lake County. There were those
who were convinced that Gibbs had
killed Harrington; others said absolute-
ly not. Later that night about fifteen
friends of Harrington rode to Gibbs’
cabin with the intention of hanging
Elijah. They halted, however, when they
found themselves looking into gun bar-
rels which protruded from the window.

“Try the law if you want to. If Gibbs
is guilty, all right—but Gibbs did not
kill Harrington. If you attempt to take
him,” one of the men in the cabin
shouted, “some of you will remain right
here.”

The riders backed away and faded in-
to the evening shadows. But a warrant
was sworn out against Gibbs. He was
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Courtesy Denver Public Library Western Collection

Reverend John L. Dyer,
“Snow-Shoe ltinerant,” father of
murdered judge

the

tried and was acquitted of the murder.

Scarcely had the verdict been an-
nounced when fifteen horsemen sur-
rounded the Gibbs cabin. Inside were
Mr. and Mrs. Gibbs, their two small
children and a neighbor, Mrs. Hutchin-
son, and her child.

The horsemen placed a large pile of
brush against the ranch house and tried
to set it on fire. When the results were
not satisfactory, they used Gibbs’ favor-
ite race horse as a shield and made
another wood pile against the door.

Just as a match was struck to turn the
wood into flames, Gibbs fired a revolver
through a hole at the side of the door.
He hit two Boone brothers. One of them,
Sam Boone, had a double barreled shot-
gun in his left hand. In his excitement
he squeezed the trigger and wounded a
third man, his uncle, Finley Kane. The
Boones and Kane died, after lingering
three days.

With the aid of several armed friends,
the Gibbs family escaped during the
night, down over the rugged mountains
and through treacherous canyons to
Monument. They were pursued by
would-be destroyers who failed to catch
up with them. At Monument the family
took a train to Denver.

Later in his book, The Snow-Shoe
Itinerant, Father Dyer wrote, “Every-
body said that Gibbs had done just right
in defending himself; that if he had
killed more of them it would have been
well. The press of the Territory sus-
tained him.”

In addition to preaching, Father Dyer
himself had been Probate Judge of Lake
County in the late 1860s and knew all
of the settlers.

EXCITEMENT now swept Lake Coun-

ty. Good men aligned themselves
with bad ones on both sides. The only
clear-cut issue seemed to be—did Gibbs
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noted as the

murder Harrington, or didn’t he?

Gibbs and his friends discussed the
situation and Gibbs went back to Brown’s
Creek and gave himself up to Constable
Bertschy, who guarded him until he
could be examined by A. B. Corwin, a
Justice of the Peace. 7

At the trial, Gibbs and Mrs. Hutchin-
son told the same story. It was said
that ten of the “vigilantes” corroborated
their testimony. Gibbs was cleared on
the ground of self-defense.

That night he, his brother William,
Justice Corwin, and Lewis Gilliard
struck out for Denver. A posse dis-
covered them on the edge of South Park
and chased them for some fifteen miles.
By unloading their provisions, blankets
and ‘surplus baggage, the Gibbs party
managed to escape. It was later re-
ported that the “mob” destroyed the
records of the proceedings of the
examination of Elijah Gibbs for the
killing of the Boones.

At once thirty friends of Harrington
formed the Committee of Safety and
took the law into their own hands. They
headquartered at Nathrop’s Mills, owned
by wealthy Charles Nachtrieb for whom
Nathrop was named. Then began a reign
of terror which last almost a year. The
Committee mustered everyone it could
get in the ranching area, including tie-
hacks who brought its number up to
seventy-five.

For weeks the Committee leaders
scouted after evidence. They arrested
everyone whom they suspected of being
a friend or sympathizer of Gibbs. They
took them prisoner and held “court” in
the Chalk Creek School.

Each individual was asked if he
thought Gibbs had killed Harrington.
Among those questioned was Judge
Elias F. Dyer who was on his way to
hold court in Granite, then county seat
of Lake County. The Judge replied, “I
do not think Gibbs was the murderer. I
have known Gibbs ever since 1860. He is
incapable of doing such a deed. He is as
innocent of this charge as that snow out-
side is white.”

Dyer immediately received some rough
treatment and his horse was taken
away from him. He was handed the fol-
lowing command:

Chalk Creek, Lake County

January 28, 1875
Judge Dyer: A
You are hereby notified to resign
your office as Probate Judge and
leave this county within three days
by order of

The Committee of Safety

URING the next two days thirty

persons were rounded up and im-
prisoned by the Committee. Each was
sworn to secrecy and warned that if he
ever disclosed what had taken place,
death would be the penalty.

Judge Dyer, suffering from ‘“white
swelling,” could not proceed on foot as
ordered because of the deep snow and
the below-zero weather. When the Com-
mittee learned that he had not departed
as they had commanded they brought
him into “court” again.

When he insisted that he could not

travel except on horseback, the Commit-
tee finally returned his horse. The Judge
mounted and rode off across the snow-
drifts. He had not gone far, however,
before he was stopped by two armed
men who said they had orders not to let
anyone pass. Dyer, fortunately, had once
befriended one of them, so they let him
go on unmolested. Feeling sure that his
life was in danger, he left the road and
struck out across country for Fairplay.
From there he went to Denver and to
Castle Rock where Father Dyer then -
was living.

Some of the older pioneers challenged
the legality of the Committee’s Court and
refused to answer questions. In such
cases a rope was placed around the neck
and the person was raised from the floor
three or four times wuntil almost
strangled. “Uncle” Jesse Marion was
hanged twice; his neck and tongue were
so swollen he couldn’t speak. He was
kept a prisoner by the Committee but
later escaped down the Arkansas River.

During the next few weeks after Judge
Dyer's departure, the Committee ob-
tained government arms and ran off
forty settlers from the Lake County area.
They brazenly appropriated to them-
selves stock on the range belonging to
those who had fled for their lives. Com-
mittee members also robbed homes. Dur-
ing their forays, two ranch women, one
of whom was Mrs. Hugh Mahan, died
supposedly from worry and fright.
Twelve men were killed.

In answer to numerous appeals, the
Acting Governor in Denver sent Dave
Cook, law officer and well-known detec-
tive, to investigate the trouble. Strangely
enough, Cook reported that “everything
has quieted down.” Perhaps it had, dur-
ing his presence.

Father Dyer worked very hard that
winter to get a bill through the Legis-
lature which would attach Lake County

(Continued on page 66)

The epitaph on Judge Dyer’s grave in

Castle Rock notes his courage in facing
his assassins.

Courtesy Denver Public Library Western Collection
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THERE are more different treasures

to be found around the vicinity -of
Galveston Bay than in any other com-
parable area in the world! And why not?
This was the domain where the infam-
ous pirate chieftain Jean Lafitte held
sway.

His base at Galveston Island was per-
fectly located for his many piratin
forays upon the rich Spanish fleet whic
carried vast fortunes of gold and silver
from Mexico to Spain. Their trade routes
could go nowhere else than through the
gauntlet provided by Lafitte and his
ships manned by more than 1,000 buc-
caneers..

What a tremendous store of prizes
Captain Lafitte must have captured! One
Spanish galleon alone, the Santa Rosa
captured on June 12, 1816, yielded silver
ingots valued at over $2,000,000.

Lafitte also had a very profitable side-
line—selling slaves. One of his best
customers was Jim Bowie—that gallant
Texan who died defending the Alamo,
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and whose name is known worldwide for
his design of the famous “Bowie” knife.
It was estimated that Bowie made over
$60,000 a year from selling slaves he had
bought from Lafitte.

With the money derived from selling
slaves and the wealth of booty plundered
from over 300 Spanish ships, this buc-
caneer captain of Galveston Island must
have amassed a tremendous fortune.

If the pirates did not bring treasures
to the island—the hurricanes did. From
Padre Island to Sabine Pass, the Gulf
Coast was strewn with the wrecks of
many treasure-laden ships which were
sunk by the fierce Gulf storms. An early
map drawn during the Galveston era of
filibusterer “Coronel Perry” in 1816,
shows the wrecks of two vessels not more
than 800 yards offshore just south of
Punta Bolivar (now Bolivar Point) and
another wreck about midway between
Punta Culebra (the east end of Galves-
ton Island) and Pelican Island. These
ships and their cargoes were never re-

By CARROLL LEWIS

Taken from TREASURES OF GALVESTON BAY
by Carroll Lewis, copyright The Texian Press,

Waco, Texas, 1966

covered.

In 1822, Stephen Austin purchased the
schooner Lively to transport 300 families
and their belongings to his colony in
Texas. It was wrecked not far from San
Luis Pass off the western end of Gal-
veston Island. According to the papers
of Mirabeau Buonaparte Lamar, “The
crew was saved, but the provisions and
cargo were all lost.” What a cargo that
must have been. In those days, the many
modern methods of retrieving sunken
treasure were unknown, and such cargoes
were given up. The Lively’s rich cargo
still waits to be recovered.

On December 22, 1834, Robert Kleberg,
whose heirs own the famous King Ranch
in South Texas, and another early
pioneer named VonRoeder, were ship-
wrecked 60 yards offshore and cast upon
the beach midway down Galveston Island
where “3 trees were seen.” This was most
probably “Lafitte’s Grove.” These two
wealthy Texas settlers had their ship,
The Sabin, well provided with clothes,
money and equipment. This rich cargo
still awaits a finder.

Dr. James Long and over 200 fili-
busterers lived on Bolivar Point just
opposite Lafitte’s fort on Galveston Is-
land. His wife Jane became known as
the “Mother of Texas” because she faith-
fully endured the hardships of such a
life. While Lafitte was after his prey
in the Gulf, Long and his henchmen
seized some of the pirate’s small boats
which had been left in the harbor at
Galveston. In a letter to General E. W.
Ripley at Louisiana, in 1820, Long de-
scribed this action and also mentioned
“the presence of some men of Mascatee
who knew of $130,000 in specie buried
nearby.” Long was killed later and the
$130,000 in specie (worth much more
now) was never found.

PIRATE booty is not the only treasure

to be found around Galveston Bay,
for this area was the area settled by
wealthy plantation owners from the

True West



Buccaneers, settlers and Mexican troops
crisscrossed this land, and all had moments
of extremity when their wealth had to be

buried immediately or lost forever =

South who moved all their belongings to
the new land of Texas where they might
set up larger dynasties.

Because of the menace from Indians,
desperadoes and Mexicans, these settlers
kept their money and jewels hidden or
buried around their homesteads. Some-
times the owners died suddenly or were
 killed, and the secret of their treasure
location died with them. Sometimes, when

danger threatened, these settlers were

forced to flee from their homes. There
was no time to dig up their valuables;
so they left them buried, knowing that
their cache would be safely hidden un-
til their return. Some never came back.

Deaths or other series of events pre-
vented the return of many. Others, after
moving to a safer and more comfortable
community, decided never again to face
the terrors and hardships of early Texas
living and gave up their homesteads
along with their buried valuables.

A grandmother of Ivy Ilfrey who lived
near Cedar Bayou in those days, said
that since there were no banks at that
settlement, everyone there buried his
wealth for safekeeping. There are prob-
ably many of these lost treasure caches
to be found.

One resident of Piney Point, west of
Houston, buried $18,000 in gold during
the Civil War so the Union troops
would not find it. As the war progressed,
his memory of the cache’s location grew
dimmer, and when the war was over, he
was utterly confused as to the exact
location. The Yankees did not get his
gold—but neither did he.

In 1929 a construction crew erecting
a filling station at Houston on the cor-
ner of Washington Avenue and Hous-
ton Street, found a pot containing $2,000
in gold buried in the ground there, mute
testimony to the treasure-burying cus-
tom of the -early settlers.

Col. Ham Washington buried $1,000,-
000 in gold to prevent its capture by
the Union Army. His fortune has not
been found yet.

The biggest threat, however, to the
settlers around Galveston Bay was the
terrible marauding army of Mexico in
1836. Led by General Santa Anna, this
army of more than 5,000 troops had al-
ready captured the town of San An-
tonio, destroying the Alamo fortress and
killing all of its defenders, among whom
were Jim Bowie, Davy Crockett and
William B. Travis. Colonel Fannin and
his“entire command at Goliad were mas-
sacred, and the Mexican force was on
its way to capture the fleeing officials
of the newly-formed Texan government.
They were camped at New Washington

This map shows the location of Lafitte’s
Grove on Galveston Island.
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(now Morgan’s Point) on the shore of
Galveston Bay. Surely, every Texas
homesteader hid or buried his prized
possessions in the face of such an on-
slaught.

One of these colonists was Enoch
Brinson who had a boat landing (Brin-
son’s Point) on San Jacinto Bay near
Morgan’s Point. His home was located
just west of La Porte in a grove of
trees—right in the line of march of the
approaching Mexican Army. Being an
early settler, Brinson had most certainly
built up quite a fortune. How much of
it did he hide from the Mexicans? How
many of Enoch Brinson’s prized posses-

IMustration by Howard Pyle

sions might still lie buried around that

grove of trees? A treasure hunter would
do well to explore that spot.

ANTA ANNA called himself the Na-
poleon of the West, but he met his
Waterloo just a few miles north of
Enoch Brinson’s homestead. In the after-
noon of the 21st of April in 1836, General
Sam Houston and his rag-tag band of
783 Texians surprised a sleeping Mexican
Army of 1,150 troops which was camped
upon the plains of Saint Hyacinth (San
Jacinto). After an incredibly short but
fierce eighteen minutes, the Mexican
Army was completely routed. Santa
Anna was captured and surrendered to
a victorious Texas republic.
But one thing was missing! The Mexi-

can Army was surprisingly devoid of
funds. Twelve thousand dollars was sup-
posed to have been found and divided
among the Texians, but several soldiers
reported that this was not so. As a
matter of fact, the only wealth confis-
cated from the Mexicans was a small
amount of gold picked from the:fillings
in the teeth of dead soldiers. Did this
huge army travel without money to pay
its troops? Did it not have means with
which to buy supplies along the way?
Or did it loot and plunder for its needed
provisions? If it did loot and plunder,
what happened to the gold, silver, jewels,
and other valuables taken from the hap-
(Continued on page 50)
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YHREE MEN slept soundly, if not
* dreamlessly in the jail at Williams-
port, North Dakota. Quietly out of the
raw and windy darkness of November
14, 1897, forty masked men swept down
to capture the sleepy jailer and gain

access to the keys. They carried the -

three struggling men to a nearby meat
rack, used for hanging animals for
butchering, and there ended their lives.

Western North Dakota had been in an
uproar for many months. Today neither
house, barn nor the little town of Winona
exists. In fact, the locations are so ob-
scure that only old-timers can recall
just where the “scene of the crime” was.
But court records, newspaper clippings
and other accounts keep alive the
memory of a horrifying chain of events.

The owner of the farm, Thomas
Spicer, was out cleaning his barn. His
wife, whose first name seems not to be
a matter of record, was doing chores in
the house, helped by her mother, Mrs.
Waldron, and a married daughter, Mrs.
William Rowse. Twin eighteen-month-
old sons of the Rowses played on the
floor. Bill Rowse was across the frozen
river working on a mew home for his
family, who had been temporarily living
with his in-laws.

Suddenly five young Indians walked
into the stable, but Spicer paid little at-
tention. Indians from nearby Standing
Rock Indian Reservation were always
coming and going near his farm, and
most folks thought that, although
frequently drunk and generally “shift-
less,” the reservation Indians were harm-
less. In fact, one of the young bucks,
Philip Ireland, had been dickering with
Spicer for a mare.

As a good horse trader would, Spicer
apparently played it cool. He wheeled a
load of manure out of the barn past the
group of loitering Indians. Then Paul
Holy Track, a nineteen-year-old, cocked
his muzzle-loading rifle and with no
warning shot Spicer in the back. The
“liquored-up” Indians attacked the body,
using an axe, a pitchfork, and a spade,
before they dragged the remains beside
a feed manger and covered it with straw
and manure.

WHEN Mrs. Spicer heard the shot, she

walked to the stable to investigate.

As she entered, Holy Track put a slug

into her face, killing her instantly. The

party chopped her up in the same man-
ner as they had her husband.

The murder party then went to the

Why did the five young Sioux
turn against this
family? Was it just an old
hatred for white men in gen-
eral which suddenly could not
be controlled?

STRANGE MURDER

of the SPICER FAMILY

house, one of them picking up a club
en route. Entering the kitchen they first
found Mrs. Spicer’s mother, Mrs. Wal-
dron. She was too old to fight, even if she
had been prepared, and the drunken In-
dians beat her to death.

Led by Alec Coudette, about twenty-
three years old, the party started
through the doorway to a room where
Mrs. Rowse had taken refuge with her
small children. Forewarned by the fate
of her grandmother, she fought des-
perately. Coudette was met by a blow
from a rifle butt. Although she was an
expert shot, she had no ammunition so
she grabbed a hoe.

Paul Holy Track then tried to enter
the room. He was slowed by the hoe
which chopped at his forehead, but
staggered on. The embattled mother at-
tempted to strike him again but the hoe
became entangled in a clothes line which
was stretched across the room, and the
intended blow failed.

Mrs. Rowse was then overpowered and
beaten to death with a branding iron
and a club. George Defender, a twenty-
four-year-old, picked up a table leg and
bashed the life out of the two helpless
babies.

After completing the sextuple murder,

True West



Above, a collection of photos of the five Sioux accused of the
Spicer slaying. Right. on November 14, 1897, Alec Coudette
(Kodet), Paul Holy Track. and Philip Ireland were victims of

mob justice.

the Indians leisurely ransacked the house,
stealing anything they could find.

THE CRIME was not discovered until

the following morning when John
Spicer, Thomas’ brother, stopped by en
route to the river. He found the bodies
and rushed to Winona to give the alarm.
A dispatch was sent to the Indian agent
at Fort Yates asking for help in solvmg
the senseless massacre.

The following Sunday, States Attor-
ney H. A. Armstrong began an investi-
gation. Little really could be done, be-
cause the Indian agent, himself white but
married to a ’breed and irritated over
harsh treatment of Indians, had issued
an order preventing civil authorities
from entering the reservation to inter-
rogate suspects. This order was revoked
in Washington as soon as the Depart-
ment learned of the nature of the inci-
dent.

A posse, arranged by Sheriff Peter
Sheir, rode to the Standing Rock Indian
Agency and tried to unravel the mystery.
A routine examination of anyone who
might have been involved in the murder
turned up no real evidence.

For reasons not made clear in any
account, Frank Black Hawk and Alec
Coudette, a few days later, were picked
up in Bismarck by the sheriff. They
were arrested as suspects and placed in
the Burleigh County jail in Bismarck.

Following preliminary examination
they were transported to Williamsport,
then the county seat of Emmons County.
There, because of insufficient evidence, a
hearing was postponed and the suspects
were returned to the Burleigh County
jail.

Aaron C. Wells, a half breed, who had
done detective work before for lawmen,
took it upon himself to do some investi-
gating. He gained a few leads from a
group of visiting Indians from the Fort
Totten Reservation. Because of their
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testimony a number of other Indians
were called in and questioned.

As a result of these ‘“semi-judicial”
proceedings, Philip Ireland was confined
in the agency guardhouse. And on the
basis of information disclosed at the
hearing of Philip Ireland, Paul Holy
Track also was picked up as a suspect
and placed in the guardhouse at Fort
Yates.

After much interrogation of the two
nineteen-year-olds, Paul Holy Track
finally broke down and told the whole
story. Philip Ireland, when informed of
the confession, corroborated the state-
ments of Paul Holy Track in every
material matter. These confessions im-
plicated George Defender, thus setting
the stage for a preliminary examination
of Frank Black Hawk and Alec Coudette,
using the two “boys” as witnesses.

The two original suspects, Frank
Black Hawk and Alec Coudette, were
brought from the Burleigh County jail
to Williamsport, and given a hearing.
It was decided that the two would appear
at the next term of district court, after
which they were returned once more to
the Burleigh County jail.

SOME MONTHS later, on June 1, 1897,
district court convened. The first
case presented was the State of North
Dakota vs. Alec Coudette. The defendant
tried to offer an alibi and pleaded “not
guilty.” While confined in jail, Coudette
had attempted suicide. This seems to
have been a strong factor in influencing
the verdict. The deliberation of the jury
was brief, and the verdict was “guilty
as charged.” The punishment was to be
death upon the scaffold by hanging.
An appeal to the Supreme Court of
North Dakota postponed the execution.
After the Coudette case, the states
attorney moved that the case of the
State vs. George Defender be bound
over to district court. The testimony

filed by the states attorney against De-
fender was similiar in all respects to
the one filed against Coudette.

Court convened in the same courtroom
on July 12, 1897. On being arraigned,
Defender pleaded “not guilty.” The jury
was out for sixty hours and gave up,
the foreman announcing “no verdict.”
A new trial was set.

Because of the widespread publicity
brought by the two trials it was difficult
to impanel another jury from the county.
Consequently the state did not oppose
the motion of the defendant’s counsel for
a change of venue. This also applied to
the pending trial of Frank Black Hawk,
and both cases were transferred to Bur-
leigh County for further action.

At the close of the Defender trial,
which ended in a hung jury, George De-
fender and Frank Black Hawk were
confined in the Bismarck jail. The other
three, Paul Holy Track and Philip Ire-
land, neither of whom had been placed
on trial, and Alec Coudette, under sen-
tence of death, were placed in the county
jail at Williamsport to await the out-
come of the appeal to the Supreme
Court in the Coudette case.

On the night of November 14, 1897,
the three were lynched by a masked
mob. George Defender and Frank Black
Hawk escaped the noose by reason of
being housed in a different jail, only to
meet death shortly after release. One
drank himself to death, but the records
are obscure as to cause of the other’s
demise.

The Supreme Court had freed the two
survivors because the only evidence was
from collaborators in the crime and was
not admissible testimony.

There are a lot of loose ends No one
knows why the Spicer family fell victim
to this strange attack, and probably no
one ever will. The reasons are buried
with the five “good” Indians.
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By LES BEITZ

FIRST IN A SERIES OF
OUTSTANDING WESTERN
ARTISTS AND THE
PARTICULAR MEDIA
OFEACH...
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ON MARCH 7, 1944, at the age of

seventy-five, Will Crawford died of
a stroke at the home of a niece, Mrs.
Joseph Tomasetti, in Scotch Plains, New
Jersey, only a short distance from his
two-room log cabin. According to ac-
counts concerning the inventory of ef-
fects—estate—or whatever it is probate
people deal in, Will didn’t leave much.
That’s true. He’d already left his treas-
ure to the multitude.

For a period of some fifty-odd years
Will Crawford, in the estimation of top
illustrators and art appreciators alike,
was one of America’s best pen and ink
artists. His thousands of graphic gems
have contributed a mighty legacy to the
art of illustration in America—particu-
larly his Western subjects.

Charlie Russell, on more than one oc-
casion, said that Crawford was the best
pen and ink artist in this country. True,
the great Montana cowboy artist was a
good friend of Will but he didn’t butter
up Crawford’s work simply because of
friendship; anyone who ever knew
Charlie Russell would testify to that.

Will Crawford was born in 1869 in
Washington, D. C., where his father was
a Treasury employee. His family, how-
ever, had been among the early settlers
of Irvington, New Jersey, and when
Will was a year old his parents returned
there. His grandfather had established
the first general store in that town.

Titled The Right Tempo, or The Wild West
in Reserve, illustration below is reproduced
from Cow People, by ]. Frank Dobie.

Courtesy Mrs. Bertha Dobie
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Will must have begun to draw pretty
early because when we first hear of him
in the mid-1880s, he was employed as a
staff illustrator for the Newark, N. J.
Daily Advertiser. He also did work for
the Newark Sunday Call.

MacKinley Kantor, his close friend
for many years, says that Will was
largely self-taught. No one has come up
with specific information concerning
where Will studied or when, or under
whom, so it’s fairly apparent that he

_was a “natural” insofar as art educa-
tion goes. And this isn’t surprising.
Charlie Russell never took a formal art
lesson in his life, and Fred Remington
spent most of his time while enrolled at
Yale Art School playing football for
Walter Camp.

At any rate, Will Crawford at seven-
teen had dug his spurs into the business
of illustration at an age when most city
kids were still dwelling on the idea of
what they might someday make of them-
selves. He rose rapidly in skill and pro-
fessional stature. Within a half dozen
years of so-called “apprenticeship,” he
had wielded his crow quill pen into
high-salaried art positions on the big
New York newssheets—the Journal,
World and Tribune.

Y THE early 1900s, the diminutive

gnome-like kid (he was barely five
feet six) had achieved an enviable record
as illustrator for such top-flight peri-
odicals-as Cosmopolitan, Scribner’s, Col-
lier’s, Life, Puck, Saturday Evening
Post, McCalls—you name it; Will Craw-
ford was drawing for it. He also did
illustrations for a number of magazines
which later went bust—Judge, St.
Nicholas, Munsey’s, Punch—and once
expressed the humorous hope that his
work for them “had nothing to do with
their downfall.” Actually, every sketch
he did was a jewel of artistic accom-
plishment. He presented his subject with
flawless technique and effect.

About this time, Will and another
well-known illustrator of Western life,
John N. Marchand, set up shop in a
barn-like studio near Union Square,
New York. Albert Levering, a wingding
cartoonist, also shared the studio and
the three of them had a fine time up
there concocting good humor, good art
and good grub in a common stew-pot.
One might have taken them for a con-
genial trio of hoboes—with the luxury of
a roof—except for one feature. All three
were producing top-flight art for im-
portant publications and never missing
a deadline.

Momentarily, this period was one of
peaks and declines for Will. His income
was more than adequate, but Will was
what the pickpockets—dips—call a
“darling.” When he was flush, Park
Row pickpockets had an easy time of it
because of Will’s careless habit of stuff-
ing loose bills into his outside pockets.
He never did quite figure out where or
how he’d disposed of so much money in
such a short span of time.

Or did he really know? Will Craw-
ford was, after all, Will Crawford; a
different sort of man—and artist—
than most.

Union Square studio life was great
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work amid great play, and in 1902 Will
needed a breather. He and Marchand
teamed up for a jaunt to Montana—
and it was here that Crawford came to
know first-hand the work of young
Charlie Russell. They met, drank,
smoked, powwowed and speculated a good
bit concerning what Charlie should do
next with his wonderful talent. Both
Crawford and Marchand came to the con-
clusion that Charlie was ready for New
York City. There he would be in close
contact with major publishing enter-
prises and the editors of nationally cir-
culated magazines, and could get a real
big toe in the door toward furthering
his career. Will and Charlie hit it off
right from the start. Each had an im-
mediate understanding of the other’s
way with art, and this mutual esteem
lasted throughout their lives.

Not long after, in the fall of 1903,
Charlie and Nancy Russell made the
trip to the “Big Camp,” as Charlie
called New York. Most of the time there,
Charlie hung out in the studio with Will,
Marchand and Levering and—this is sig-
nificant—that brief period had a heap
to do with Russell’s pen and ink prowess
in the months and years which followed.

Russell had always had a special feel
for the brush but he wasn’t always quite
sure of himself when it came to the
subtleties and finesse required for good
pen and ink work. Crawford conveyed a
few tidbits of “know-how” in the way of
pencraft which were a revelation to
Charlie. He caught on fast, and from
there on in Russell’s pen and ink work
radiated a fidelity and a fluency in spon-
taneous effect it had never before
possessed.

Will Crawiford’s fine-line pen technique is exemplified in this remarkable illustration of
Kit Carson from the original 1926 edition of On To Oregon by Honore Willsie Morrow.

=
SaER S

"\
0

W

L

ﬁ,,
75
2
1
)
7
Z

= 2
=

,
7
i

> =,

-2,

2
#

4
17

Z
74

Courtesy William Morrow and Company,
Inc., Publishers, New York, N.Y.
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Charlie was sharp enough to realize
that he’d latched on to a fistful of blue
chips in the secrets Will had dished out
for him. It’s-doubtful that many of the
marvelously decorated letters compiled in
Good Medicine or much of the wonder-
ful sketch work in Trails Plowed Under
would have come about had it not been
for Charlie’s having picked up the scent
trailing from Will Crawford’s pen. It
was the key which opened a big padlock
to Charlie’s storehouse of graphic ideas.

When the Russells headed back to
Montana in early 1904 after four months
in the big town, Charlie packed along in
his kit two incomparable gifts—the en-
during friendship of Will Crawford and
a new way to make his pen tell the story
of the Indian, the cowpony and the open
range.

IT WAS 1910. And then, -almost before

Will realized it, eight more years had
flown by. They were years during which
he had woven, with millions of little
strokes, hundreds upon hundreds of paper
tapestries depicting Comanches, South
Seas adventurers, children with puppies
and toads and rabbits. He had drawn
gentlemen in elegant smoking jackets,
beasts of the jungle, cowboys, marauders
and mariners of the Spanish Main. There
were tremendous sketches of Foreign
Leglonnalres prmcesses, Kentucky fron-
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tiersmen, Chinamen, bears, tramps and
all manner of subjects dealing with far
away places and strange things. He once
drew a village idiot. But Will didn’t
make him a grotesque, pathetic creature;
he endowed him with a humility which
made the sorry fellow pretty much a part
of the town’s “good folks.” That drawing
is a powerful lesson in understanding.

In 1918, after years of discipline to
his eraft, Will sort of kicked the traces.
He had been a top hand in his field for
twenty years or more and had gotten a
little tired of pressures incident to the
constaht demands for book and magazine
art. Although he had always relished the
challenge of new and exciting assign-
ments (and had long named his own
price for them), he finally wearied of
deadlines. He decided to check out for
parts remote where he could draw and
carve and knock around somewhat ac-
cording to his own whims. Will had
never married so he had little in the way
of domestic considerations to thwart his
impulses.

He set up bachelor quarters in a little,
old-time transcendental community called
Free Acres in the Watchtung Mountains
near Scotch Plains, New Jersey. It was
Free Acres—literally, as well as geo-
graphically, for Will. He built a two-
room log cabin where he puttered around
with his archery gear, did amusing things

at left.

with his woodcarving tools and, just to
keep in form, sketched story titles and
spot 111ustrat10ns for Adventure Maga-
zine.

Gun collecting was one of his principal
diversions. Over a period of years, he
assembled a remarkable collection of an-
tique arms exemplifying the evolution of
such weapons from the earliest match-
lock on down to a pair of Frontier Colts
presented him by the maker. In effect,
Will was still playing the game he was
born to, but more or less on his own
terms.

HIS semi-retirement phase of his

career logically should have resulted
in a mere trickle of art in comparison
with his normal output during the “full”
years. But it didn’t work out that way.
It seems that Will’s pen simply wouldn’t
stay still in spite of his yearning for a
slackened pace. For the next ten years
the most eloquent illustrations for chil-
dren’s books yet produced in America
poured forth from the log structure in
the New Jersey woodlands. During these
years, too, his complete-issue illustra-
tions for Adventure—that is, graphic
decoration for ewery story, article, fea-
ture and department carried—brought
that publication’s pictorial stature to the
highest in the profession. Those issues
of Adventure are, in effect, “books” illus-
trated by Will Crawford.

But the passing of moons finally as-
sumed an upper hand in the matter. In
1940 Will, then over seventy, found New
Jersey winters increasgingly difficult to
manage. The California sunshine of song
and legend seemed to him to be a much
more compatible settmg for his declining
years.

Only a precious few were left. Two of
them were spent in Hollywood at a little
hotel called the Highland. While there,
Will served on an advisory board for
the Exposition Park Museum. Because

(Continued on page 4i)

Will’s thorough knowledge of period costume and early
firearms assured complete authenhcny in the illustra-
tion of subject material such as “Spanish Adventurer”

Below, a study which accentuates his

inimitable pen style.
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One day the sleepy little
town of Camp Verde got

jolted right down to the
bottom of its whistle-stop!

By DAVE HOPKINS

Photos Courtesy Author

NEAR SUNDOWN three dust-covered
men carrying side arms and rifles
jogged down our main street and pulled
rein at the entrance of Wingfield’s Sta-
bles and Feed Yard. The cinch rings
clanked on the hard street as they un-
saddled the jaded horses and turned them
into the corral to roll off some mois-
ture and to be fed and watered. Several
small boys gathered around in curiosity.
One of the boys, a little braver than
the others, asked one of the men where
they might have come from. This man
did not answer, but one of medium build
and ruddy complexion stepped to the
front. His dusty face, burned brown,
showed he had spent many long years
in the saddle.

“Son,” he said, “I'm Sheriff Bill Dick-
inson from Flagstaff” and at the same
time, using his left hand to turn his
vest in a way that his star could be
seen by all, added, “These men are my
deputies. We’re here looking for a man
wanted for murder.”

The boys looked at each other in
astonishment. Imagine a real-life mur-
derer being in our little town of Camp
Verde!

At this point the three lawmen picked
up their rifles and, with spurs still af-
fixed to their boots, went clanking across
the street to the hotel.

Another hour found them mixing with
the crowd in the local poolroom where
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Above, a homestead near Chasm Creek.
Left, the author's stepfather, George W.
Bailey, in front of Wingfield’s store at
Camp Verde, Arizona, 1912.

of CHASM CREEK

men from all walks of life had gathered
for an evening’s recreation. There were
mail carriers, freighters, cowboys, min-
ers, farmers and laborers, all enjoying
themselves at the various card tables,
visiting or just plain looking.

In one corner sat a thirteen-year-old
barefoot boy—me. I was too young to
be where I was, but as long as I sat
out of the way and kept still, the pro-
prietor let me go unmolested.

Tobacco smoke hung in the crowded
room under its one gasoline lantern
suspended from the ceiling. This was
back in 1915. Sheriff Dickinson motioned
everyone up to the bar for a soft drink,
as our community enforced a local op-
tion at that time prohibiting the sale of
intoxicating liquor. All card playing was
temporarily suspended and the bar was
filled to the point of overflow.

_When all had been served their drinks
by proprietor Ernest Richards, the
Sheriff pulled a picture from his pocket
and passed it down the lineup to be seen
by everybody. I walked up near the bar,
endeavoring to get a glimpse of the pic-
ture as it was passed from one to an-
other. I was trying my best not to step
on a cud of wet, slippery chewing tobacco
with my bare feet, and at the same time
taking precautions not to be too con-
spicuous and get ordered from the room.

When the picture had made its rounds

and had been returned to the Sheriff,

one could see men wearing ten-gallon
hats shaking their heads that they hadn’t
seen any such culprit in their travels—
but there was one man who did not shake
his head or say a word. He was Dave
Lewis, an Apache cowboy who at that
particular time was engaged in carrying
the mail horseback from Camp Verde,
Arizona to the Fossil Creek power house,
thence to the Childs power house, and
upriver from there to Camp Verde again
by way of Chasm Creek.

AVE HAD just taken a chair near

mine when the Sheriff sat down by
him and asked if he had seen the man
in the picture. Now Dave had been to
school and spoke good English, but he
did not answer the Sheriff until after
considerable deliberation, as if he were
balancing up the greater of two evils.
One was to lose the extra money which
had been paid him by the eriminal for
delivery of groceries and other needs as
he made his rounds with the mail; the
other, to relieve his conscience and tell
the Sheriff where the criminal was.

As a law abiding citizen, he chose the
latter course and told the Sheriff, “Yes,
I see him today in the Chasm when I
come by with the mail. He live in cave
above trail where I cross. No talk, just
make signs with hands.”

At this point the Sheriff became deep-

(Continued on page 72)
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MY FATHER had been farming in
Texas for about three years and was
doing quite well, but didn’t know it. Papa
took “western fever” again in 1903. He
and Mother loaded everything they could
haul into a covered wagon and we head-
ed toward Indian Territory. I was one
year of age and my sister, Ethel, wasn’t
quite two.

We were three weeks on the road and
arrived at our destination close to Christ-
mas.

As my father had lived in the Arapa-
hoe community before, he had no trouble
in renting a piace. He bought plow tools
and a team of mules. Mother took a
man’s place and went right along by
Papa’s side to try to accumulate material
things as fast as possible. She left us
children at the house while she worked
in the field, but went back and forth fre-
quently to check on us. We lived around
Arapahoe for seven years.

The Indians were on reservations and
were issued rations of food and money
at intervals, but some of them just
wouldn’t give up their old customs. Bands
of them still lived in tepees and camped
in the Washita river bottom and nearby
creek beds. These were the Cheyenne
and Arapahoe tribes.

One day Papa was going to Clinton for
supplies. He saw an Indian man jump
up from the side of the road and run
into the woods out of sight. Papa stopped
his horses and walked over to where the
Indian had been sitting. He found a dead
horse lying there with a long-bladed
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knife sticking in its side. The Indian had
been eating. Papa took the knife and
went on his way, leaving the horse so
the Indian could finish his lunch.

Then there was the time we were visit-
ing one of our neighbors. A band of In-
dians came by and wanted to buy a cow.
Our neighbor sold the cow, after which
the Indian men chased her around the
pasture several times to make her meat
tender, as was their custom. Then they
killed the cow, and the squaws and chil-
dren rushed in, skinned her and began
eating the meat and intestines raw.

THE INDIANS named their children
after birds, animals and trees of the
forest. In our community one chief was
named Lone Wolf, another named Little
Wolf and another, Mad Wolf. Mad Wolf
had made a bad reputation for himself
among the settlers of the Territory.
Everybody feared and hated him.
According to the rumors we heard, he
lived up to his name. It was reported
that in earlier days he had taken little

babies from their mothers’ arms and
killed them by tossing them into the air
and catching them on his spear. At one
time he rode his pony into -Arapahoe
with women’s scalps tied on each side of
his bridle for decoration. Some white
men, seeing this, hurried into a hardware
store, seized some guns and ran him out
of town. They said they would kill him
if he ever came back.

Our own lives were marked by a fright-
ening experience with Mad Wolf. It was
spring, and Mother and Papa were very
busy plowing and planting for the new
crops. Mother had put off doing the fam-
ily laundry for two or three weeks be-
cause of the scarcity of water. It was a
very dry country except in the rainy sea-
son, and we had to haul water in barrels
from a spring five or six miles away.

Mother had asked Papa several times
to stop his work and go with her to the
spring, but he kept putting her off.

Finally in desperation, she told him if
he would help her load the barrels in the
wagon and hitch the mules, she would

W
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haul the water herself. So with Ethel
seated by her side and me in her lap,
Mother started out.

She had gone about three miles from
home when she saw a man approaching
on horseback. As he came nearer she
could tell he was an Indian. Then she got
the scare of her life when he got close
enough to be recognized.

It was Mad Wolf! And he was dressed
in his finest regalia. He wore a feath-
ered headdress, beaded leather jacket,
breeches and moceasins, and his long
black hair hung in two braids.

He rode up to the side of the wagon
and started trying to talk to Mother. She
couldn’t understand what he was saying
and she just kept driving the wagon
down the road. He turned his horse
around and rode along beside her, still
attempting to tell her something.

When he saw she wouldn’t be both-
ered with him, he held out a beaded
walking cane which was hanging on his
saddle. Mother said it was a beautiful
thing. As he held it out to her, he took
hold of my arm saying, “Papoose. Pa-
poose.”

Mother knew immediately what he had
been trying to tell her. He wanted to

trade his beaded walking cane for her

baby.

“No! No!” she told him. “You can’t
have my papoose.” But Mad Wolf kept
pulling at my arm trying to take me
from her.

Mother pushed me down between her
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knees and began applying the whip to
the team. Down the road we went, with
the water barrels bouncing and frighten-
ing the mules until they were on the
verge of running away. Mother glanced
back and Mad Wolf was coming on as
fast as his horse could run!

Then Ethel looked down and saw his
cane under the seat of the wagon. “Moth-
er,” she said, “I see that old man’s stick.”

He had dropped the cane over in the
corner of the wagon while he was pull-
ing at my arm, and Mother hadn’t no-
ticed it. She told Ethel to get down in
the wagon and hand it to her, and then
she hurled it out to the side of the road
as far as she could throw. Mad Wolf saw
it sail through the air, and rode up to
where it was and picked it up. He then
went on the way he had been going when
we met him. He had been chasing Mother
to get his cane instead of her baby.

She got another scare when we ar-
rived at the spring. It was at the bottom
of a canyon and as she was going down
the hill which led into the canyon, she

By WILLIE VICTORY POTEET

Hlustration by Paul Hudgins

saw another Indian man sitting on a rock
whittling on a stick. She didn’t wait to
see if he were friendly or not. When
Mother came to a wide place in the road,
she turned the wagon around and drove
to one of our neighbors’ who had a wind-
mill. After that experience, Papa always
went with her for water.

ABOUT six years later, Mad Wolf died.

Mother, Ethel and I were at home
alone and we kept hearing a noise of
some kind, but we couldn’t tell what it
was. It seemed a great distance away and
then the wind changed and it seemed
much closer. We could hear drums . . .
boom . .. boom .. and a weird scream-
ing and yelling. Mother said the Indians
must be on the warpath.

We were growing more frightened each
minute, so Mother hitched the mules to
the wagon and we headed for town. After
we got there we found we had nothing

(Continued on page 62)

Free land was the decoy of Indian Territory, and many a home-
steader wandered foolishly within gunshot of failure and ruin . . .

LET'S TRY IT

SOMEWHERE ELSE!

September-October, 1967
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Wild Ol Days!

Railroad workers on the Santa Fe line at

A SECTION LABORER REMEMBERS
By William Edward (Ed) Conway

After my father’s death in 1946, I
found this speech among his possessions
and thought it would be of interest to
all old railroad men. It had been delivered
by him several years earlier.—Orie O.
Conway.

AT the last meeting of the Association

of Maintenance of Way employees
and railroad officials held at San Ber-
nardino, California, I was selected by
Chairman McNutt to prepare a paper to
be read at the next meeting. As no men-
tion was made of what I was to write
about, I am going to try and explain to
the younger men now working in the
Track department of one of the greatest
if not the greatest, railroads in the world,
how econditions have changed since the
time T first went to work as a section
laborer.

My father was a section laborer and
section foreman, and as far back as I
can well remember, my bread and butter
has been furnished by the Santa Fe Rail-
way in wages paid my father and myself
over a period of about fifty years. When
I was about twelve years of age my fath-
er was section foreman on section 16 B
on the Panhandle division and was lo-
cated at a blind siding called Eagle
Chief (abandoned many years ago) in
Oklahoma. Section foreman’s “salary”
was $50.00 per month, and this covered
all time worked. No overtime was allowed
under any conditions. Section laborers
received 12%% cents per hour, straight
time, and in case of wreck or rainstorm
requiring more than usual time to be
worked, straight time was paid and in
most cases the men laid off the following
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Courtesy Orie O. Conway
Penzance, Arizona, near Holbrook, in 1911

day to make up for the overtime worked.

The section quarters, consisting of sec-
tion house of four rooms and basement,
was built to accommodate two section
gangs. The foreman lived in the section
house and paid $5.00 per month rental,
and the foreman and laborers of section
15 B were to live in the basement and
board with the foreman who rented the
house. They paid $15.00 per month for
room and board. This basement was one
large room about 16 x 30 feet, ceiling
about 7 feet. It had three windows on the
south side and one on the east side which
were about two feet square, admitting
very little light or ventilation. The walls
were of stone and the floor was plank.
There was a stairway at the south end

.of the basement which opened outside

and had trap doors at the top.

The room was generally damp and at
times would have as much ag six or eight
inches of water over the floor. This was
as good or better than the general run
of sectiomquarters. There were no lights
except what you provided yourself; out-
side toilets, of course; and drinking water
was from either cistern or well. We were
allowed old ties for fuel, when available,
and occasionally would beg a little coal
from the engineer on the local. There
were generally five to seven men who

-~ slept in the basement, depending upon

the number of men allowed on the sec-
tion. There were absolutely no ba’chmg

‘facilities at all.

THE LABORERS were mostly of the

old Irish Terrier “Boomer” type who
roved from one place to another, work-
ing only a few months at one place, gen-
erally ragged and lousy but skilled track
laborers and good workers, practically all

good drinking men and of the roughest
type, a type of man who has long since
left the service. A few of them were
promoted to foremen and occasionally
one is still in the service in one capacity
or another. ‘This type man is the one
often referred to as the “old school” and
he acquired his knowledge of track work
by working all over the country under
different foremen and different condi-
tions.

Since I lived at a blind siding and there
was nothing to do, I spent most of my
time with these men out on the track,
helping them tamp ties, raise low joints
and other track work. Long before I was
old enough to work, I could raise and
line track and knew many of the short-
cuts to doing track work, which was a
great help to me when I did start (which
I did when I was fourteen years old).

This was in 1896 and the section gangs
were being filled up by men who had
taken up claims and were trying to farm.
These men would get jobs on the sec-
tions during the time they could be
spared from farm chores. When the time
came to work on the farm they would
hire someone to work for them on the
section, and the foreman would report the
time in the regular man’s name, and on
pay days the farmer would come to work
and get his check and pay the man for
the days he had replaced him. This was
the way I started out and I worked in
this way for about one year before I
actually was carried on the time book.

When these farmers went to work,
living conditions changed and they built
dugouts, sod houses or other kinds of
shacks to batch in; or they lived at home
as much as two and one-half miles away
and walked back and forth to work. We
worked ten hours each day for 12% cents
per hour and our transportation was the
old hand car, not the new type of roller
bearing hand car that came out later.

Our cars were of the old brass
bearing type and some of them would
hardly run downhill. It was equal to any
half day’s work to pump it over the sec-
tion ~ and back, especially in windy
weather. The time it would take to pump
this hand car home would vary a great
deal, depending upon the wind and how
hard each man would pump. It was not
unusual to arrive at the tool house from
fifteen to as much as forty-five minutes
late and at times even later than that.
No overtime was paid regardless of the
time we got home, yet very often men
would be waiting at the tool house for
the foreman to see if there was a vacancy
on his gang. If you didn’t like the way
things were going and did not dig in to
suit the boss and keep your end up, there
was a man to take your place.

I believe more men were discharged on
the section for not doing their share of
pumping on the hand car than for any
other cause; there was quite a knack to
it, and the boss could tell who was shirk-

True West



ing. The section foreman was the boss
of his gang, for in those days no one
ever came over the line except on the
rear end of the trains.

HE ROADMASTER came over the
line probably once a month at most,
and then he would “relay” over the dis-
trict by hand car, each gang taking him
over their section. Quite often section
gangs were picked up by work train and
taken along to unload ties or other ma-
terial and they would be left at some dis-
tant point to wait for a passenger train
to return them home, often as late as
midnight.

There was always considerable rivalry
on the gang to see who could be the
first man, or straw boss as he was gen-
erally called, who in the absence of the
foreman was boss, and raised and lined
track or any other easier jobs. He also
got the Sunday track walking, receiving
62% cents for walking over the section
and back. Generally he had to change
from one to five pairs of angle bars
which he would find broken. But the
strangest thing was that nearly always
there was a bolt missing very near the
far end of the section, and the foreman
most always mentioned that this bolt had
or had not been put in when the gang
went to the end of section on Monday
morning.

Section 15 B was seven miles long and
end of section was 700 feet from the tool
house, which meant that you walked 14
miles and 1,400 feet and received 62
cents for the day’s work regardless of
the time it required. Times were so hard
and men so plentiful that this small
amount was very much desired.

There were no labor-saving tools, and
section men made their own guard rails
and were furnished the old Jenney track
jacks which weighed 80 or 90 pounds,
which they had to haul around or use
some homemade block for raising and
lining of track. Also, we had no ballast
except a few cars of engine cinders from
roundhouses. The cutting of weeds on the
unballasted track was a big job in sum-
mer and the only tool furnished was the
short No. 2 track shovel. Most of the
laborers where I worked bought their
own shovel with a longer handle, or
bought hoes and worked them over into
weed cutting tools at their own expense.

Later the section foreman and men on
some sections bought “Casey Jones” gas
engines and placed them on the hand
car frame. This was really the start of
motor cars for section use, which is in
general use over the entire system today,
and in my estimation is the greatest im-
provement in the transportation of track
gangs. It also saves much time and hard
work and if properly handled is far safer
than the old hand cars.

About this same time, the new con-
crete bunkhouses were first constructed.
They provide good clean, comfortable liv-
ing quarters for section laborers and
can be made very homelike if the occu-
pant so desires. With these very im-
portant improvements came several other
things that go to make section work a
more pleasurable employment.

A great many foremen and laborers
had been paying $18.00 to $24.00 per
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year into organizations with the hope
of getting some recognition with the com-
pany and therefore improving their work-
ing and living conditions. But all they
received was a receipt for the money paid
in, no signs of any representation of any
kind was ever noted, and no one ever
called on them except to collect more
dues. The greatest thing that ever hap-
pened to the men in the track and bridge
departments happened in 1925 when the
present Maintenance of Way Association
was organized which gives the men not
only representation through members of
their own choice, but also provides for
meetings such as this where the floor
is yours for stating your own grievances.

When I sit in these meetings, I just
can’t help but think what some of the old
“Terriers” that I have worked with
would have to say if they could hear
someone request that a windowpane in
his kitchen be replaced or the screen
door on his living quarters be repaired.
I don’t mean by this that it is out of
order today to make such requests, but it
certainly would have been a knock-out to
one of us in the old days.

OLD PIONEER: 1863-1964
By H. D. Wernex

IN THE mad scramble for gold in the

boom days no creek gulch or gully in
a prospect area was left “unturned.” The
story of old Pioneer, Montana, is closely
associated with Gold Creek.

Pioneer Creek running into Gold Creek
was first worked by prospectors in 1862
when a Colorado party of miners ar-
rived. Among them was J. M. Bozeman,
who four years later was murdered on
the Yellowstone by renegades from the
Blackfoot tribe who had been taken in
by the Crows.

Digging and sluicing produced good re-
sults and the place was soon referred to
as Pikes Peak Gulch, after the area they
had left in Colorado. Pioneer, Pilgrim
and Yamhill Gulches all appeared to be
good prospects, but the party pulled

stakes and headed for the new strike on
Grasshopper Creek. Not until the Pioneer
Mining District was formed in 1866 did
activity return to Pioneer.

To handle a water problem a thirteen-
mile waterway was constructed by the
Pioneer Ditch Company to bring water
to Pikes Peak, Pioneer and Willow Creek
mines. The population of the settlement
soon jumped to better than a thousand.
As hydraulic equipment cut down the
banks, gold recovery was running into
$2,000 a week. By 1870 Pioneer gulches
had given up $20,000,000 in gold.

Pioneer became one of Montana’s live-
liest camps. Four breweries were kept
busy turning out whiskey for the town’s
six saloons, and excitement-hungry min-
ers filled the gambling houses where
chips were paid for in gold dust, the only
medium of exchange.

On occasion Pioneer was a stopover for
funeral processions from Beartown, a
rough little camp situated in a steep,
narrow canyon. With no room for a mar-
ble orchard, most people were interred
elsewhere. By the time the mourners had
reached Pioneer, the procession was
ready to halt for a booster. The departed
rested while the living took strength, and
the strange little band then continued
on its mission. :

Pioneer’s Chinese population usually
equalled that of the white. As soon as
a gulch was considered worked out, a
swarm of Orientals moved in. At one time
800 Chinese worked the gulches directed
by one Tim Lee. Tim Lee lived to be-
come admitted to the Masonic Order and
in his old age was cared for by Masons.

ONE ENTERPRISING, scheming indi-
vidual—Conrad Kohrs—came to Pi-
oneer in the mid-1870s, and bought up
mining claims and water rights with an
eye to shutting out the independent
miners. After locating and purchasing
some claims, he gave up mining but re-
mained to harass his neighbors.
An English syndicate, the Gold Creek

(Continued on page 45)

Cabins in Pioneer, Montana. Note the unfinished cabin at right.

Courtesy H. D. Wernex
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Studio of C. M. Russell, Great Falls, Montana
Will Crawford’s “"Trader”

Will Crawford:
Wizard of Pen and Ink
(Continued from page 38)

of his comprehensive knowledge of his-
torical firearms and costumes, he was
also employed as a technical advisor for
film studios. “I was hired,” he once re-
marked “to design Indians costumes for
‘Northwest Passage.’ Every couple of
minutes, it seemed, a studio messenger
came rushing up on a motoreycle to find
out if I had any drawings ready. After
two days I caved in. Those motorcycles
were too much.”

Will’s more than ordinary talent as a
woodcarver brought him into association
with Dwight Franklin who was busy
turning out wax figures of prominent
characters for a Hollywood museum.

And then, in 1942, Will wanted to go
home again—Dback home to the little sin-
gle-tax colony, Free Acres.

Will Crawford had been full of life;
friendly, articulate, bubbling over with
enthusiasm for everything alive. Even
in ‘his late sixties, he was teeming with
curiosity about people, places and things.

All this points to a behavior classifica-
tion of ‘extrovert,” it would appear. But
that just wasn’t so in the case of Will
Crawford. He was modest to an extreme.
He didn’t sign his name or even initial
many of the most outstanding pen and
inks he’d done during that long and bril-
liant career!

But Will Crawford was a big little
chap in a hundred different ways. He
was a giant of a man on kindness—an
enormous individual when it came to the
philosophy of what made life worth
living. -
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Chips from Five Cords a Day
(Continued from page 23)

ly using the stranger as a go-between to
carry on their conversation. If the poor
stranger became restless and wanted to
leave, one or the other would grab him
by the arm and start telling him a dirty
joke. Hell and high water may come;
hell and high water may go; these two
had their reputation for not speaking to
maintain. They would not speak—for to
speak would be dishonest and disloyal
to each other.

Jim Rolston, upon learning that Evie,
his sixteen-year-old daughter, had eloped
with Joe, reached up over the fireplace
and brought down a double barrel shot-
gun, loaded with buckshot. He saddled
Old Paint and rode in pursuit.

How Evie kept Joe hid for the next
few months is easy to explain. Joe was
a man who looked ahead. He had built
his house at the edge of a thirty-acre
thicket of chaparral bushes, and this
thicket was matted and almost too thick
to crawl through.

After his father-in-law had almost
ridden up on him at the house, which
caused him to tear a path halfway
through the thicket, he told Evie he had
intended to clear the thicket out any-
way, so he would start to work out from
the center of it and keep clearing it in
a circle until he got it ready for the
plow. He also said that in order to have
it ready for planting that season, he
would be forced to start work before day-
break and work until sundown. He would
be so rushed he would have to carry his
lunch to work mornings. And before
leaving with his pick and ax next morn-
ing he cautioned Evie, “Now, in case
you have to come out there, you be blame
shore nobody is following you. I don’t
want to get in any more blame traps.
"Bout as soon get shot as to have to run
through that thicket again.”

In a few weeks Evie had established
grapevine connections through her
brothers, Tom and Math, and sisters,
Sallie and Bell. They kept her informed
of the direction their father had gone.
They were just children, seven to four-
teen years old. One day, one of them
came over and reported, “Paw left his
gun home today. He came home last
night all excited. He said he saw Joe
coming down the road about a quarter-
mile off. He slipped his horse in the
brush at the side of the road and waited
with his gun in the forks of a tree to
get good aim, with both hammers cocked.

“¢ Joe walked by, Paw said,‘and just
as he got even with me twenty steps or so
out in the road and I was pulling the
triggers, Great God Almighty, then I
saw it was Jim.” He said he just trembled
all over to think that he nearly killed
the best friend he had in the world.”

Sally had spoken up then and said,
“Paw, you used to feel the same about
Joe.”

““You are right, daughter. I guess I'm
a fool. Anyway, I got a letter today your
Uncle John is down sick. Matthew, you
and Tom start this morning. Get the
bows and wagonsheet on that wagon
’cause we're heading west Monday morn-
ing. You girls pack up the bedding,

groceries and things and be sure and
get the gun in the wagon.

“Now Evie,” Sally said, “you must go
home with us and stay overnight until
we leave. It will make Paw feel better.”

Evie later said she sure “felt sorry
for Paw” when she told him goodbye
that Monday morning. But that ended
the double barrel shotgun days in Joe’s
life. However, he finished the grubbing
and clearing of the thicket on time and,
with two yokes of oxen, the sod was
broken and a good crop was made on the
thirty acres.

OE told me that one time Jim sold a
note or something, and it was neces-
sary that he sign the paper before a

mnotary public. The nearest notary was at

Cameron or Lexington, both about the
same distance away. Cameron was a
little closer but crossing the San Gabriel
and Little River had to be considered
and caused Jim to choose going to Lex-
ington.

Joe suggested he take a horse and
ride, but Jim said Hell no, that it was
only nineteen miles straight through the
woods, and forty miles by road, so he
would walk. He arrived in Lexington to
find that the notary public lived seven
miles farther on, so he walked on out
to the farm house as directed. Arriving
there, he saw 2 man plowing in the field,
but rather than walk over the plowed
ground he yelled “Hello” in front of the
house.” When a lady appeared at the
door, he asked her if her husband was
a notary public?

She said, “No, he is a Democrat.”

Jim said this made him so damn mad
that he wheeled and was going to head
for Cameron, but about that time an
older lady came to the door and got his
paper fixed up.

I was always struck by the fact that
Mother’s side of the family had over
5,000 relatives against the Clarks’ hav-
ing 5—great odds, you must admit.
Take, for example, my great-grand-
father, Matthew McClanahan Cornwallis
Rolston. He had over 4,000 acres of land
in the home ranch, roughly cornering
at Nile, Gay Hill and Salty. He was a
giant in stature, 6 feet 6 inches tall,
with shoulders wide as a door. He wore
a Stetson hat with a brim almost big
enough to cover the 4,000 acres. He had
nine fine sons and nine fine daughters.
The old man’s eyesight began to fail, and
when the nine sons brought in nine
beautiful and flashy brides, hooped and
bustle-skirted, Great Grandpa lost his
eyesight entirely.

He was born in Ireland, County Gal-
way, at Cow Crossing; west fork of the
River Shannon. Some city police de-
partment lost a good man when they
failed to get him on the force. Tracing
an ancester back to Ireland is far
enough. We can assume that he was a
horse thief, and let it go at that.

I was about ten when he passed on to
his reward at the age of ninety-three.
About half of his many sons and daugh-
ters moved to and located around Long
Mountain, fourteen miles west of Mason,
Texas, and were scattered from there on
west to Rocksprings.
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Jim Rolston, Joe’s father-in-law, was
his eldest son, and made annual visits
to his relatives in the West. He wore a
long black beard, high boots and to see
him on a horse at breakneck speed after
a cow, it was hard to tell if it was him,
Buffalo Bill, Sam Bass or Cole Younger.
He always liked to tell of his last Indian
fight, which took place on Packsaddle
Mountain a few miles east of Llano in
1871. He and his family happened to be
passing on one of his annual trips west,
just at a time when the Indians were
making one of their last stands.

He said when he arrived and took
charge, only three white men were alive;
the others lay dead. He would always
ignore my question when I would ask
how many wild Indians he killed in that
battle.

However his wife, Elizabeth, had a
little different version of the fight. She
said when they reached Burnet and
learned of the Indian battle they de-
toured thirty-two miles around Pack-
saddle. She said he did make four kill-
ings, though—three cottontails and one
squirrel.

Tex and Joe Clark often discussed
their relatives, usually while sitting in
a squatting position out behind the
barn. Being busy morning, noon and
night, little time was had for conversa-
tion. I listened in when I could. I heard
Tex say to Joe, “Grandpaw told me that
Uncle John would always have to have
his dollar, and they paid it out of the
dead revenue® agent’s pocket.” This
puzzled me.

Then some years later a grizzled ex-
Texas Ranger told me this yarn that
his grandfather had told him, and that
old overheard conversation made more
sense. A revenue agent called at a small
house on the side of a mountain and
only a boy about ten years of age was
home. The following conversation took
place.

“Where is your father?”

 “Paw’s at the still.”

“Where is your mother?”

“Maw’s at the still.”

“Where are your brothers and sis-
ters?”

“They’re at the still.”

“T’ll give you a dollar to take me to
the still.”

“Gimme the dollar.”

“T’ll give it to you when I get back.”

“Mister, you ain’t coming back.”

Now, surely this couldn’t have hap-
pened in the Clark family; however if
I had to choose between cutting wood
or bootlegging, you can give me respect-
ability or give me disgrace, just so it’s
not five cords a day.

Hard-Luck Stage to Chihuahua
(Continued from page 19)

youth and I only hope all goes well.”

Unfortunately, an article printed in the
Denver Republican for July 13, 1881, re-
vealed that the pessimism of Mr. Mec-
Manus and General William T. Sherman
in regard to Pugh’s fate was fully justi-
fied.

THE APACHES
Torture and Murder
Creates a Genuine
Reign of Terror on the Southern Border
“Las Vegas, July 12: The fate of
Thomas Key Pugh, son of the late Sen-
ator of Ohio, who was reported missing
from the stage bound for Chihuahua that
left Paso Del Norte on the 2d, and which
was “jumped” by the Indians, is now
known. The savages attacked the stage
and the driver was killed but a Mexican
and an American, Comstock, escaped to
tell the tale. Young Pugh scrawled a
message on a piece of envelope, stating
that he was in the hands of the Apaches,
but nothing was heard from him for
several days.

“Now don't say anything to make him mad!”
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“The worst fears of his friends, who
imagined that he had been tortured by
his captors, seem to have been realized,
for his body was found a few days ago.
It was lying not far from the stage road,
and just over a hill. It was shockingly
mutilated, and the poor fellow had evi-
dently been subjected to the most ter-
rible and revolting tortures.

“The stage from Chihuahua for Paso
del Norte, the last of the week, halted
and then turned back for Chihuahua. The
news of numerous massacres by the reds
on the road and the alarming nature of
the Indian news was the reason for this.
The mail was sent through to Paso del
Norte by a messenger. It is reported that
a team that was coming up slowly from
Chihuahua to Paso Del Norte was at-
tacked by the Indians somewhere in the
vicinity of Lucero. It contained an officer
in the Mexican army who was quite sick,
a woman, and a Mexican driver. All three
were killed. The Indians are reported to
have massacred two people near Fort
Quitman, Texas, last week.”

RESEARCH fails to reveal the disposi-

tion of the remains of unfortunate
Thomas Key Pugh. He may have been
buried near the scene of his death or
possibly in El Paso, or he may have
been shipped back home.

Violence was so rampant on both sides
of the border there was little time to
mourn the dead or comfort the living.

Wild Old Days!
(Continued from page 43)

Mining Co., Ltd., came to Pioneer, and
brought in a dredge to work the stream
beds. But Kohrs reactivated his “no
water” program and shut off the com-
pany’s supply. After being unable to
come to any agreement with him, the
British company pulled out, leaving its
equipment behind. The case was fought
in law courts for nearly twenty years
until Pat Wall of Butte purchased the
syndicate’s holdings, along with water
riglits held by Kohrs, and the entire
townsite of Pioneer.

The dredge somehow missed most of
Pioneer, so today buildings of various
ages and construction still line the town’s
main street. Some are almost hidden in
the underbrush; cattle droppings cover
the floors of many; here and there a
rosebush still blooms; a neglected, storm-
tossed apple tree may still bear fruit.

Though Pioneer is a silent camp, in
the distance the rumble and rattle of
heavy machinery can be heard, as the
gravels of Pioneer Creek undergo an-
other dredging and washing by modern-
day miners in pursuit of the yellow
metal.

COALIE

By Mertie Ellis Wood
as told to Louise Wood

WE LIVED on a ranch located some

miles out of Junction, Kimble Coun-
ty, Texas, in the early 1900s. I was fif-
teen, the oldest of five girls. One time
Daddy and my brother Jack had to be
away from the ranch for three days, and
the whistling stranger showed up on the
first night they were gone.
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Coalie was a huge short-haired dog,
and fierce. He was black all over and
had the longest body I’ve about ever seen
on a dog. He would not bite a woman or
a girl but would bite anything that wore
britches and could have killed a man
easily. A stranger who rode up to the
house on horseback had better stay
mounted. I’ve seen Daddy knock that
dog almost cold to keep him off someone.

We kept Coalie chained when the men-
folk were away and had him chained in
the front yard on this particular night.
Mother and we girls had gone to bed
around 9:30 and all of us were sleeping
in the same room on the south side of
the house—either because that room was
cooler or because there were only women-
folk there alone.

The barn and saddle house sat back
a way on the south side also, and from
the windows on that side of the house we
had a clear view. Sometime that night
Mother woke me up, and I could hear
Coalie raising a ruckus. We could plainly
hear someone whistling—not like whist-
ling to call a dog, but more of a tune.
Our house was on the road which led off
from the Junction-McKavett road and up
to our house and on past it to the barn
then. played out. It was a private road
and led only to our place. The house
faced east.

The moon was shining enough that by

looking out of the east window we could
see a tall man walking along the road.
It was customary in those days to holler
at the house. A stranger was always
welcome as long as he behaved himself
and would be given a meal and a night’s
lodging if needed or help if he was sick.
This one did not hello the house or seem
to pay the ranting dog any mind but
continued on past and stopped at the
saddle house where he raised the latch
and disappeared inside, leaving the door
open. :
Mother had moved over to a window
on the south side and we watched from
there. I could easily have stepped out
and turned the dog loose but Mother
wouldn’t let me, saying that the man
might kill him. The younger girls slept
undisturbed as we kept a vigil at the
windows and Coalie kept up a noise. He
did not settle down the whole night and
neither did we, but stayed by the win-
dows and watched the night through.

As soon as daylight came, Mother
loaded Daddy’s double barrel shotgun and
I turned the dog loose. I've never seen
a dog want loose so bad in my life. He
leaped over the picket fence by the house
and made a dash for the open door of
the saddle house, disappearing inside.
Coalie soon ran back out, and we knew
then that the stranger was gone but when
and how we couldn’t understand. The dog
sniffed the ground and picked up the
trail. He went around the left side of
the barn and circled back of it, then
turned west going under a plank gate and
was lost to sight in a pasture thicket.

We had gone into the kitchen so we

" could watch, but could not see him any

more after he hit the bushes. Mother
said that Coalie would either kill the man
or bay him up a tree if he overtook him
but Coalie must have lost the trail in
the rocks for he returned after awhile.

Daddy checked the saddle house when
he and Jack got back home but could
not find anything missing. That’s the last

‘we heard of the whistling stranger and

it’s still a mystery where he came from.
or where he went.

WE CAME by Coalie in a roundabout

way. An old man passing through
Menard in a wagon gave him to a cousin
of mine, saying he didn’t have enough
food for the dog and himself. My cousin
took the dog home and tied him in the
yard. He was awfully skinny, and boys
passing the house would tease him and
he got to where he would bite. My aunt
asked if we would take the dog, saying
that we could use him on a ranch, and
that’s how come us with Coalie.

I don’t know what breed of dog he
was. A stranger came to the ranch once,
wanting milk for a sick baby, but he
wouldn’t come inside the yard and waited
for Jack to take his jug for Mother to
fill with sweet milk. We had the dog
chained and told him so, but he still
wouldn’t venture inside the yard.

On another occasion Coalie treed a
couple of men on a field fence. He woke
Mother barking around 3:00 one morn-
ing. She said that she could tell by his
bark that somebody was around, and tried
to get Daddy up to go and see, but he
said that whoever it was would stay
treed until morning. Mother wouldn’t let
him sleep anyway, fearing that it might
be someone sick and needing help, so
Daddy went.

From his bark, Coalie sounded as if he
was about half-way between the house
and the main road, where a field fence
ran along. Sure enough, there were two
Mexicans up on the fence and Coalie was
on the ground keeping them there. They
were scared and started trying to speak
English when they saw Daddy. He caught
hold of the dog who was hard to hold,
and said “Vamos!”’ and they did, hitting
the ground on the other side of the fence
and heading out of there.

I don’t know how old Coalie was when
we got him but his teeth were good and
he was through growing. We had him
until he was feeble and near blind, and
had him when we moved to Fort Mec-
Kavett. He wouldn’t bite the folks there
after he got acquainted with them, but
we had a neighbor boy the dog didn’t
seem to like and Coalie would put him
on a wagon in a hurry. The boy was al-
ways teasing and hollering at me. One
hot day—and he was bareheaded—he
stepped over a low fence into our yard,
and when he did Coalie was after him
and put him up on our wagon where he
stood begging me to come and call off
the dog. At last, it was my turn and I
left him up there in the hot sun. Coalie
would lie down by the wagon until the
boy made a move to get down, and then
he was up and ready for a fight. Mother
finally went out and held the dog until
the pest escaped.

When Coalie got so old and sick that
he needed to be put out of his misery,
neither Daddy nor Jack would agree to
kill him. However, we had a volunteer—
the same boy Coalie had treed on our
wagon that hot summer day.
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LWL it
If you have information coilcerniglg
persons referred to below, do not write
te us. Communicate directly with the
letter writer.

Tee Cross
Dear Hosstail:

Here is an old photograph that has

been in my family for some time. I
would like to know if any old-timers know
anything about the Tee Cross Ranch in
southwestern Oklahoma? Harmon Coun-
ty now, it was a part of Greer Coun-
ty when this picture was taken.
My parents, and myself, lived on this
old ranch for twelve years. At the time
we moved there they had a post office
but spelled it “Teacross.” My aunt, the
old lady in this photo, had homesteaded
a quarter-section and her oldest son
another quarter-section adjoining hers.
On the old lady’s allotment was located
T. Cross Springs, which today furnishes
water for the city of Hollis, Oklahoma,
twelve miles away.

Most of the water in this locality is
strong “gyp,” or was when we lived
there. Around these springs we found
many bones and fossils. I personally
found some gigantic molars, far larger
than any horse or cow ever had. Two
were around eight inches by three inches
by four-and-a-half inches in size. I
played with them a while then threw

S ooy s

them away, not realizing that today
they would be valuable museum pieces.

I think you will agree that this is a
typical - homesteader’s residence. The
house my parents lived in was a quarter-
of-a-mile south of this one but on the
same ranch. The springs were located a
quarter-of-a-mile east of this old house.

If T could learn who owned and
operated the T. Cross Ranch and who
founded it, my history of the place would
be complete.—Leon (Buck) Dial, 250
Smith Avenue, Dinuba, California 93618.

Buskirk or Van Buskirk

My great-great-grandparents were
Wm. Van Buskirk born about 1826;
Meelisa Jane Coy in 1829 in Illinois.
They were married 1850, Washington
County, Iowa. They had twelve boys and
one girl, the latter my great-grand-
mother. The boys I know of are Edgar
H. 1851, Samuel C. 1858, Leorenzo C,
1859-60, Alval P. or A. 1861. The ones
I've “lost” are Luther, Lum, Geo., Daniel
and William. There is a chance that some
dropped the Van and only go by Buskirk
as Edgar H. did. '

I would be grateful for any informa-
tion or any descendants I could hear
from. I will answer all mail.—Billie
Danos, 3890 Wolff, Denver, Colorado
80212.

Bowen

My great-grandfather, Zadok Cram-
mer Bowen, lived near Lawrence, Kan-
sas, in the 1860s. He was a farmer and
schoolteacher and served in the Home
Guard when the Civil War broke out,
as he was too old to enlist in the regular
army. I have heard that he had to wear
a gun when he worked his fields and I
have always wondered if he may have
been involved in the Kansas and Mis-
souri border troubles. I would like to
hear from anyone who might have
knowledge of his life during that time.

He was born in 1818, came from Indiana
and died in Shawnee County, Kansas, in
1888. Some of his brothers’ names were
Uriah, Henry, Decatur, and Robert Ross.
His wife was Minerva Rankin,

I would also appreciate hearing any-
thijng about the origin of Jane Bowen
who married . gunman John Wesley
Hardin in Texas—where her family
came from originally and any of her an-
cestors’ names.—Linda Bowen, Hastings,
Towa 51540.

Orr

I wish information about William
Orr who died about 1838 in the vicinity
of Sturgis or Caseyville, Union County,
Kentucky. He married Susan Stone, who
died in 1867, near Sturgis. They had
seven children of whom I am the grand-
son of one. He was William Warren Orr,
born in above area of Kentucky in 1833;
and who in June 1868 married Sarah
Elizabeth Ryle, born in Oldham County,
Kentucky. They moved to California in
1869. I would like information of pro-
genitors, descendants and relatives of
any of above—E. R. Orr, 847 14th
Street, Santa Monica, California 90402.

Leek

I was particularly interested in the
“Indian Fight in Jackson Hole” story
that appeared in the Spring, 67 issue of
OLD WEST. Mighty fine reading, as
well as acquainting me with a little
background on my great-uncle, (or great-
great uncle), Stephen N. Leek. I had
no idea that he had been in the Jackson
Hole area ’way back then. The Mr. Leek
who owned Leek’s Lodge in or near Jack-
son, Wyoming was my father’s uncle. If
any of his descendants are still living, I
would love to hear from them. I am as-
suming that both Stephen N. Leek and
the resort owner are related, or perhaps
the same person. I have been trying to

(Continued on page 53) :

This 1912 photo, taken near present-day Hollis, Oklahoma, shows a typic&l homestead family. Left to right: Grandfather P. M.
Tipton; grandsons S. D., Walter, and Sam Justice: daughter Tennessee Justice; granddaughter Martha Justice.

.
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Your Private Booger

(Continued from page 3)
that false tooth we have in front, or
the fear that the faker that sold us that
last lot of hair tonic has deceived us
and that our hair is really going gray
in spite of the devil and hair tonic. I
don’t think little boogers like that ever
give people any of the major human
ills.

And finally, my brethren—the one
thing in all the world that will lay the
ghosts of fear quicker than anything else,
is figuring out a pep talk for the other
guy and then applying it to yourself!

The Bartered Bones of
William Quantrill
(Continued from page 21)
room. There, in a scene right out of a
Boris Karloff movie, he stripped away
the newspaper and presented the skull
for the widow’s inspection. She recog-
nized a chipped tooth in the lower jaw.
There was no doubt about it. The skull

was her son’s.

Scott carefully rewrapped the skull,
placed it in a basket and left it in a
checkroom of the hotel while he accom-
panied Caroline on a visit to William’s
old companions living in Nelson County,
Kentucky. While on this trip, she de-
vised a scheme to steal the rest of her
son’s bones and take them back to
Ohio with her. She instructed Scott to
return to Louisville, and retrieve the
bones on the pretext of taking them up
for burial in a zinc-lined box.

Scott claimed he did not approve of
the deception, but he wasted no time in
following Mrs. Quantrill’s demands.
Mrs. Scally fell for the ruse. Scott man-
aged to spirit the skeleton out of the
cemetery, pick up the skull at the hotel
and depart for Ohio without being
caught.

O THIS POINT it appeared that

Scott was merely performing a Good
Samaritan service of sorts for Caroline
Quantrill. But already a gruesome plan
was being formulated.

A yellowed letter in the archives of
the Kansas State Historical Society
shows what Scott had in mind. The let-
ter is dated December 17, 1887. It is on
the stationery of the Iron Valley Re-
porter, Canal Dover, Ohio. W. W. Scott
is listed as “Editor and Proprietor.” The
letter was addressed to F. G. Adams,

- secretary of the Society. After a para-

graph of amenities, Scott got right to
the point:

“What would his (Quantrill’s) skull be
worth to your society?” In pious defense,
he continued: “I am not speculating in
dead men’s bones, but if I could get part
of the money I have spent I see no
reason why the skull might not be as well
preserved in your cabinet as to crumble
in the ground.”

He insisted the letter be kept “strict-
ly confidential . . . mark your letter
‘Personal.’ Destroy this letter when read,
and I will do the same with yours.”

He ended the letter with: “No one in
the world knows that I can get the head,
but I can.” He signed his name,
“Respectfully, W. W. Scott.”

At about this ‘time, Scott also sent
the Society a lock of Quantrill’s hair,

for he speaks of it in subsequent corres-
pondence. This lock of hair, the color of
mustard and showing the faint trace of
a wave, can be seen today. It is boxed
with the collection of W. W. Scott corres-

pondence in the archives at Topeka.

The exact sequence of events follow-
ing Scott’s December 17 letter is difficult
to follow. The records of the corres-
pondence with Scott are incomplete.
However, F. G. Adams must have shown
some interest in the remains, and ap-
parently offered to raise money for their
purchase.

In a follow-up letter we find a
troubled Scott writing: “Perhaps we had
better drop the matter, as it would be
difficult to raise twenty-five or thirty
dollars without too much publicity, and it
would not pay me to secure it for you
for a less amount.” But Scott kept the
door open by saying that Quantrill’s
bones were ‘“reinterred in such a way
as to be easily got at.”

Thus the matter rested for the next
several months. Then Scott decided to
make his sales pitch in person. Some-
time in 1888 he arrived in Topeka, bear-
ing Quantrill’s shin bones and skull.
The shin bones he presented as a gift,
and then put up the skull for a price.
He found no takers.

Several more years passed. In the
meantime, William Elsey Connelley, who
succeeded Adams as secretary of the
Society, purchased Scott’s manuscripts
and notes on Quantrill. Connelley later
used this material in his now-famous
biography of the guerilla leader.

From Scott’s letter it is apparent that
he hoped to outlive Mrs. Quantrill, which
would allow him freer movement in his
traffic in human bones. In one of his
letters he wrote: “The mother is now old.
In a short time she will pass away and
then publicity will not matter.”

But such was not to be. In 1903, Scott
died, preceding Caroline Quantrill to
the grave by several months. Scott’s
widow was left with the remainder of
Scott’s papers—and more of Quantrill’s
bones. She sold both.

Then she wrote a pathetic letter to
an official at the Topeka Society. She
pleaded that her husband’s role in grave
robbing should not be publicized. “He is
gone,” she said. “Don’t do anything to
make it unpleasant for me by bringing
his name into publicity now, please.”

The Historical Society apparently
abided by Mrs. Scott’s wish. For a time
the relics, mounted on a frame inside a
glass case, were on display, but eventu-
ally they were taken out of circulation
and stored in the archeological labora-
tory, where they are today.

We do not know for sure where Scott
kept the remains of his dead friend dur-
ing those years when he was negotiating
their sale. Mrs. Quantrill apparently
died believing her son rested beside his
father in the Canal Dover cemetery.

“There is no record of where Scott finally

deposited the skull. Perhaps it lies in
some historical institution, an unidenti-
fied relic. Or in a Canal Dover grave-
yard. Or perhaps a collector with a
grisly sense of humor is using it as a
doorstop. In this weird story anything is
possible.

True West



METAL DETECTOR FACTS |

The Following Is A Basic Lesson In The Fundamentals
- Of Electronics— ,
Taken From The “BURGESS MANUAL OF ELECTRICITY” Vol-2

1-ELECTRICAL INDUCTANCE:

When two or more coils of wire are used, each of a different diameter and
with the smaller coils placed within the larger coils, when electrical cur-
rent is introduced into either of the coils and a suitable indicating meter
attached to the other coil or coils, an electrical current is indicated. This
electrical current is called induced current — or mutual inductance. And
draws its power FROM the current of the other, or energized coil. Thus caus-
ing the energized coil to lose power.

We at D-TEX are publishing the above electrical facts in reply to the many letters of inquiries as to the feasibility of multiple
coil detecting heads for detecting devices. The above basic lessons in the flow of electrical currents is one of the first
lessons that a student or beginner must learn. Good electronic engineers are extremely careful in critical circutry design to
be sure no two coils are near to one another. The D-Tex detecting heads contain ONLY ONE COIL in order to maintain
our high degree of sensitivity and greater penetration depth. Neither do our coils have the cone shaped detecting field as

illustrated below.
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FORGET THE REST-GET THEBEST-GET D-TEX
: (Is This Your Year To Strike It Rich?)

For Full Information and Free Illustrated Catalog Plus Free Treasure Finding Tips Write Today

P.O. Box 246 D-TEX ELECTRONICS Garland, Texas 75040
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GOOD TROUT [
FISHING!

Yacation and rest in the
cool Recky Mountains of
New Mexico. Beautiful,
clean, modern log houses
—completely equipped |
for cooking—linens fur. :
nished.

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

Make reservations early to insure accommodations.
| Groceries, tackle, licenses, bait, liquors and beer.

Carl R. and Gladys Cooper, Mgrs.

EL VADO RANCH
Box 500 (Ph. JU 8-2496) Tierra Amarilla, New Mexico

UNDISCOVERED WEALTH!

FUN & PROFIT finding buried
treasure, mineral deposits, metal
with transistor Explorer M-SCOPE.
Known worldwide since 1932 for
supersensitivity and dependability.
Guaranteed. Easy terms.

SEND FOR
FREE

CATALOG
AND USER

T‘M-;‘ RESULTS

RESEARCH LAB., INC.

Dept. TW 7, Palo Alto, Calif.

SMART. TOP VALUE FOX WESTERNS
HAND MADE IN OUR FACTORY, TO YOUR ORDER

Order a Fox Western hat
exactly as you want it.
Select from 12 colors, all
sizes, also select style,
crown height, brim width
to 4%, and band width.
Greatest value at lowest
cost. The choice of hun-

dreds, This quality buy only available
from Fox. All hats made of heavier Fox
weight, imported felt. Money back
guarantee. LOW
Send for FREE illustrated Folder— FRIGES
gives ordering details. 312.59
FOX HAT CO., Hatters Since 1910 to
477 Wabasha St., Dept. TW-10 $20.00
St. Paul, Minnesota 55102

Books F'ound i

Out-of-print books at lowest prices!

You name it—we find it
Western Americana and Indian Books a
soecialty. Fast service. Send us your wants
—no obligation.

International Bookfinders
Box 3003-TW Beverly Hills, Calif.

FREE

Western Wear

CATALOGUE

“Western Hat Center of the World”

Boots—Coats—Riding Accessories

LUSKEY'S WESTERN STORE

DERT:T 101 NORTH HOUSTON ST
FORT WORTH, TEXAS 76102
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The Cowgirl--Prospector
(Continued from page 18)

first shipment was sent out and the
assay ran $153.00 in gold and $3.00 in
silver. When the Log Cabin Mine turned
out to be their best claim, they renamed
it the Old Cowgirl, in honor of Lorena.

Lorena, by now at home in this rugged
country, had nevertheless never lost her
love of horses. So it wasn’t surprising
that while working only a few yards
from the waterhole, the horses coming
to it became accustomed to her voice and
movements. When Pete suspected what
was up and reminded her that taming
wild horses at her age was risky busi-
ness, he talked to deaf ears. Lorena had
already singled out a handsome red stal-
lion and named him “Rusty.”

In time Rusty and Lorena became good
friends, such good friends that he came
to her when she called. Her faith in the
stallion paid off one day when, with the
help of her saddle horse, Tonopah Jack,
she coaxed Rusty all the way down to
the house. There, she broke him to ride.
(Rusty was three years old and Lorena
sixty-seven.)

After some gallops over the country-
side, Lorena turned him loose to roam
with the herd until she wanted him—
and, if within calling distance, the horse
never failed to show up.

In fact, Rusty’s love and loyalty once
saved Pete and Lorena from freezing to
death when they were caught in a. snow-
storm at one of their camps. Drifts had
piled so high they had very little chance
of getting out alive unless Rusty could
hear Lorena calling. She called—called
repeatedly and gave up—for she could
see nothing moving across the vast white
expanse around them.

They had given up hope when Lorena
glimpsed a dark blotch fighting his way
toward them. It was Rusty! When he
reached them, she climbed aboard and,
with the wild horse breaking trail, Pete
followed and they made it home safely.

Lorena rode Rusty for the rest of her
life, the two of them becoming a familiar

-and unforgettable picture as they raced

through the country—a tiny woman on
the rusty-red stallion which old-timers
still talk about.

OONER or later most miners have
accidents, or get caught in tight
places. Lorena, too, had her share of
close calls but somehow always managed
to escape unscathed. Although getting
along in years, she was still rugged and
nimble.

She and Pete, caught in a flash flood,
nearly lost their lives while working at
the M & M Mine on Rawhide Mountain.
When the open cut in which they were
digging began filling with water, they
grabbed their two dogs and made it into
a short tunnel at a slightly higher level,
back of the cut. In no time, water in the
tunnel crept up to their knees. When it
was nearly waist deep they were caught
like two mice in a tub.

Lorena suggested they try to reach
a fair-sized niche in the wall above them,
in which they stored powder kegs and
mining implements. In the nick of time
they secrambled into it, with the two dogs,

~and sat there in a cramped position until

the sun came out and the water slowly
receded—much wiser for the experience.

Another narrow escape for Lorena,
through no fault of theirs, occurred at
the same mine. Caused probably from
earth tremors, a ten-foot slide, bringing
trees, boulders and debris from above the
mine, took everything with it, including
the mining tools. Had Lorena not decided
to go home a few minutes before, she
would have been buried alive.

This remarkable woman, a lover of the
outdoors and horses, who had won an
envied place in both the rodeo and min-
ing world, made her last public appear-
ance as a cowgirl when she took part in
the Lions Club Horse Show at Tonopah
in 1961, and won a trophy as best rider
in the parade.

In a few months summer had slipped
by and the tang of fall was in the air.
Pete started for the mine, leaving Lorena
at home to do some chores. Realizing he
had forgotten his lunch pail, Pete re-
turned to the house and found Lorena on
the living room couch.

When she looked up and said simply,
“Pete, I'm dying,” he couldn’t and didn’t
believe it. Lorena hadn’t been ill or even
complained of pain, he recalled, as he
rushed her to the hospital.

A week later, on November 15, 1961,
Mrs. Magnus Peterson, age sixty-seven,
better known as Lorena Trickey of
American and Canadian rodeo fame, who
held the title of world champion cowgirl
for ten years and retired undefeated,
took her last long ride. She is buried in
the peaceful little cemetery, among the
old-timers she loved, at Tonopah, Neva-
da. .
On September 11, 1966, Lorena was
paid tribute when her numerous trophies
were requested and put on display by
the Multnomah County Pioneers, at their
fiftieth anniversary celebration held in
Portland, Oregon.

What became of loyal Rusty? After
Lorena’s passing he was given his free-
dom to roam with the herd. For several
years he came to the house. Lorena was
not there to greet him. In time, Rusty’s
visits became fewer. Then none at all.
But old-timers still glimpse him, run-
ning wild, sleek and fat.

Treasures of Galveston Bay
(Continued from page 33)

less Texans?

The remainder of the Mexican Army
(more than 2,500 troops) was encamped
around Mrs. Powell’s tavern—about 20
leagues west of the battlefield. In charge
was General Vincente Filisola, who had
to beg his government for money in order
to finance his retreat back to Mexico.
Santa Anna, therefore, must have taken
all the money and loot with him to San
Jacinto. :

A personal bodyguard of Santa Anna
later told that the*General buried a valu-
able pay chest full of gold, just before
the battle at San Jacinto, at a spot near
the battleground when he realized that
a skirmish was imminent. All the other
gold and loot was disposed of in quite a
devious manner. None of this hidden
fortune was ever found.

True West



Buried pirate booty! Sunken Spanish
Igalleons! Rich shipwrecked cargoes!
Hidden Mexican gold! Forgotten treas-
ures! These are the many lost fortunes
around Galveston Bay that are ready
for the taking.

Recent progressive development in
transistorized electronic equipment has
produced some very sensitive metal-de-
tecting devices. The easy availability of
such equipment opens the exciting field
of treasure hunting to everyone in a
manner that is most fascinating. Who
does not feel his blood tingle and thrill
to the sound of the words “buried
treasure”? Now it can be searched for
easily with the use of these scientific
instruments.

THE night before Jean Lafitte depart-
ed from Galveston Island, he was
seen walking to and fro upon the floors
of his “Maison Rouge” murmuring some-
thing about “My treasure—the three
trees.” He must surely have been dis-
traught at the thought of leaving his
island fortress and possibly a little out
of his head; so those who heard him
thought he had unknowingly revealed the
location of one of his treasures.

The three trees—Lafitte’s Grove. Mid-
way down the island, three windswept
trees marked the site of an earlier bloody
battle between Lafitte’s pirates and a
tribe of Karankawa Indians. After three
days of fighting, seven pirates and sixty
Indians were killed. The defeated In-
dians left the island and never came back.
This battlefield was soon known as La-
fitte’s Grove.

Upon hearing about “—treasure—the
three trees”—those henchmen Lafitte left
behind wasted no time, and rushed to
Lafitte’s Grove to recover some of their
hard-earned booty. They searched and

dug diligently, finding only a few scat-

tered gold doubloons until suddenly one
of their shovels struck a solid object
buried deep in the sand. The shoveling
became more frantic as a large brass-
banded wooden box gradually appeared
out of the excavation. This was it! Booty
for all! Lafitte’s treasure!

The excited pirates quickly broke open
the cover of the chest in anticipation of
the riches therein, but were amazed at
what they saw. Only the remains of the
corpse of a woman were lying in the
chest! No gold. No silver. Shocked and
disappointed, they continued digging
around the grove, but nothing else was
found.

Did not Lafitte bury his wife, Madeline
Rigaud, whom he could have considered
his “treasure?” Was this what he was
referring to on that restless night back
at the Maison Rouge? Or was it pos-
sible that there might be another treasure
at some other trees? Strange markings
were found on some trees near Seabrook,
where Lafitte was known to have an-
chored his ships, and there are some
people who believe that Lafitte hid a
treasure near three large trees on the
high banks of Lone Oak Bayou.

There is another story of Lafitte’s
returning to Galveston Island, shortly
after he left, to bury a chest full of gold
and jewels at the grove. For a marker,
he buried a brass surveying rod known
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DISCOVER THE TRUE WEST . ..

with the new GOLD- MASTER Super
Sensitive Mineral, Metal, and

Treasure Finder.

Detects Gold and Silver Nug-
gets, Rings, Coins, Mineral
Float, Veins and Treasures.

® No cumbersome earphones. ..
a powerful speaker is used.

® Easy to operate.

@ Comes with two special loops.
A 1 for detecting

nuggets and. one for detecting

easures.
® Instructions . . . and fresh
batteries included.

A small natural GOLD NUGGET goes with each instrument which it will detect.

COMPLETE . . . ONLY
$169.50

Send for FREE literature now!!!
WHITE’S ELECTRONICS

Room 401

1011 Pleasant Valley Road
Sweet Home, Oregon

Buy the GOLD-MASTER on
Easy Terms! Just $29.50 down
and balance at $10.57 per
month . . . Also available thru
your local Finance Co. with no
down payment upon approved
credit.
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SAVE $$$ ON YOUR TAXIDERMY COSTS
with this do-it-yourself kit!

Mount your own big-game trophy at a fraction of
the amount you would pay a professional taxider-
mist. The complete kit has everything required to do
the job. Detailed written instructions outline the pro-
cedure step by step. A fascinating home hobby. The
kit is completely safe to use with no harmful chem-
icals.

Just $16, plus postage.

. Indicate which kit you want.

[ Antelope [] Whitetail deer [J Mule deer

Three options on the type of mount desired.
[] Head-on [J Head turned right [ Head turned left

Moose and elk kits also available, write for details.

Just take the three measurements indicated
on the drawing at right. Line A to C, line
A to B, and line D around the neck. These
measurements determine what size form is
needed for the mounting job. That's all
there is to it.

Add $1.80 for postage. Texas residents also add
2% sales tax.

AUSTIN TAXIDERMIST

2708 South Lamar Austin, Texas 78704
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40 TIMBERED ACRES
$1630 TOTAL PRIGE
WASH.-IDAHO-MONT.

$50 Down—$25 month, in Northern Ida-
ho, Northeastern Washington, and West-
ern Montana. In the heart of lakes and
big game country. All covered with grow-
ing timber. Access, Title insurance with
each tract. This is select land with natural
beauty, recreational and investment val-

ues. Your inspection welcomed. Write us
for free list, maps and complete informa-
tion. We have tracts of many types and
sizes from which to choose, including
Waterfront property on Pend O'reille,
Priest and Kettle Rivers and on Hidden
Harbor Bay of Pend O'reille Lake.
Write to: Dept. TW

A

REFORESTATION
inc.

P.O. Box 8146, Spokane, Wash, 99203

Treasures of
Galveston Bay

By CARROLL LEWIS

True accounts of lost and
buried treasure of Galves-
ton Bay. Maps and pic-
tures. Cloth bound, $4.95.

TEXIAN PRESS
Dept. J
: P. 0. Box 1684
WACO, TEXAS 76703

See What Natural Goid Really Looks Like
with this new beautiful 5 power pocket battery
" powered flashlight magnifying glass. A host of uses.
Comes with small naturai gold nugget, ready to
operate, Weight 42 oz. Price only $3.95, pre-
paid and insured to you. May be shipped C.0.D.

WHITE'S ELECTRONICS
1218 Main St. Dept. TW  Sweet Home, Oregon
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CASH PAID

£ FOR ORIGINAL s
0il Paintings « Watercolors  Drawings
by Early American Artists
Subjects sought: Revolutionary ¢ Civil War
Spanish/American War
Send photo details in 1st letter.
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Find TREASURE and RELICS with new 1967 models.
Used by professionals and amateurs the world over.
Guaranteed to detect Gold, Silver Coins, PE
battlefield relics. FREE INFORMATION.

RAYSCOPE °

Box 715 No. Hollywood, Calif. 91603

as a “Jacob’s Staff” and left about a
foot of it sticking out of the sand. It is
possible that the blowing sands soon cov-
ered the rod and those who were to look
later for treasure at the grove never ran
across the marker.

The three trees at Lafitte’s Grove were
destroyed by a hurricane in 1915. After
a number of years, new sprouts grew
out of the gnarled old roots, and today
quite a few small trees stand at the spot.
The grove is located about fifty yards
east of Stewart’s Road about twelve
miles down the island adjoining the W.
Ostermeyer property. A State of Texas
historical marker can be found among the
weeds and bushes that grow around the
grove.

WITHIN a short walking distance from

Lafitte’s Grove, a farmer named
Bill Zingleman was plowing in a rented
cabbage patch one September day in
1937. He saw something shining in the
dirt, and with a closer look, discovered
it to be a silver dollar. Scratching around
further in the soil, Zingleman found
many more loosely buried coins; finally
he unearthed a whole glass jar full of
gilver coins. In it were old French and
Spanish coins, and several American
quarters, half dollars and dollars. The
coins dated from 1822 to 1897 which
places the burial date of this cache at a
time in history when there was no threat
of Indians, Mexicans, Union troops or
the like. Just another buried treasure
that someone had forgotten about.

There is also the story of an old
recluse woman who lived out on the is-
land and who buried a jar full of jewels
near her house. She died suddenly from
a severe illness while she was alone at
her place. The secret of the hiding place
of her wealth died with her. The jewels
were never found.

Early in 1836, some Galveston Island
inhabitants were looking for building
materials around some wreckage piles of
ships’ timbers which had drifted up on
the sand dunes of West Beach. They had
to dig out some of the heavier timbers
and about three feet below the surface
they came upon a large quantity of silver
plate. Greatly excited, they dug up the
whole area and their further explorations
uncovered three gold Spanish doubloons.

A monstrous September hurricane in
1818 forced Lafitte’s fleet of ships to
seek the shelter of his harbor. From all
parts of the Gulf they ran before the
wind in a race for the protection of Gal-
veston Island. The hurricane hit with a
fury that would not allow any of the
ships to unload the prizes which had
been captured out in the Gulf: The pirates
were more concerned with their lives,
and hurriedly took refuge in the fort.
Most of the vessels were overturned and
sunk in the harbor; several broke loose
from their moorings and were driven
aground on Virginia Point and destroyed

. there with their gold and ‘silver booty.

The bottom of Galveston Bay still
holds the wealth of cargo which went
down with these ships and the many
other prize-laden vessels which met ill
fate upon the treasure island of Galves-
ton.

In the mid-1800s at the huge Jackson

Ranch on Double Bayou, there appeared
two seafaring men who asked permission
to camp along the bayshore for a few
days of fishing. Permission being grant-
ed, these piratical-looking characters
drove their wagon off and camped along
the bayshore in the lower end of the pas-
ture.

Several days later, they left the ranch
in a hurry—driving their wagon away at
full speed as if they were being chased.
They did not even stop at the ranch-
house as they went by. Their departure
seemed so suspicious that an investiga-
tion was made of their campgrounds.
Several freshly dug holes were dis-
covered in the vicinity of the shoreline
and in the largest hole was left an im-
pression of a large square chest which
evidently had been taken out. The two
seafaring men were never seen again—
they apparently had found what they
were looking for! If it were a treasure
chest, would it not be possible that this
same area might contain other treasures?
Only the vanished buccaneer, Jean La-
fitte, would have had the answer. His
failure to return leaves a mystery as to
how much pirate gold still lies buried
around Galveston Bay.

AFITTE, when ordered to leave Gal-
veston, was supposed to have loaded
his flagship, the Pride, with five bear-
skins of gold, and sailed somewhere into
the back reaches of Galveston Bay to
bury them. His ship ran aground and
developed such a leak that it sank in the
mouth of a small lake. The heavily load-
ed ship settled down into the muddy
bottom before the gold could be taken
off. This treasure was never recovered.
In the summer of 1949, B. J. Krigar
and Leo T. Behne advertised in a Hous-
ton newspaper that they had a metal de-
tecting instrument and offered to share
the proceeds with anyone who would
furnish them with a good buried treasure
location. E. H. Sherman of Wallisville
remembered that his grandfather had
discovered a sunken ship in Lake Miller
in 1883. It was hidden just below the
surface of the water, and snagged onto
some logs which he was floating down
to the Trinity River. Sherman’s sister,
Mrs. E. H. Clark, recalled her father
taking her to the sunken ship several
times, and that one day he marked its
location by driving a large iron spike
into an oak tree. Sherman and his sister
got in touch with the two treasure hunt-
ers and after a two-months’ search they
finally located the ship—Iless than 200
feet from the bank of a 20-foot wide
channel which connected Lake Charlotte
with the Trinity River.

The hulk of this ship had sunk over
eight feet into the quicksand-like mud of
Lake Miller. By using a 10%-foot-long
pipe as a probe, they were able to stake
out its outline. The craft measured
roughly 75 feet long by about 35 feet
wide—a measurement that could have fit
the Pride!

John Lafitte of St. Joseph, Missouri,
who said he was a descendant of Lafitte,
heard about this discovery and came to
Houston to claim his right to anything
that was found. He had information that,
besides gold, the Pride also had aboard

True West



a 42,000-word manuscript written by
Lafitte about his exploits. He seemed
more interested in the manuscript than
in the five bearskins of gold. But while
the treasure-hunting party was turning
a deaf ear to this claimant, the State of
Texas turned the lock on any further
digging in the lake.

It seems that the proper leasing pro-
cedure of state-owned lands had not
been complied with, and the expedition
was ordered to stop its exploration. As
far as anyone knows, the treasure of gold
and history which may lie beneath the
sunken ship timbers in Lake Miller have
never been recovered.

Across Trinity Bay on the west side
of the shore at the Morgan’s Point fer-
ryboat landing, a state highway crew
came upon some old ship’s timbers in
March, 1950 while dredging in the water
for a ferry parking area. A solid pine
keel, about sixty-five feet long, and some
ribs were pulled out of the mire. The
fact that these timbers contained no
nails, but were put together with square
handmade spikes, placed the ship’s vin-
tage back to the time of Lafitte. Again,
the size of this vessel makes it possible
that this might have been the wreakage
of the Pride. If so, the five bearskins of
gold and Lafitte’s manuscript may still
be waiting in the mud at Morgan’s
Point.

A Spanish schooner was trapped and
sunk by the Gulf pirates up Old River,
north of Trinity Bay, which had aboard
a cannon filled with gold. Lacking mod-
ern-day diving equipment, the pirates
were never able to retrieve the heavy
gold-filled gun. There are stories of
other pirate plunder being buried along
the cliff-like banks of the river. The
many caves and holes along those banks
testify that somone is still trying to find
their loot.

THERE IS a legend of several large

strongboxes, filled with gold, being
buried near Barber’s Hill. These have
never been found; yet the pockmarked
fields around this area give evidence that
treasurer hunters will not easily give up
their search for that fortune.

The vicinities of Goose Creek and
Cedar Bayvbu were known to be some of
Lafitte’s favorite haunts, and the mouth
of the San Jacinto River was used as a
place for repairing and watering his
ships.

There were no shipyards available in
those days; in order to repair the bot-
tom of a ship’s hull, it had to be taken
to quiet waters where it could be beached
close to shore. The crew would then
fasten lines to the tops of the masts, and
stretch them to a gang of men on shore,
who would heave slowly on them. The
leverage thus applied would “careen” or
lay the ship over on its side. The bot-
tom would then be above water and ready
to be repaired or cleaned. -

Close to the San Jacinto River careen-
ing place was an old river channel, where
speedboat races are now held. In the
southeastern part of this body of water,
the pirates supposedly sank a brass can-
non filled with gold. Nearby, on the
north shore of Lost Lake, ruins of fort-
ress walls and cannon emplacements can
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still be found—mute evidence of the pi-
rate domain. ’

In 1875, an Englishman named John
Wight, and several other men came to
this area with an old map showing the
location of a buried treasure. Every-
thing on the map checked out with the
geography thereabouts, except that the
main marker was missing. It was a cedar
tree with two crossed pegs driven into
it. There was no such cedar tree to be
found.

Uncle Bill Miller, who was a long-
time resident of Old River, remembered
that when he was a boy, he had cut down
a cedar tree which had two crossed -pegs
in it, one day when he was coon hunting.
He offered to show Wight the location
of the tree if Wight would show him
the map and split the treasure fifty-
fifty. The Englishman refused—hoping
eventually to come upon the remains of
the tree, and thus keep all the treasure
to himself. He searched for many years
and finally died without finding any-
thing.

There is another legend of two can-
nons being filled with gold and heaved
into the Buffalo Bayou near Lynchburg,
and the deep waters at the mouth of
Cedar Bayou are known to rush over the
final resting place of several other gold-
filled cannons. But the prize pirate plun-
der which captures the imagination of
every treasure hunter is yet to be found
—the treasure chests of Jean Lafitte!

Trails Growns Dim
(Continued from page 47)

reach these descendants for about two
years.—Mrs. Thurston Putman, Route 1,
Box 345, Walla Walla, Washington 993-
62.

McGothlin

Perhaps some of your readers can
help us find out something about my
husband’s great-uncle, Monroe Me-
Gothlin, son of Marion and Fannie Me-
Gothlin. Most likely born in Missouri. He
had three sisters—Minnie, Margaret and
Paralee Emily. All we know is that he
was a rancher or farmer in Montana.
Would like to hear from any of his fami-
ly or people who knew him.—Mrs. H. C.
Kelley, 1808 Chaco, Farmington, New
Mexico 87401.

Cherokee Records

Many of your readers write about
their Indian blood. I believe a group of
people who went into the Missouri area
which later became Laclede County were
part Cherokee. Family names: Lowry,
Breedlove, Bolles, Jolly. All of these
names are mentioned in Cherokee records.
Have been unable to make the connec-
tion. Records at Fort Worth, Texas are
far too late a period and have found
nothing by writing to National Archives
which connects them. Perhaps some of
your readers know about Indian records.

I also would appreciate learning any-
thing about the families of Tom and Bud
McDaniel who rode with Jesse James, or
the McLowerys who were killed at the
OK Corral.—Mrs. Daniel Byrne, 175
Janes St., Mill Valley, California 94941.
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Here’s an easy, inexpensive Gift Package for you. It’s a present that is
appreciated far beyond its actual dollars-and-cents value. A bundle of mag-
azines with hours and hours of fascinating reading with the timelessness of
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TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES
never get out of date. Filled with the
timeless sagas of the Old West, the back
issues are fascinating to road, and to
keep. Begin the interesting hobby of
collecting them, and watch their value
grow as they become more and more
scarce. As soon as we sell out of a back
issue, collectors immediately begin ask-
ing $1. $5 or more for a copy—and
getting it!

Issues on this page are available now,
but won't be for long. Why don’t you
take advantage of this offer—pick a few
back issues to try. Each issue has the
same high quality, factual Old West
material you expect and get from current
issues.

And don't forget that TRUE WEST and
FRONTIER TIMES are really the same
type magazine—we are just sneaky
enough to issue them under different
titles so they will stay on the newsstands
longer. Order now, before it's too late!

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS
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AMAZING CATCHES
FROM OLD TIME CHEESE BAITS
MADE IN NEW SPONGE BODY!

Drwes trout mad!

Slowly... Slowly

releasing flavor and odor.
Sponge locks on hook.

Fish can’t tear it off.
You can’t cast it off.

Catches any fish salmon eggs do but
more, faster, many others. 17 trout
OVER LIMIT before realized, outstand-
ing bluegill catches . . . ten times catfish
as caught with other baits. Pure magic
with steelhead, bream, white bass, rain-
bow, carp, browns, speckled trout and
many other fresh and salt water fish.
Similar results guaranteed...or no cost..
Season supply of Harrison’s STAZ-ON
cheesebait sealed packets, $2.98.

SPORTSMAN’S LURES, pept. 158
239 Great Neck Rd., Great Neck N.Y. 11021
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A factual story of the time he
lived. 14 photos, some firsts.
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Pictures and story about the
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%ers or hands? Ringworm, Eczema or itchy
scalp? If You 've tried everyfhmg else and the
trouble still persists, it's time you tried HOOP-
ER'S TETTREMIDY—the original '‘Don't Scratch'
lotion. Satisfaction Guaranteed or your money
back. If your druggist cannof supEly—B -ounce
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Renegades or Slaves?
(Continued from page 11)

in. The idea was to throw it from one
to another until all had had a turn, and
proved themselves. Young Bull was bit-
ten by the snake on the forearm. He ran
to us for help. He had seen men die
from this bite and he didn’t trust the
medicine man’s treatment. I immediately
cut a slit between the fang marks, and
tied a rag above the wound. Then Ellis
and me started sucking the blood, one
after the other.

Young Bull developed a high fever
and his arm swelled to about the size of
a small stovepipe. We covered him and
told him to sleep, that he was going to
be all right. If he lived and we were sure
that he would, this could be our salva-
tion. The Indians backed off and looked
at us in awe. They were sure we would
drop dead after sucking the blood from
the wound. And when we didn’t, they
thought the Great Spirit had shown us
special favor for some reason.

The next morning the swelling had
gone down some in Young Bull’s arm. His
mother had sat with him all night long.
She was sure we had saved his life.. His
father was also pleased. He gave us
back our shotgun, with permission to
hunt off the camp area within reason.
This meant a lot to us because we would
have starved otherwise. Game was plentl-
ful and we caught some fish in the
stream.

TRY as we might, we could not come

up with an escape plan. You could
walk to the high ground and see a
hundred miles in every direction. And
it all looked the same. Even with good
horses we couldn’t have made it, so we
decided to wait. They didn’t mistreat us,
but we knew that they might turn on
us at any time.

Our clothes were worn out and we
asked Young Bull for something to wear.
He gave us some bloody Army uniforms.
We took these to the river, placed them
on one rock and pounded them with
another. This took out most of the stains
and dirt.

We didn’t like the idea of wearing
these clothes but we had no other choice.
Had the Army caught us in uniform we
probably would have 'been shot on the
spot. Many things, we realized later,
caused the Army to think that we were
renegades—such as wearing Army uni-
forms and writing ransom notes.

The Indians were fascinated by this
writing. Great Bull was keeping us for
only one purpose, writing notes for ran-
som. He worried that someday we might
escape and he would have no one to
perform this service, so he ordered us to
teach Young Bull to write. Naturally
we had to agree. So Young Bull reported
for his first lesson.

This boy had lived in a mission until
he was about ten years old. He had
learned to write some in Mexican, but
not very well. After about an hour, the
chief showed up. He asked Young Bull
to write something for him. When his
son tried to explain that it would take
some time, he called the lessons off.
After all, if one couldn’t learn to write

in an hour he must be pretty stupid.

One night some Apache army scouts
paid a visit to the chief. These Indians
worked both ends. They’d bring informa-
tion to the chief from the Army, and take
information to the Army regarding the
Indians. Now and then one of these
traitors would be burned at the stake.
Geronimo was captured by this treason-
able act. His own people sold him out for
a price.

These scouts reported to Great Bull
that there was no Army operation in the
area he intended to move through. With
this in mind, camp was moved to the
mountains, the band’s winter quarters.

The move took about ten days. It was
a slow process due to the fact that most
of the women had to walk. The chief
had ordered this move early in order to
make several raids for winter food.
Young Bull kept us in front of the
others. The braves kept spread out to
ward off any attack from other tribes.
All of these small bands were at war.
They’d capture Indian men, women and
children and hold them for ransom, or
make slaves of them; sooner or later
they’d escape or be ransomed. At times
they’d trade one buck for another, and
maybe get a cow to boot.

When we came into sight of the moun-
tains, Young Bull pointed out the place
where they wintered. It was up against
high, almost perpendicular cliffs. About
500 feet above was a plateau. This could
only be reached by foot over a narrow,
hazardous trail.

We climbed to the plateau and found
it to be a mile wide and two miles long.
A stream ran through the center, from
one end to the other. This plateau was
almost inaccessible except from the east.
And soldiers could be held off here by
rolling rocks down on them. To the
north, south, and west were high cliffs.
We could tell by the filth along the creek
that Indians had been using this place
for many years.

North of this plateau was a green val-
ley about the same size as the plateau,
only level with the desert floor. This
valley was the most beautiful sight we
had ever seen, covered with vegetation
and trees, covered with green grass al-
most knee high. Here we discovered an
old mining camp which hadn’t been used
for years. The elements had taken their
toll. This valley is where the Apaches
kept their stock, well guarded at all
times.

We asked Young Bull to let us live in
the valley and care for the stock but he
refused; he said we’d have to live on
the plateau.

THE INDIANS built their homes along

either side of the stream. Their tents
were made of skins and poles covered
with mud and sticks, They built a fire
in the center, with an opening at the
top for the smoke to escape. When the
wind was just right, the smoke would run
them out of their tents.

Ellis and me decided to build our
home in a cave. We dug back into the
cliff about twelve feet, and to a width
of eight feet. We propped this like we
did the mine at Fairplay. The ceiling
was made from small poles, placed close

True West



together. We made sure by propping this
cave with big timber, that it wouldn’t
cave in on us when we built a fire in-
side. :

We went to the mining camp in the
valley; there we found a boiler and some
tin. We made a stove from the boiler,
and a stovepipe from the tin. The door
was made from skins over poles. Con-
sidering everything, we were comfort-
able.

The Indians never sharpened an ax.

'BURIED TREASURE FOUND
BY TRANSISTORIZED DETECTOR

Actual find from
a few hours of
random searching
. with a Gardiner
metal detector.

They would sit for hours making a knife
razor sharp, but would not touch an ax.
So the women let us use their axes in
return for getting them sharpened.

Shortly after we arrived, the chief
ordered a big raid. One morning they
left, every available man. We thought
we’d go to the valley, kill a couple of
Indians, take their horses and escape.
We’d go north and stick close to the
mountains. But when we reached the
valley it was too well guarded by the
old Indians. Every one of them was
armed with a good rifle, against us with
a shotgun. We just couldn’t do it, so we
returned to wait for another time.

We next thought about going over the
mountains to the west. We climbed to a
high peak but as far as we could see
there was nothing but mountains. So we
gave that up, too, for the time.

When the raiders retuined, they were
a sad sight. Many had been killed, in-
cluding the chief, and many wounded.
Young Bull told us they had -run into
soldiers and ranchers. And they brought
back nothing. ;

Young Bull called the remaining In-
dians together and announced that he
would lead them; he would be -chief.
This caused some talk, but he had enough
followers to make it stick. He also had
his name changed so the evil spirits
couldn’t find him; he would start with a
clean slate. His new name was, as we
translated it, Black Cloud. This was well
taken by Ellis and me; with another
chief things might not have gone too
well.

Find a fortune in your spare time: Millions in old
coins, jewelry, artifacts, pirate treasure, robbery loot,
etc. Can be found at beaches, parks, public gather-
ing places, old buildings, battlefields, etc.

Success depends on your metal detector. Gardiner
metal detectors have a revolutionary metal analyzer.
Meter needle instantly identifies treasure like gold
and silver. Meter needle goes to the right. But for
metallic iron like tin cans, bottle caps and nails
meter needle goes to the left. Saves hours of unre-
warded digging for duds.

With our simplified exclusive pushbutton tuning and
automatic tuning even a novice becomes an expert.
Our metal detectors feature negligible ground
pickup, freedom from false detection, built-in loud-
speaker and battery tester. They are powered by
flashlight batteries and have a long battery life.
Their long handle permits faster searching with
less fatigue. (Patents pending)

7 different models priced from $115 to $785.

y A 4 Write for free illustrated catalog.
“ 2 GARDINER ELECTRONICS CO.

a0 Dept. 7
e 4729 N. 7th Avenue

Phoenix, Arizona 85013

"FASCINATING!

| PREDICT A LONG LIFE
AND MANY EDITIONS"

. .. says R. Cromie, Book Editor

CHICAGO TRIBUNE

Them's strong words . . . and by one of
the leading book Editors in the country }
t'boot! But then, THIS IS A REAL BOOK! §

HINGS were - quiet, and winter had

set in with all its fury. We had
killed several deer, and had them hidden
away from the Indians. Had they known,
they would have taken them.

How we wished for a deck of cards.
Although cards had been our ruination,
we would have welcomed a deck now.

One day, we thought it was about the
first of February, Black Cloud paid us
a visit. He was more intelligent than
most Indians and wasn’t above taking
advice from us. He told us the Indians
were practically on starvation, and he
refused to let them eat their horses. He
needed to make a raid, but after what
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NEW! CORDLESS JAGUAR
AUTOMATIC TOOTHBRUSH
MAKES YOUR MOUTH
FEEL FRESHER. ..

All your trav-
el needs are
taken care of
in one com-
pact travel
kit. One con-
venient. unit
becomes . . .

¢ CORDLESS AUTOMATIC
TOOTHBRUSH—Cleans
teeth better.

s MAN’'S SHAVER—Runs on
flashlight batteries.

e LADY'S SHAVER—Gently,
within seconds.

« HEAD MASSAGE—Makes
hair more attractive.

* BODY MASSAGER—
Improves bedy comfort.
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money order to . . .

INTERNATIONAL TRADE-WAYS COMPANY

814 Jefferson Street Odessa, Texas 79760

TOYOPA!

We’'ve found the most sought after lost city
in Northern Mexico—TOYOQPA!

Join expedition to search for nearby treasure
and mine. Other expeditions into high moun-
tain and tropical canyon country of cave-
dwelling Tarahumara Indians to search for
LOST WHITE COLONY, LOST CITIES OF
gl%%léA, SITE OF SPANISH ARMY MAS-
Al .

Now expeditions year around from 25,000
acre headquarters in Sonora, Mexico.

Coronado Expeditions

35 East Ramona Avenve
Colorado Springs, Colorado 80906

EYEGLASS COMFORT PADS

Makes old glasses fit like new. Nel-King Comfort Pads keep
your glasses in place no matter how active you are or how freely
you perspire. Fits all sizes. Apply in seconds to nose piece or
stems. Ends unsightly red marks. Great for sunglasses, too.
42 pads only $1.00 ppd. Nel-King, Dept. TT-107E
811 Wyandotte, Kansas City, Missouri 64105

American-Old West Indian Relics

Large Free List—Arrowheads 10
for $3.00, $18 per 100. Birdpoints
10 for $5.00. Fine arrowheads 10
for $5.00, extra fine arrowheads
5 for $5.00. Spearheads 5 for
$5.00, Tomahawk $4.00, Stone Pipe
$10.00. Pottery and special col-
.4 fectors and museum specimens.

HYDE'S, Box 1788, Santa Fe, New
Mexico.

maining one dies.”

So it was decided that I should go. I
took several strips of dried beef. Black
Cloud gave me, we figured, roughly
$1,500 in gold. He didn’t have any idea
of the exact value of it. The weather
was bitter cold, so I wrapped up the
best I could and still ride. My boots were
worn out so I wrapped my feet in deer-
skin. We went to the valley, picked and
roped a fine horse. At daybreak 1 was
off to the south directed by Black Cloud.

I faced a fine mist of snow. Now and
then I would stop and jump up and down
to get my blood circulating, then mount
and ride. If I had met anyone they would
have started shooting immediately, or
turned and run. I was long-haired and
whiskered; my clothing was in tatters;
I was filthy dirty.

I carried a revolver and a few rounds
of ammunition, but couldn’t have fired
if T had to. My hands were stiff from
the cold. T rode all that day and when
night fell, I came to a ranch. I was afraid
to approach the house in my condition
and in the dark. I found a haystack sur-
rounded by a fence. I got the gate open,
let my horse in and took off his bridle.
I crawled under that haystack and was
soon asleep.

I was awakened by a voice calling for
me to come out. I crawled out and when
the man saw me, he backed off; he had
never seen a human that looked as bad
as I did. He demanded to know what the
hell I was doing feeding my horse on
his hay.

While he talked, I jumped and waved
my arms to get circulation. I knew I
might have to kill him and had to be able
to use my hands. I told him that I was
a prospector, and had lost my supplies to
the Indians. I had a little gold and would
gladly pay him for the trouble I had
caused. He softened when he saw the
gold. I poured a little into his hat and
promised to stop on the way back; this
pleased him and he let me go. I didn’t
trust him one bit and was glad to get
away.

That afternoon I came to a big ranch.
I was so miserable I just rode up and
yelled. Two men came out with rifles.
One asked what I was. 1 told him the
same story that I had the other man.
One took my horse to the stable; the
owner took me to a shed where a fire
burned in a stove.

After he fed me, he wanted to hear
my story. I trusted him, so I told him
I had come to buy cattle and supplies,
that I would pay him in gold. He was
extremely pleased at the prospect of
selling one hundred cattle in the winter.

I told him that I wanted to go to town
to buy supplies. He said under the cir-
cumstances and in my condition that he
thought I shouldn’t go, that I should let
him’ send a man in my place. That he
would buy what I wanted. To this I
agreed, and made him a list of which I
will give part: one tin pot, two tin cups,
several cans of salve to kill lice, heavy
coats and other clothing for Ellis and
me, including a pair of boots each, a
large can or sack of coffee; and other
things I can’t recall. Last but far from
least, six bottles of whiskey. The man
took a pack horse with him. I bought

the horse from the rancher.

I said that I wanted the cattle turned
loose in the valley (under the plateau)
where they wouldn’t be molested by In-
dians, that I intended to homestead a

" section there. Whether he believed me

or not, he didn’t say.

WHEN the man returned with the

supplies I had ordered, the cattle
were bunched and ready to move. He
sent four riders and a chuckwagon. We
had a time getting those cattle under-
way; they didn’t want to leave this range.
We finally got them started and after
the better part of three days, we came
into view of the plateau. I knew we had
been scouted, for not one wisp of smoke
arose from the Indians’ camp. We drove
the cattle into the valley and after hand-
shaking all around, the men left. They
had plied me with many questions which
I evaded by lying.

As soon as these men were well out
of sight, the Indians rolled off that
plateau. When I met Ellis we embraced
and both shed a tear or two. We enlisted
the aid of two Indian boys to help us
up the trail with our supplies. The In-
dians were too busy to bother with us.
That night they had a feast. They danced
and sang all night long. They ate until
they fell over. :

Ellis and me made coffee, poured
whiskey into it and got roaring drunk.
The next day was clean-up time. We
cut each other’s hair and beards. Hauled
water and took a bath. Smeared on the
salve we had for lice. Put on clean cloth-
ing. We felt like new men—-actually we
were.

When Black Cloud called to express his
appreciation, we gave him a bottle of
whiskey. He promised not to tell the
others. If he had, they would have torn
down our quarters. Among the supplies
was a deck of cards. We played cards
until we were sick of cards.

I have been asked why the Indians
didn’t make us work. We had been taken
into the tribe, and enjoyed the same
pivileges as the Indians—the male In-
dians. The women did the work.

At long last, spring came. The snow
melted and wild flowers grew in abun-
dance everywhere. The Indians were be-
coming restless and we knew it-was about
time for the trek back into the desert.
Why they wanted to live in the desert
rather than here we couldn’t figure out.
It was mostly custom.

On the day Black Cloud announced
the move, all the Indians carried their
personal belongings to ‘the foot of the
trail. Horses were loaded and the march
was on. It took several days and it
seemed to us that they were moving in
circles.

Then came the inevitable. Black Cloud
sent for us and pointed out four wagons
headed south. He was delighted; they
loved to raid these trains, especially
small ones like this. There would be
stuff to loot and spread around, and they
would pick up several hundred horses
and cows.

We told him it was not too far to the
soldiers’ camp, according to the scouts.
And if one from that train escaped, or
when soldiers found the burned wagons,
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they were sure to track down the In-
dians. Many would be killed on account
of the women and children. He thought
it over for a while, then directed the
braves to let the wagons pass unmolested.
They thought he surely was going out of
his mind. But he knew it was good logic.

Finally camp was made on high ground
covered with brush, and as usual, along
a stream. They put up a few lodges, the
rest casting their lot on the ground. Be-
cause the weather was soon to be ex-
tremely hot, we built a lean-to for our-
selves along a creek. We built up off
the ground to be away from rattle-
snakes. Only the bull snakes would
climb, and many times at night we had
to knock one out of our bed. They were
harmless, in that they were not poison-

ous.

NE NIGHT Black Cloud called a

meeting and announced a raid. The
scouts had made favorable reports, so
they would go on a foray the next morn-
ing.

Every available man went on this
raid. The extra horses were moved to
an undisclosed spot. We were ready to
make a break and when we couldn’t get
horses, we decided to go on foot. We
knew the raiders wouldn’t return for
two or three days, and by then we could
be well on our way. .

Black Cloud’s mother brought us
several leather bags of gold dust, and
directed us how to reach civilization.
“And may the Great Spirit show you
special favor. Go and don’t come back.”

We took our shotgun with five rounds
of ammunition, a knife, several strips of
dried beef and two canteens of water.
These canteens held a half-gallon.

We were off, traveling south as she
directed. We soon found out just how
soft we were. The sun was blistering hot.
There was no shade, just the hot sand
which slipped like snow and made walk-
ing very difficult. But we kept on. We
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wanted to put as much distance between
us and camp as we could.

We ran out of water, but in the eve-
ning we came to a stream. Our feet had
begun to blister and our eyes were swell-
ing around the rims. We slept that night
on the sand; at daylight we were off
again. We’d walk a while, then rest. We
were following a ridge which was sup-
posed to lead us to where we could see
a mountain peak.

That afternoon we ran out of water
and by darkness our lips and tongues
were swollen. We had fallen to the sand,
when at that moment we saw several
head of deer headed south. “John,” El-
lis said, “they are headed for water,”
so. we followed and soon came to a
spring. This spring was cold and was
surrounded by trees. We drank, bathed
our tired aching bodies, and rested. Here
we threw away our boots, our feet being
swollen so badly we couldn’t wear them.

The next morning we went into the
water, clothes and all. We figured that
the wet clothes would help us and we
were right; they did for a while but
soon dried.

We walked all that day, and that night
we came to a deserted homestead. We
drew water from the well, drank some,
and bathed our swollen eyes and feet,
We knew the dangers of drinking this
water, but we couldn’t resist trying some.
I killed a young calf, and we roasted
some of it, but couldn’t eat much. It
made us sick at our stomachs.

The next morning we knew that we
were about spent. We could hardly rise,
but we started on. We’d walk for a while
then rest full length on the sand. All
that day we would stagger a few feet,
then fall to the ground. Our eyes were
so bad that we had to pry them open in
order to see.

ABOUT DUSK we were resting when

I noticed what I took to be a fence.
It was the top of a rise. I got Ellis to his
feet and we staggered to the top of this
rise and fell headlong into a well traveled
road. After a while we looked around and
in the distance we could see several
lights. We staggered towards them. We
heard horses coming towards us and
we hid in a ditch. We knew that we had
to use our heads and not rush into any-
thing that might be our undoing. The
riders proved to be soldiers, so we kept
hidden until they had passed. We knew
if this was an army camp ahead, we
couldn’t go in. But we could get water
and perhaps steal some food.

We approached to about one hundred
yards and saw it was a trading post. El-
lis said he would go after water and I
was to remain where I was until he re-
turned. He came back with two canteens
of water; we drank our fill, then fell
asleep in the brush.

The next morning I was awakened by
Ellis. “John,” he said, “take a look at
that place.” I bathed my swollen eyes,
then looked. It was the place where the
Indians had stopped to buy whiskey
when we were first captured. The man
inside would be the one I had sworn to
kill if I escaped.

We approached with care; we knew he
probably had had time to be warned
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about us from the Indians. When we
were twenty-five yards from the door,
the dogs gave us away. The man I re-
membered came out with a rifle in his
hand. I threw the shotgun on him and
told him not to make a move. He leaned
the rifle against the wall, said he didn’t
mean any harm to us, he thought we
were Indians.

He took us inside and fed us soup that
he had on the stove. And after a few
drinks of whiskey, we began to feel con-
siderably better. We told him we wanted
supplies—two rifles, ammunition, food,
two horses and saddles. He seemed a little
reluctant. I told him to get a move on
or I'd cheerfully blow out his brains and
take what we wanted. And he moved.

We carried our supplies to the barn.
We had to rest; we couldn’t go on like we
were. Ellis told him that only one of
us would sleep at a time and the other
would watech him; and the first move
anybody made toward the barn would be
the last. He assured us no one would
bother us.

We slept three days. On the third day
I was in the store trying to find out
if he had informed the Indians. “Abso-
lutely not,” he said.

The trader had a twelve-year-old boy
that he kept perched on top of a hill
to watch for dust clouds. While I was
talking to him the boy came in and said,
“Big dust cloud.” The trader grabbed his
glass and ran to the top of the hill. As
soon as he left, the boy started grabbing
food and stuffing it in his mouth. He
was starved. This boy was a slave and I
made up my mind to help him, if I could.

In a.few minutes the trader returned,
all out of breath, and said, “You men
better load up and git! That dust is a
band of Apaches!”

I hurried to the barn, we saddled up,
loaded our supplies and rode off. We
knew he’d tell those Indians about us.
I thought about killing him, but this was
something else. Shooting a man in a
fight was one thing, but shooting a man
in cold blood—I couldn’t do it.

WE RODE to the high ground to the

east. The surface was rocky and we
thought perhaps this would throw off
the trackers. After about ten miles, our
horses were about to play out, so we
decided to make a stand. If we’d had the
horses we brought west we could have
easily outrun them, but we had to make
a stand. In these rocks was our only
chance, if any.

We got down behind cover and waited.
In our sick condition we left a trail that
a six-year-old child could have followed.

We didn’t have long to wait; about
twenty Indians rode out in front of our
hiding place. We could see they were
Apaches. They stopped and held a pow-
wow. Ellis remarked, “John, this is it,
take as many as you can.” That’s all
that was spoken.

We watched, then one Indian rode out
from the rest and headed in our direc-
tion.

“Ellis, that’s Black Cloud,” I said.

He rode right up to where we were,
then stopped and said, “Come on out, you
are safe.”

We walked out to him and stood; we

didn’t know what to make of this. Then
he spoke, “We followed you only to see
that you didn’t die in the desert. You
may go now. You are free.”

I asked Black Cloud if he would let
me take the Mexican boy from the trader
and find him a home. “Yes,” he said,
“after I kill the trader. I want the boy
to see him die.”

The Indians rode off toward the trad-
ing post—us with them. When we ar-
rived, Ellis and me stopped off about
fifty yards. The Indians rode to the
store and called the trader. When he
appeared in the door, Black Cloud raised
his rifle and killed him. Then he took
the boy to the corral, picked him a good
horse, and rode to where we were wait-
ing.

He shook hands with us and said,
“Take the boy to the San Juan Mission
where I was raised. They will take care
of him.” He gave us a bit of gold for
the boy, showed us the direction, and
rode off.

The Indians removed everything from
the store, piled it on a wagon, then set
the building on fire.

We headed off to the east, and in
Texas we found the mission. The boy
was turned over to a priest.

After a week of rest there, we were
in fair shape. We saddled up and headed
for home.

By stage and train we finally arrived.
At first people shunned us, but in a few
years most of them had forgotten that
we had been accused of being renegades.

Ellis and me was born almost at the
same time and have spent our whole
lives together. Our farms join each other.
We both married and raised a family.
If this story changes the mind of one
person, we feel that it has not been writ-
ten in vain.

Author’s note: John Blane died in
1906; Ellis Williams in 1910. They are
buried side by side in Mason City, Illi-
nois. People visit the Sweetwater Ceme-
tery every week, but very few ever
notice the names on these two tomb-
stones. If they knew the history, none
would pass without stopping to wonder
at the adventures of these two men.

Montana’s Twice Lost Gold
(Continued from page 15)

Mrs. Young felt certain her brother
had not been a member of the Plummer
gang, or an outlaw of any kind. It was
a well established fact that many a gold
hunter striking it rich often buried what
he couldn’t carry out safely, intending
to return for it some other time. May-
be Mrs. Young’s brother had been one
of them. A good many such caches were
found in Montana before 1900.

Gradually Hocker and Jack’s confi-
dences spread to many men. At times a
dozen or more searched along Dearborn
River. Many got an idea there was
treasure buried in any old cabin. All of
them were eventually dug out. Frus-
trated hunters sometimes burned them
to the ground. Panning was also done on
the Dearborn River in several places
where it was assumed the shooting oc-
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curred. If anyone found gold, he did
not disclose it.

In the course of time Thomas sent
word to Hocker that an Indian had re-
ported a sack of something in a deep
river hole. In turn Hocker got in touch
with Jack and they hastened to Dear-
born Crossing. The water that year was
low and they found the object. It turned
out to be a roll of canvas partly em-
bedded in the mud. That year he
searched the holes until heavy rainfall
in the mountains raised the water level
too high.

Coming out of the Judith Basin in
1907, Jack lived in Great Falls a couple
of years. During this period a curious
story, beginning as one statement of fact,
enlarged rapidly into quite a rumored
yarn.

Even today in Montana anyone less
than a full blood Indian is referred to
as a “’breed” for halfbreed. If no more
Indian than a thirty-second, he is still a
’breed. In frontier times any crime not
readily ascribed as to guilt was general-
ly suspected to have been committed by
a ’breed.

When Thomas told Hocker and Jack
the weird shooting might have been done
by a ’breed he but followed the usual
custom of the country. But in 1908 a
story reached Great Falls from men off
Sun River and-the Dearborn that identi-
ty of the ’breed who killed the Youngs’
pack horse was known. The man had ad-
mitted it. The rumor enlarged rapidly,
asserting that only recently, after learn-
ing that the horse packed gold, the ’breed
went to Dearborn. After a short search
he recovered three sacks of the treasure.

When Jack continued hearing about
the ’breed, he took the short line rail-
road from Great Falls to Gilman. The
first person contacted there was cow-
man Howard. His son, Weston, was then
the same age as Jack had been when he
first came to Montana.

The Howards had heard the story
about the ’breed, and identified him as
John La Pier. He was called Old John
to distinguish him from his son, Pistol
John. The Howards did not believe La
Pier had killed the horse or had re-
covered the gold. He was a quiet, honest
and industrious Blackfoot-Frenchman.

Weston knew all the several La Pier
families well, having punched cattle and
worked roundups with them. He took
Jack to John La Pier who- lived on the
north side of Ford Creek near several
small lakes where he and his children
claimed land.

Ford Creek runs into Elk Creek which
was known as the south fork of Sun
River. But in 1888 the La Piers had
lived on its upper reaches not far from
where the Youngs crossed the Dearborn
River.

Weston, knowing how to best handle
La Pier, chatted for some time with Old
John before saying casually that they
had heard he found some gold. At once
the old man looked uneasy.

“But I do not think it belongs to
anyone today,” Old John began uncer-
tainly. “I have tried to find out and
have not spent any of it.”

Weston remarked that it was most
likely La Pier’s property and asked if it
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amounted to much. Old John stood to his
feet, motioning for them to follow him
into the lean-to kitchen. From the wood
box he lifted a twelve-inch Dutch oven.
It had been cleaned and polished, and
so had the gold coins filling it.

“I found it sticking partly out of the
ground over near Haystack Butte,” he
divulged.

Weston and Jack were properly im-
pressed by Old John’s good fortune, as-
suring him the money was certainly his.
Returning to the front room, Old John
was asked if he had heard of raw gold
in a sack being found on the Dearborn.
From that, and bit by bit so as not to
shock him too suddenly, he was given
the story that reached Great Falls.

He did not catch on that he might
have been suspected of killing the horse.
But the wanton shooting impressed him
and he considered the matter at great
length.

At last he shook his head. “I cannot
think of anyone who might have done
such a thing. Certainly none of the
people I knew who lived on the several
creeks breaking out of the mountains in
there.”

Jack returned to Great Falls. In the
following years he lived in other parts
of Montana. But wherever he lived,
every so often he would appear on Dear-
born River, plodding away in an endless
search for gold he believed was still on
the bottom. When and where he finally
died no one knows. He simply wasn’t
seen anymore as the years went by.

There are many people in that area
who think the gold yet lies in the mud
and gravel, loose or in rotted sacks.
Men occasionally hunt for it.

The old road crossed the river and
passed directly through the village of
Dearborn. But present State Highway

287 follows the edge of the hills from

Wolf Creek to Augusta above old Dear-
born. Approximately eight miles west
of the paved highway the Dearborn
flows down from the northwest. Making
a rounded curve southward, it turns
back to the northeast and then runs on
east.

In this curve is where the Youngs
came to grief and lost the gold for the
second time.

Let’s Try It Somewhere Else!

(Continued from page 41)

to fear. The Indians were having a funer-
al for Mad Wolf. They were planning to
bury him and all of his possessions.

The Indians celebrated everything they
did—weddings, deaths and the naming of
their children. They had big dances which
would go on for days at a time. One has
to live around them to really understand.
I can remember quite well how the In-
dians looked in their native dress. The
squaws were always® wrapped in blan-
kets from head to toe, and if one had a
baby on her back, all you could see was
its head sticking out. The men and women
had long black hair, always braided with
colored strings. The braids hung to their
waists or below.

Papa had a brother who lived with us
part of the time. One day Papa and Uncle

Will had gone to town for supplies and
Mother was at home with Ethel and me.
She was expecting the men back by
noon and was cooking the noon meal.
She had just started to put the corn-
bread in the stove to bake when sud-
denly she heard something behind her.
A big Indian was standing in the mid-
dle of her kitchen. It frightened her so
much she dropped the pan of bread and
it turned bottom-side-up right on the
floor.

This Indian was Little Wolf. He could
tell Mother was frightened and said,
“White woman scared. I Little Wolf. No
hurt white woman.” Mother was nervous
but she said, “Oh no, I'm not scared any-
more. I know you won’t hurt me.”

The chief then took a seat on the floor
near the door and said nothing for a
long time. Mother scooped up the corn-
bread and fed it to the chickens, then
baked some more bread. After setting
the meal on the table, she put a chair
to each place and motioned Little Wolf
to sit down. He pushed the chair to one
side and got down on his knees and
ate his meal with his fingers, using
neither fork nor knife.

After the meal was over, Mother in-
vited him into the parlor to sit. She had
some enlarged photographs of her par-
ents hanging on the wall. Little Wolf
walked over to each picture and scru-
tinized it closely. He turned to Mother
and looked at her and said, “You Mom-
mie? You Pappy ?”’ She told him “Yes,”
and he seemed satisfied. Little Wolf
stayed until three o’clock in the after-
noon, then went to the door and left
as silently as he had come.

YPSIES were not very well thought
of by the settlers. And we had lots
of them driving through.

It was in the fall of the year and my
parents were harvesting their first crop.
Papa had gathered a load of corn and
had taken it to Custer City to sell. Corn
and cotton were the money crops.

About four o’clock in the afternoon, a
dozen gypsy wagons made camp on the
side of the road below our house. Near
sundown several of the men and women
came to our door. By making signs and
jabbering in their language they made
Mother understand they wanted to buy
some corn.

She finally agreed to sell them some
and took them to the corn crib. They
then wanted her to get inside and fill
their sacks, but she refused. After argu-
ing with her a while, the men filled
the sacks with all they could carry and
paid her for two bushels.

Mother was afraid to argue about the
pay but it wasn’t nearly enough. She
hoped by letting them go she would be
rid of them, but it turned out that this
was only the beginning.

After dark, when Ethel and I got
sleepy, Mother put us to bed and blew
out the kerosene lamp as if she, too, had
retired for the night. She lay down fully
dressed, to wait for Papa to return
home. She did not sleep.

Mother hadn’t been lying down very
long when our dog began to bark. Then
she heard music some distance away.
Pretty soon Mother could tell it was a
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fiddle playing and it was coming closer.
The gypsies had returned to our yard.

The dog ran at them, barking and try-
ing to bite them, and Mother urged him
on. But the gypsies were too much for
him. They hit him with sticks and clubs
until he ran back to the house. Mother
slipped to the door and let him inside
so they couldn’t beat him anymore.

With the dog out of the way, the
gypsies proceeded to our chicken house
and stole all the chickens they could
catch before going back to their camp.

Papa came home about nine o’clock
that night and when Mother told him
what had happened, he was furious. He
swore he would kill them if they were
still there the next morning.

He arose early, took his gun and
walked down the road. All he found was
the dead ashes of their campfire, corn-
husks and chicken feathers. They had
moved on before daybreak. He also
found tracks leading into his cornfield.
They had stolen enough corn to last
them quite a while. After that, Papa
never got over hating gypsies.

The last year we lived on the farm
Papa stuck a wire barb in his middle
finger. Blood poisoning set in, and the
loctor had to amputate. With Papa un-
able to work, Mother was forced to sell
the farm equipment and move to town.
She found a job cooking in a restaurant
imtil Papa got able to work again.

I was seven or eight years of age
when we left Arapahoe and moved to
Hugo in the southeast part of Oklahoma.
Mother’s parents, Mr. and Mrs. Floyd
Mauldin, lived there.

When we moved, Mother sold all of
the furniture she had brought to Arapa-
10e, along with everything else we had
iwccumulated while there. All we took
0 Hugo was just the few ‘clothes we
ould pack in a suitcase. Mother shipped
1er feather bed and quilts in a big
vooden box. We had to start again from
he ground up.

We rented a house across the street
rom Grandma and Grandpa. Mother left
ithel and me with Grandma and went
0 work in a dress shop. Papa worked
n the country cutting stovewood. If it
1adn’t been for Grandma and Grandpa
elping out, we probably would have
itarved to death.

When Hugo started to put in cement
idewalks, Papa got a job with the con-
ractor building them. After that, he
telped to build a train depot there. Later
ve moved to the country and Papa start-
«d farming on the halves. We lived
iround the little communities of Messer
ind Pine Lake, north of Hugo, until
ithel and I married in 1918.

My father, James Calvin Victory, with
iis brother and nineteen other young
nen, had originally come to the Terri-
ory from Nashville, Tennessee, in 1892.
Ie filed on 160 acres and stayed long
mnough to prove the claim belonged to
im before giving it up and going to
‘exas, where he married and we children
rere born.

For the next twenty-five years he
soked for the rainbow, but it never
rched through his sky.
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GOLD!... TREASURE!

YOURS FOR THE FINDING —
and it's easy to find with a RELCO detector

Detect buried gold, silver, nuggets, coins, min-
eral deposits, historical relics.

Relco detectors are favorites with treasure
hunters, prospectors and coin collectors
throughout the world. Here’s why:

e Now you can determine the approximate size
and depth of an object being detected with-
out complicated switches or dials.

e Distinguish between gold bearing magnetite,
certain minerals and metals such as silver,
iron, copper, etc.

e New all-transistor circuitry has increased

sensitivity for more penetrating power.
e Lightweight, rugged, easy to carry.
\P\ermanently tuned molded exploring heads.

e Excellent for use on beach, in caves,
ghost towns, mountains, etc.

0 e Broader detection field. Finds
treasures other detectors miss.

e Full two year guarantee.

Only $19.95 to $129.50

" /] Dept. N91 L / EE CATALOG
~7]\ Box 10563, A and treasure
¢ Houston, Texas| [, hunting tips

77018

SIOUX—need help!

“I will go on pleading for the Sioux Indian boys and
girls until they get the same decent chance in life other
American children get. I need your help! Cancelled
stamps, trading stamps, and, of course, money; and
volunteer workers, especially teachers. Every little bit
helps educate and feed 500 Sioux children first grade
through high school.” Father Edwards, S.J. RED
CLO7UD INDIAN SCHOOL, Pine Ridge, South Dakota
57770.

The OREMASTER ‘‘POCKET MAGNETOMETER’’

This is another sensational instrument developed in our Research Laberatery and
agdad t:s the famous OREMASTER line of super sensitive space age, prospecting and research in-
uments.

This is an exceptionally sensitive magnetic meter and will automatically react ts either
- a detectable positive or negative magnetic field in an ore sample, vein, ore bedy er piece ef
= float. Will ;inpolnt the source or sources of these fields to show the richest ere. Will react

4 through wood, aluminum, quartz, water, ice, snow, mud and dirt. Add one of these te yeour
modern Oremaster equipment. No batteries required—weight only 7 oz.—size 2%” x 1.
sy Price—$29.50. No Sales Tax down—Balance $5.00 per month

0.00
WHITE'S ELECTRONICS
Special Models Available For Mobile Prospecting

1218 Main Street Room 400

Sweet Home, Oregon

WESTERN COLOR SLIDES
AND PHOTOS!

Red River Valley, Butterfield Trail Country,
1842 Fort Washita in Oklahoma, Chickasaw
Council (1855) House and "Whipping Tree'’
Red River, Lake Texoma, Birthplace of a
President. Brochure of Washita, complete his-
tory. Six slides, plus slide viewer—$2.00.

Four ‘'Mirrorgloss’’ 5x7 black and white
hotos, Washita, Council House, Red River
omestead, and President's Birthplace. In
folder, glassine front with brochure—$2.00.

All of above plus 32 page four color brochure
on "'Tex-oma Land’' $3.50. All postpaid.

Gene York, 605 West Chestnut, Denison, Texas
75020.

ARROWHEAD LARIAT TIES

Arrowheads are made with
an (Indian head cent (pol-
ished and in fine condition)
imbedded in a stone-like
plastic so coin will never
tarnish. These colorful ar-
rowheads resemble flint and
come with braided rayon
cords.

Only $2.95 each, posipaid.

Mex Tex Gifts
Grand Prairie, Texas 75050

P.0. Box 566
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HERE'S LOOT!

And we mean REAL loot! It's
a whopping heap of VALUA-
BLE, all-true, all-fact western
reading stashed inside the
Fall 1967 issue of

OLD WEST

on sale at your newsstand
July Ist.

Just look at a few of the tremend-
ous finds under the lid of this BIG
100 page bonanza!

¢ THE TREASURE'S STILL ON
SAWTELLE

e THE CHIEF WHOSE HANDS WERE
NEVER RED

LOST METEOR DIAMONDS
MASSACRE FOR GOLD

P. T. BARNUM—"PRINCE OF
HUMBUGS"”’

In addition, a scarce old book,
“OREGON, THERE AND BACK IN
1877 by Wallis Nash, is reprinted
COMPLETE in this issue!

Plus a dozen other articles, fea-
tures, stories and departments.

SUBSCRIBE NOW!

1

1 Box 3668 Austin, Texas 78704
i I enclose: $2.00 for 1 year (4 issues)
Speciall $3.50 for 2 years (8 issues)

ESTERN BOOK
ROUNDUD

By The Old Bookaroos

LOST GOLD

Our old amigo Harry Sinclair Drago’s
latest book Lost Bonanzas (Dodd, Mead,
$5.00) is about the legendary lost mines
of the American West. The Lost Adams
Diggings, the Lost Dutchman, the Lost
Bowie and a lot of others have been
written about before, some of them many
times. The first question that will come
to the minds of some is, “Why another
book about lost mines?” The only way
to get a true answer is to read the book.
No, Harry does not tell how to find a
single one of the Lost Bonamzas but he
does cover a few that have been rather
neglected by most of the other writers.
We think you’ll find it entertaining read-
ing—the author’s apprenticeships as
novelist and editor prepared him fully
to write history as you like it.

RANGE LIFE

R. M. Patterson’s Far Pastures
(Gray’s Publishing, Sidney, B. C., $6.50)
begins with his experiences as a home-
steader on the Battle River prairies in
Alberta—these were his greenhorn days
and he learned a lot about people and
western Canada. But Patterson had
itchy feet and was soon off to the North
and later to the South—to Buffalo Head
Ranch in Eden Valley. There is a fine
chapter on “Dudes and Bears” with con-
siderable on Guy Weadick and his Stam-
pede Ranch, cattle and dudes. However,
Patterson was an adventurer and even
Eden Valley could not hold him at times.
This is a highly entertaining book and
a worthy supplement to The Buffalo
Head (New York, 1961) and The
Dangerous River (London 1954). This
World War I veteran and Oxford man
can write and when he does so about the
valleys, mountains, animals and people
of Alberta, British Columbia and the
Yukon, he is at his best. Highly recom-
mended.

Century 1in the Saddle (Colorado
Cattlemen’s Ass’n., $10.00) is the story
of the first 100 ypars of the Association.
It was written by Richard Goff and
Robert H. McCaffree, experienced jour-
nalists. Founded on November 30, 1867,
this organization has changed its name
a few times but never its fundamental
purpose—the economic betterment of its
members. In the early open range days
the Indians gave the pioneer ranchers
a great deal of trouble and there were
roundups to organize. The big buildup
of the ’70s was followed by the boom
and bust ’80s. With the end of the open
range, fencing problems caused quite a
few headaches. Perhaps the most enter-
taining chapter in the book is titled
“Running Down the Cattle Thieves.”
Dave Cook, famed peace officer and
organizer of the Rocky Mountain Detec-
tive Ass’n. was largely responsible for

the efforts to control cattle rustling.
However, the problem of cattle stealing
still exists. The chapter ends with com-
ments on some of the new techniques
employed by the thieves with the fast
trucks and high speed roads of today.
In addition to being a fascinating ac-
count of 100 years, this book will be
increasingly valuable as a reference for
the historians of the future. It contains
a list of the officers and directors of
the parent Association for the entire
century and a list of the local chapters
with their 1966 officers. The Cowbelles,
the ladies’ auxiliary, and the Juniorx
Cattlemen’s Association are recognized.
A bibliography and an index plus illus-
trations from photos and drawings by
Frederic Remington and William J.
Culbertson enhance this volume. Recom-
mended.

IMPORTANT BUREAU

The Bureau of American Ethnology,
A Partial History (University of Okla-
homa Press, $4.95) by Niel M. Judd is
a fitting tribute to this unique bureau
of the Smithsonian Institution which was
merged into the Department of Anthro-
pology in 1964. In 1879 Congress com-
bined four independent surveys to create
the U. S. Geological Survey. At the same
time the anthropological work being car-
ried on in the Department of Interior
was transferred to the Smithsonian
Institution under the newly created
Bureau of Ethnology. Major John Wes-
ley Powell, the renowned geologist, ex-
plorer and researcher of the American
West was the Bureau’s first leader. In
his new station, Powell was directed to
continue studies of the Indians. He was
followed as director by the noted
scholars and researchers William Henry
Holmes, Mathew W. Sterling, Frank H.
H. Roberts, Jr., and Henry B. Collins,
Jr. The book consists of brief but in-
formative summaries of the work of each

‘of the leaders and a review of the au-

thors, reports, and other publications
produced by the bureau. The activities of
these men in the West searching out
information about the Indians make
interesting reading. In addition, the
bibliography of bureau publications will
serve as a useful guide for reference
and further study by students of the
West.

HE DREW THE LINE!

William Barret Trawis (The Naylo
Co., $2.95) by Walter F. McCaleb is the
revised and enlarged biography of the
hero who died at the Alamo. McCalet

True West



has written many books for young people
about heroes and events of the South-
west. Travis’ story is told through the
dialogue of a grandfather with his young
grandson. Many events that transpired
in Texas’ early history are woven into
the life of the heroic Travis.

RED AND WHITE

Crazy Weather (University of Ne-
braska, $1.65) by Charles L. McNichols
is a Bison Book paperback of the book
first published in 1944. The book was
also a Book-of-the-Month Club selection.
It is the story of a white boy and his
Indian comrade who seek glory through
four days of torrid heat and a cloud-
burst. Though each boy chooses in the
end to go his own way—the way of his
own people—the author treats them as
equals.

Truly Western
(Continued from page 4)

home to be on his own—a jack-of-all-
trades in sawmills, construction work,
ship yards, even farming. But at the age
of sixteen or seventeen he was working
as a blacksmith helper for Charley Wolf
when Ezra Meeker passed through Jeff-
erson, Oregon in 1908 on his way east.
He asked the boy if he could get his oxen
shod, saying he had tried at every black-
smith shop between Steilacoom, Washing-
ton and there, but nobody would tackle
the job.

Walt relates that after examining
those bloody feet, and even though he
had never shod an ox, he just couldn’t
stand to see them pull out in that shape.
So -asking his boss for permission,
Walter shod the oxen for which Mr.
Meeker paid him $20. The blacksmith
received $40 for making the shoes.

Walt recalls how happy Mr. Meeker
was with the job and of having two
extra sets of shoes for spares.—L. L.
Mills, Route 1, Box 55, Toledo, Washing-
ton 98591.

The Dickens Family
Gentlemen:

Mistakes or no mistakes, I truly enjoy
reading your TRUE WEST magazine, as
I find so many interesting articles and
stories that bring - back memories of
spending my boyhood days with my
grandfather, William C. Dickens, in Car-
rizo Springs, Dimmit County, Texas. He
used to freight with oxen teams and
wagons from old San Antonio to Cotulla
and Carrizo Springs, Texas, way back in
the old days. He’s often spoken of Sam
Bass, Bigfoot Wallace, King Fisher, and
others that he was acquainted with.

He and his father-in-law, John R. Bur-
leson, owned much of the land between
Eagle Pass and the Nueces, on which I
still have old tax receipts. They’re both
mentioned in the book, Tezas Indian
Fighters, and both had claims against
the Mexicans and Indians who stole
their cattle and horses. I wish I could
recall and write for you something of
the incidents and hardships that he and
Grandmother Dickens suffered during
those early days in that area, but I'm
afraid my memory’s not. too good any-
more, as I'm past the three-score years
and Time’s taken its toll.

Thanks for giving me the opportunity
of reading your magazines and please
keep it up; they’re most enjoyable.—Paul
F. Dickens, 1925 S. Arizona Blvd., Cool-
dge, ‘Arizona. :
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Get out of debt
In 90 minutes
Without borrowing!

How to Protect What You Have, Pay What You Can,
Stop Creditors From Pushing You Around!

Now you can get out of debt—with-
out borrowing! You can be free of
debt worries—before you've paid an-

other bill! Stripped of legal double |

talk, in 90 minutes you'll find out:

How to pay off debts — on
YOUR terms!. .

How to use the little known Law
of Debt Relief to protect what
you have (your home, car, sal-
ary, possessions) fromt grasping
creditors!

How to AVOID bankruptcy by
PREPARING for it!

How you can use “Big Money
Methods” to solve YOUR debt
problems !

Why there are certain old bills
you’d better NOT pay or even
acknowledge!

How the Government ° stands
ready to protect you against
tricky creditors!

Why not owing ENOUGH money

can be worse than owing too
much !

All this and hundreds of other facts
are fully and simply explained.

YOUR LEGAL RIGHTS WITH
CREDITORS. How to beat a
greedy merchant out of excessive

charges and even collect damagss
. . . How and where to get free
legal advice . . .
lawsuit .

ing you probably have the least
chance of collecting . . . The case
for and against bankruptcy—and
the help and forms you'll need . . .
Where you can legally deposit your
savings so they're probably safe,
even if you go bankrupt.

POWER OF MONEY MANAGE-
MENT. Why you SHOULD be in
debt to INCREASE your income!

. . . How and where to borrow at
“wholesale’ rates . . . what NOT to
say on a credit application . . . How
to get your hands on money you
may not know you have!

MONEY MAGIC. How to go mto
business without risking a cent . . .
How to invest in the stock market
without gambling . . . Booby-traps
in business!

And much, much more! Facts
not available anywhere else.
SOMEBODY’S going to use your
money to get rich—why not
you?

AMAZING 10-DAY FREE
TRIAL. This book, so!d only by

How to win a:
. Which creditors to:
pay first. The ones who are bully-!

CASE HISTORIES

FEBRUARY, 1964 —A 39-year-old
e with a large family was out of
a job, hopelessly in debt, and lived
in an old, rented house.
TODAY—using the Power of Money
Management, he has satisfied his
creditors, bought an expensive
home, 2 cars and a boat!

What he did, you can do—if you
act now ! g

EIGHT YEARS AGO an engineer,
working for one of the large aero-
space firms. declared bankruptcy.
But, using information contained in
The Power of Money Management,
he was able to salvage $6,000.
TODAY-—He's still an engineer,
still working for the same firm.
But, using the principles of The
Power of Money Management, he
invested $4.000. Now he has a
$50.000 equity in $195.000 worth
of property.

IN 12 YEARS—He’ll be retired
and should own $250.000 worth of
income-producing property -— free
and clear.

HE did it. So can YOU !

Superior Court Judge:

“Solid advice written in terms
that a layman can understand. I
know that, literally, thousands
of people can profit from it.”
Public Accountant:

“Has to be of great help to any-
one with money problems.”
Bankruptee:

“"Had this book been available
five years ago, I am confident I

WHAT IMPORTANT PEOPLE ARE SAYING:

could have avoided the financial
chaos I endured,”

Housewife:

“"Saved my husband's business
and, I am sure, our marriage as
well.”

Former City Attorney:

“A knowing and heipful look
at the debt problzms faced by
so many today. Invaluable!”

mail, and shipped in a plain wrap-
per, sells for $3.95.

After you've read it, if you don’t
agree it's the most valuable book
you've ever seen, you can get your
money back. Just retum it within
10 days for a quick and ungues-
tioned refund!

Without risking a cent, this has
to be the fastest, cheapest way
to solve your money problems
—or money back!

S SN A NN N N OSSR O NS 0 S5 S 0 B 08 M A
FINANCIAL PUBLISHERS Dept. 4824 I
7551 Melrose Avenue

Los Angeles, California 90046

| enclose $3.95 with the clear under-
standing that | have a 10-day money-
back guarantee. Please send “The
Power of Money Management!”

[0 Add 50c for RUSH handling.

:Name
:Addresc
Reity

:State Zip.
e ettt edetededededeeded L. 3

.

HERE'S -
HOW TO
SUBSCRIBE!

TIMES
S0-0-0-0-0 . . .

THE ISSUES OF TODAY ARE
THE RARITIES OF TOMORROW!

Hardly a mail goes by but that we get letters saying “I
missed this or that issue of TRUE WEST or FRONTIER
' . . . By golly, many of 'em are now unavailable.
bend your good ear forward and . . .

DON'T MISS A SINGLE ISSUE!

WESTERN PUBLICATIONS, INC., P.O. Box 3668, Austin, Texas 78704
Publishers of TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES

I enclose: $4.00 for & issues of each magazine

$7.00 for 12 issues of each magazine

Name.

Address

City.

State.

Zip.

New_______ Renewal
This is a Gift Subscription.

Please send one of your special

gift announcement cards with my compliments.

Sent by.

(If you don't want to cut this magazine, order on a sheet of paper.)
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SECRET LOANS!

Now you may get the money you need . . .
FA Borrow 5100 to $1,000 with a Money-
By-Mail “Secret Loan” from Dial. Absolute
privacy. No co-signers needed. ABSOLUTELY
NO MORTGAGES OF ANY KIND REQUIRED.
You use your own signature. Pay up old
bills and have cash left over out of every
paycheck. (Special: Credit life insurance
available, at nominal cost). Whatever tivou
need money for . . . get it FAST . . . and in

rivacy by Mail from Dial. Write today.

o Obligation.

DIAL FINANCE CO., Daxt. K-521
410 KMpatrick Bldg., Omaha, Nebr. 68102

lh?nin.—rﬁu_cz_&f Dept. K-521

Pay As Little
As $5.00
a Month

410 Kilpatrick Bldg., Omaha, Nebr. 68102

Please rush FREE Loan Order Blank, NO AGENT l

l WILL CALL
Name

| Address ——— l
|' City. State. Zip Code. |
I Amount you want to bOrrow § e e

H L
1‘.’--"‘" it

Write for '\
FREE

CATALOG
Trap without injury squirrels, chipmunks, rabbits, mink,
fox, stray animals, pests, etc. Sizes for every need. Also traps

for fish, sparrows, pigeons, crabs, turtles, quail; etc. Save
" 40¢ on low factory prices. Free catalog and trapping secrets.

SENSITRONIX Dept m11 2225 Lou Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018

PROSPECTORS CLUB INTERNATIONAL

Comprised of international membership dedicated to
the exchange of information regarding recovery of
treasure, relics and artifacts. The club functions
through the circulation of a monthly newsletter
compiled from information submitted by members—
new discoveries, possible locations, expeditions,
swapping, buying or selling of related items. Send
$3.00 for one year membership and newsletter.

PROSPECTOR’S HEADQUARTERS
P.O. Box 729W Odessa, Texas 79760

LIFE INSURANCE

ISSUED BY MAIL o KEEP IT FOR LIFE

MAILTHIS AD voosuicarion

APPLICATION MAILED TO YOU
$5000 ENTRY AGES 21 to 70 - $2000 ENTRY AGES 21 to 80

Whole Life Policy pays worid-wide for death from any cause,
any time, except during first policy year for either suicide
or death from undisclosed pre-existing health conditions.
Mail your name, address, zip code, year of birth and ad to
Great Lakes Insurance Co., Elgin, |11, 60120. Dept. K51J6

Send for your free copy of

"Western Americana™
Letest 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.

80 PAGE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG
Indian craft kits, bulk supplies,
war bonnets, beadwork, etc.
Send 15¢ for catalog.

GREY OWL

INDIAN CRAFT CO.

INDIAN CRAFT SUPPLIES

150-02 Beaver Rd., Dept. TW-67
Jamaica 33, N.Y.

Look like the real thi

Famous old posters on parchment. Authentic
reproductions that look like aged and weathered
originals, 4 styles — Jesse James, Wells Fargo,
Bell Starr, Joaquin Head.

25¢ ea,, 4 for 95¢, No stamps please

: HISTORICAL REPRODUCTIONS
Dept. W-2, P.O. Box 153_2, Colorado Springs, Colo. 80901
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The Day They Killed the Judge
(Continued from page 31)

to some other county for judicial pur-
poses. Committee members, of course,
were incensed at the idea. When the bill
failed to pass, a meeting was held by
Lake County residents commending S.
Y. Marshall, Representative of the 11th
District, and others for defeat of the
“infamous and nefarious act.”

When spring came in 1875, both Judge
Dyer and Uncle Jesse Marion returned
to the mountains. Judge Dyer continued
to work at his mine on Hoover Pass be-
tween South Park and Iowa Gulch, and
to carry on the work of County and
Probate Judge. He also sat as Justice of
the Peace at Granite.

Since Uncle Jesse was personally ac-
quainted with the members of the Com-
mittee of Safety and had been a victim
of their illegal activities, he could swear
to the ringleaders. On the strength of the
information he supplied, Judge Dyer is-
sued warrants for the arrest of sixteen
men. Being skeptical of Sheriff Weldon,
Judge Dyer deputized Dr. Dobbins to
serve the warrants and to make the ar-
rests.

OHN BURNETT, a rancher on
Brown’s Creek, was the first to be

served. The Doctor soon came back and
handed the papers to Judge Dyer say-
ing that Burnett had laughed and de-
clared that nothing would come of the
arrests, as all the men would “swear
each other clear.”

Judge Dyer still had faith in the law
and next deputized a man named Sites
to deliver the warrants and make the
arrests. Sites -arrested Burnett, Chafin
and a man named Moore. After making
a few more arrests, he met Sheriff
Weldon who asked for the warrants.

“T can make more arrests in one day
than you can in three weeks,” he as-
sured Sites.

About sundown on the evening of
July 2, Sheriff Weldon, accompanied by
thirty armed men, drew up in front of
Johnston’s store where Elias Dyer
roomed when in Granite. Quickly the
mob escorted Judge Dyer to the court-
room. The sheriff walked by his side.

Some townspeople who followed the
group to the little log courthouse were
ordered back. The mob went inside. The
cabin doors were closed. There were no
court attendants, not even a bailiff.

By the dim light of kerosene lamps
Judge Dyer walked to his desk and
opened court. His first words were di-
rected to the armed men.

“Each and every one of you divest
yourself of your firearms,” the Judge’s
voice was calm. The sheriff nodded ap-
proval.

Rifles and revolvers of various de-
scriptions were stacked on benches near
the door.

The judge proceeded to call the various
cases but he soon discovered that
Marion, the principal witness, and others
who had been named as witnesses were
not in the courtroom. He knew there
could be no prosecution. It was evident
that the witnesses had lost their courage.

The Judge adjourned court until eight
o’clock the next morning.

Without a word, the accused men re-
trieved their weapons. Then as the
Judge came down the aisle they closed
in around him and, with the sheriff,
escorted him back to Johnston’s store.
A guard was placed at his door. :

“Don’t leave here tonight, Dyer,” the
sheriff warned.

When morning came Judge Dyer was
taken downstairs for coffee and man-
aged to slip two letters which he had
written during the night, to Johnston.
One was to Miss Loella Streetor of
Castle Rock; the other was to his
father. (The original is now in the Li-
rary of the State Historical Society of
Colorado, Denver, Colorado.)

Granite, July 3, 1875

Dear Father—

I don’t know that the sun will ever
rise and set for me again, but I trust
in God and His mercy. At 8 o’clock
I sit in court. The Mob have me
under guard. There is no cowardice
in me, father. I am worthy of you in
this respect, God comfort you and
keep you always. I am, in this one
respect, like Him who died for all.
I die, if die I must, for law, order
and principle; and, too, I stand alone.

Your loving and true, and, I hope
in some respects, worthy son.

Elias F. Dyer

A few minutes before eight o’clock on
July 8, the thirty men and the sheriff
escorted Judge Dyer into the courtroom.
Again he opened court but when no wit-
nesses appeared, he was forced to dis-
miss the accused for lack of evidence.
Silently the Committeemen filed out of
the room.

For -a short time Judge Dyer sat at
his desk apparently stunned at the turn
of events. Soon an old friend named
Hayden, who had seen the armed men
come into court, came up to talk with
the Judge. Almost at once someone
called, “Come out here, Hayden. You're
wanted.”

As he stepped out of the room, five
men detached themselves from the crowd
and went to the rear of the courthouse.
There they climbed a short flight of
stairs and entered the courtroom from
a back door.

In rapid succession there was the
sound of three or four shots. One bul-
let struck the chair in which Judge
Dyer was sitting. Another one went
through his wrist. Another went through
the window.

A man named Woodard, standing on
a bank above the courthouse, saw the
armed men climb the back stairs and he
heard Dyer cry, “Spare my life!”

Springing from his chair the Judge
rushed toward the door only to find it
blocked by five gunmen. The Judge was
held firmly until someone placed a pistol
behind his right ear and fired. Dyex
lived only fifteen minutes.

“Murder!” shouted a man who looked
in through the logs and saw the Judge
fall.

The five assassins walked out slowly
and were absorbed by a group of thei
companions.

True West



The few inhabitants of Granite quick-
ly gathered and one declared that he had
heard John D. Coon, prominent in the
Committee of Safety exclaim as he
stooped over the dying man, “What a
horrible murder!”

An inquest was held but was virtually
in the hands of the mob. The verdict
was: “E. F. Dyer came to his death by
unknown hands.”

HE ‘“unknown hands,” however,

were known by Woodard who had
seen the five assassins at close range.
He was not a man to keep silent. Short-
ly afterwards he was shot and killed
while on horseback mnear Granite.
Another man named Hardin, owner of
a pack train, cursed the infamous work
of the Committee. His body was found
by the roadside. He had been shot, and
his dog was dead beside him.

A few citizens buried the Judge in
the Granite cemetery. Three years later
in 1878, Rev. John L. Dyer took up the
body and personally transported it in
a wagon to the cemetery at Castle Rock,
Douglas County, Colorado.

In settling his son’s estate, Father
Dyer sold the mine to H.A.W. Tabor for
$3,000.. Two years later Tabor sold the
mine for $60,000.

The Governor of Colorado offered a
$200 reward leading to the arrest and
conviction of Judge Dyer’s assassins but
none of the thirty members of the Com-
mittee of Safety was brought to justice.

J. McPherson, appearing to be Father
Dyer’s friend, wrote as follows:

“Your son was invited to leave the
county because he would not attend
more strictly to his own business,
but on occasion would volun-
tarily vindicate the character of Mr.
Gibbs . ... The committee have un-
earthed a nest of fearful vipers. You
would hardly believe were I to tell
you the particulars of what was
found to exist in the shape of a se-
cret organization for the purpose of
preying on the people by cattle steal-
ing, taking up estrays and branding
them, branding calves that belonged
to their neighbors’ cows; butchering
the neighbors’ beef, slandering their
neighbors and what not; and then
uniting together to swear each other
clear; and all this in the neighbor-
hood of Brown’s Creek, that robber’s
roost, where congregate all the un-
clean birds that have fouled and de-
filed Lake County . ... ‘Vengeance
is mine, and I will repay,” saith the
Lord. Crimes never go unpunished,
but the Good Lord does not always
square his accounts in a minute.”

Six years after the Judge’s death,
wealthy Charles Nachtrieb, whose mills
at Nathrop were headquarters for the
Committee of Safety, was found mur-
dered on the mill floor. It was said that
a nephew of Harrington who had come
into the neighborhood some time after
his uncle had been killed had sworn that
if he ever discovered who had murdered
his uncle, he would kill him. For a time
the young man worked for Nachtrieb,
-then one day he quit and went to the
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MEADOW VALLEY
RANCHOS " NEVADA

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

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

LAKE OSINO: No charge to Rancho owners
for full privileges at nearby Lake Osino. Fish,
Picnic, Relax at this private recreation area.

HUNTING: You will find the hunting of
E%Emgo?g I‘%’ ':)Ar? Ig your life. Big game Mule Deer are abundant.
Duck, Quail and Chukar are plentiful.

- NEVADA. Ground floor
Euyers areﬁ reaping for- YOUR PROFITABLE TOMORROW =
tunes from small initial YES, wise investors are now buying in MEADOW

A VALLEY RANCHOS, but America’s largest -
investments. A fac‘"al_“' tions, who buy in ad\t:ancr:z;,;:psulaatrigo?e;;‘:;z%:,
ample _‘” skyrocketing are also investing throughout Nevada. U.S. COM-
values is Las Vegas, Ne- MERCE BUREAU FACT: Per capita income in
Ay vada. Land in Las Vegas Nevada is highest of all 50 states.
that originally sold for $200.00 an acre now  TAX RELIEF — No State Income, Gift or
sells for $20,000.00 an acre, a profit of  [Inheritance Tax. The low Real Property Tax is
1000%! Buyers 'v:lhn t:ok advantagﬁhof {_?'w actually limited by the State Constitution.
opening prices have become wealthy. The
ground floor opportunity of Las Vegas is gone, ~ YYHAT ARE THE TOTAL COSTS?

The full price of the title to your 1% acrc
%UII‘!EAI:gT:EI'.‘EAASREEIJA F%FR ng:ﬁ%ﬁlslglg!EVADA Rancho is only $595. Total payment schedule

: is $1 down, and $10 per month. No interest,
This area has such a tremendous growth o %o e “onaronc ™ tohn D, Rockefeller
potential, such a fantastic unlimited future, ., "Grpo big fortunes of the future will be
that mse_mvestnrs' have purchased large mad'e in Real Estate.” You are not required
acreage. Bing Croshy's ranch wjas onesnf the 4o do anything to your land. Live o vacation
ilgrg’f::oll":nchg;;;!if}hevggunttgé :m::t et:w:r';t on it, or watch its value grow, then sell all or
orary g ' P part of it for a profit. Your profitable tomor-
enced investors have sensed the future and row is here today in MEADOW VALLEY
are buying MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS in RANCH y
Elko County, Nevada, -

MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS has all the factors
needed to boom. .. to prosper. .. to skyrocket
its land values. Ideally located in the prosper-
ing Elko Valley, The Ranchos have the back-
drop of the statuesque Ruby Mountains. The
sparkling Humboldt River, actually flows
through the property and is a valuable asset

Humboigt River

ot
wo- £ et

of the Ranchos. Every Rancho fronts on a WA

graded road, The City of Elko, with its long Send?l g F

established schools, churches and medical facil- each Rancho dz's’?’s" fo :

ities is MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS friendly MEADOW VAL Gy op " ¢
neighbor. LLEY RANCHos

Stockmen Bldg., Elko, Nevada

—_— B s =

MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS —
'4824STOCKMEN BLDG., ELKO, NEVADA 89801 MAIL COUPON fhhot l

Yes!—Reserve acreage at MEADOW VALLEY RANCHOS for me—$595 for each 1Y acre parcel—
payable $1 down and $10 a month. No other charges. Send purchase contract and map
showing exact location of my holding. You will return my $1 deposit if | request same
within 30 days. | enclose $1 deposit for each 114.acre Rancho desired.

SIZE PER i

ACRES | pown | mo. | Ne™me
1Y4 $1 $10 Address.
215 2

g% i %g City: Zone: State:

l {ndicate No. of Ranchos Total enclosed $.
R (S A0 BRETY) GEWE) ERTD CTRN SSOUR POUR SR (IO ENS 1Ini NORM TR (M) SAOT (NSY UG NND ARG BEER QSRR

67



RUPTURE

RELIEF!

OR YOUR
MONEY
BACK
IN_FULL!

Lasting, comfortable relief for your re-
ducible inguinal rupture. Prove it. Give
WEB a trial. If not completely satisfied
return it within 30 days for full refund
of purchase price. Write for free booklet.

WEB TR“SS cn- Haglzresa:;m:l?\ﬂd.

TS

Secrets of Teaching
Yourself MUSIC

Revealed in Your Home This Money-Saving Way

ES! Now you can teach yourself to play Piano,

Guitar, ANY instrument in your spare time—
even if you've never played a note in your life!
Famous proven Course makes it simple as A-B-C.
Pictured lessons show you how. No teacher. It’s
amazingly easy! Surprise your friends by playing
favorite music. Write today for FREE 36-page illus-
trated book. U.S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Studio A26710,
Port Washington, N. Y. 11050. (Est. 1898. Approved
N. Y. State Educa. Dept.) Tear out as a reminder.

MAKE BIG MONEY

raising either Chinchil-
las, Guinea pigs, Rab-
bits, Mink or Pigeons for
us. This is your big op-
portunity to get started
on the road to prosperity
with us, and to have an
income for life. Send 25¢
for full information that explnms everylhmg about the
big proponnon we have to off

KEENEY BROTHERS FARMS

New Freedom, Pa. R. No.

STOP TOBACCO

Banish the craving for tobacco as thou-

sands have with Tobacco Redesmer. Write-

Today for free booklet telling of injurious

effect of tobacco and of a treatment which

has relieved over 300,000 people. T

In Business Since 1309 £E
BOOK

THE NEWELL COMPANY
Dept. K582

Box. No. 108

Chesterfield, Mo. 63017

BILL PROBLEMS ?

NOBODY REFUSED up to $17.500-:00
FAST FRIENDLY SERVICE

POOR CREDIT, No Trouble. NOT A LOAN CO.
Send Your Name for FREE APPLICATION.
NATIONWIDE ACCEPTANCE - Dept.77
930 F St., N. W., Washington, D. C. or
1326 Plainfield St., Cranston, R. I

- u
Laying Quail
FOR PROFIT
AND PLEASURE
Pharach and Lotus White Quail.
Start laying at 6 weeks age. Lay
250 to 300 eggs without rest, winter
or summer. Keep in city or on
farm in small sanitary cages. No
permits . required. Grow for eggs,
meat and game stock. Send for

Free Book, today
MARSH COTHRNIX FARM

12252 Haga St., Garden Grove Calif. 92641

Authors!

Your book can be published, promoted, distrib-
uted by successful, reliable company. Fiction,
non-fiction, poetry, scholarly, religious and even
controversial manuscripts welcomed. Free Edi-
torial Report, For Free Booklet write Vanfage
Press, Dept. TW, 120 W. 31 St., New York
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store to settle with his boss. He was the
last person seen in the store prior to the
discovery of Nachtrieb’s body. Although
a reward was offered, the murder was
never solved.

It was further reported that one of
the Committee members drowned him-
self; another one became demented. How
the other accounts were “squared,” or
in what time, is not known.

Nobody Laughed
When Smiley Died
(Continued from page 25)
which was better equipped.

Wattron accordingly contacted the Al-
buquerque Citizen job printing plant and
impatiently awaited results.

The first appearance of the sheriff’s
notice was in the local newspaper on
November 11, 1899. The Holbrook Argus,
under the heading, “A Weird Invitation,”
first let the cat out of the bag. “Sheriff
Wattron is having fifty invitations print-
ed which read as follows:

You are hereby cordially invited
to attend the hanging of one George
Smiley, murderer.

His soul will be swung into eter-
nity on December 8, 1899, at two p.m.
sharp.

The latest improved methods in
the art of scientific strangulation
will be employed and everything pos-
sible will be done to make the sur-
roundings cheerful and the execu-
tion a success.

—F. J. Wattron

“There is a grim humor in this rather
remarkably worded invitation. We have
no doubt but that the sheriff will do well
in his unpleasant task connected with
that occasion. Whether Smiley joins in
the invitation in the same spirit remains
to be seen. His past conduct has been
characterized by a remarkable coolness,
and as the time for execution approaches,
he is losing none of his nerve. He may
conclude to assist the sheriff in making
‘the surroundings cheerful and the execu-
tion a success.””

THE SHORT write-up in the Argus

was probably greeted locally with
the desired chuckles, but otherwise there
was no great commotion, one way or the
other. Outside of Holbrook it was a dif-
ferent matter.

By the time the invitations had been
printed and sent out, trouble was on the
way. The Albuquerque Citizen, in whose
plant the printing had been done, printed
a brief story on the invitation, and of-
ficials and citizens who had received the
summons also helped spread the word.
The Arizona Gazette, published in
Phoenix, printed the story on its front
page, headlining it, “A Disgraceful Af-
fair.”

“The sheriff of Navajo County,” re-
ported the paper, “who is the Republican
elected at last election in that county,
sent the following letter broadcast over
the country, which without doubt has
done Arizona more harm in many ways
than would an Indian war. The letter
is . . . a disgrace not only to the county
of Navajo, but to the Territory of Ari-

zona and should forever put the idiot
who wrote it out. of politics in Arizona.”

After quoting the invitation the article
went on: “Think of a sane man in this
enlightened age sending broadcast over
the country such a notification. It would
do credit to some Bowery blackguard, but
we feel thankful there are not many such
flippant men in Arizona as this fellow
Wattron, and if there are they will prob-
ably have sense enough to keep still
about it.”

The news story was picked up and re-~
printed all over Arizona and the South-
west, and when an eager reporter wired
it to the Associated Press the fur really
began to fly. Outraged newspapers all
over the country were soon vilifying
Wattron in their columns, as was the
European press.

C.' 0. Anderson recalled in later years
that the story “appeared in the London
Times, the Berliner Taggblat and Paris
Firago, and they commented upon the
brutality of one of the Governors in one
of the American Provinces.”

Wattron and Holbrook squirmed under
this verbal barrage. As letters and tele-
grams continued to pour in, the sheriff
probably wished he could in some way
speed up the clock and have the whole
mess over with. Barroom banter had
somehow turned a run-of-the-mill execu-
tion into an international incident.

Various church groups were upset
over the situation and President William

.McKinley, obliged to do something about

it, wired the governor of Arizona to ex-
press his official dissatisfaction. Gover-
nor Murphy, already harassed from
many quarters, took prompt action.

On December 8 the Phoenix Arizona
Republican printed the governor’s proc-
lamation giving Smiley a thirty-day re-
prieve. Under the headline, “Respite for
a Murderer,” the article deplored the
situation “occasioned by the ghastly jocu-
larity of Sheriff Wattron. The ill-timed
pleasantry of Sheriff F. J. Wattron of
Navajo County has lengthened the life
of George Smiley, the murderer, by at
least thirty days. Unless there is an in-
terruption of the United States mails,
a document is already in the post office
at Holbrook which will interfere with
festivities with which it was intended to
enliven that town today.”

The article included the governor’s
“Proclamation of Respite” which said in
part, “The sheriff of Navajo County,
whose duty it is to execute the con-
demned and bring about the just expia-
tion of an awful crime, has seen fit to
publicly advertise and issue cards of in-
vitation to the execution of the con-
demned in unseemly and flippant lan-
guage and in terms which have brought
reproach upon the good name of this
Territory.

“I therefore deem it proper in this
connection to express unqualified dis-
approval of such methods so that the peo-
ple of the United States may know that
trifling with the dignity and solemnity
of justice is not tolerated in Arizona. . ..”

The article concluded with, “This in-
vitation has been copied throughout the
country, particularly by eastern papers,
and comments have been made upon it
which were not favorable to the sheriff.

True West



It has been suggested that he is possessed
of a rudimentary humor which deserves
cultivation with a club in the hands of
a muscular fool killer, and altogether the
production of Sheriff Wattron has been
regarded as another proof that Arizona
is not quite ready for statehood. The
‘cheerful surroundings’ at Holbrook will
not be made any more cheerful by the
governor’s reprieve. The object in is-
suing it was to reduce the hilarity which
has pervaded the sheriff’s office since
sentence was passed on Smiley. Perhaps
at the expiration of thirty days Sheriff
Wattron can be brought to a more gloomy
state of mind, when the working off of
the condemned may proceed with a due
regard for the seriousness of the occa-
sion.”

HERIFF WATTRON, by this time,
had been made to look like a heart-
less fool throughout the country; he was
alternately humiliated and fighting mad.
As he stomped about town puffing on his
long black cigars, he was gratitfied to
note that the majority of his fellow
citizens were unexpectedly behind him.
In a long article in the Holbrook Argus
on December 16, the sentiments of the
newspaper pretty well summed up the
feelings of the community: “It is openly
expressed here that the prime motive in
granting the respite was to gain a little
cheap glory for Governor N. O. Murphy
throughout the East, and the moral con-
sequences of the act were not considered.
“Is it an act of Christian charity . . .
and is it removing all stain upon the fair
name of Arizona to prolong the agony of
the poor trembling wretch confined with-
in the prison walls, to build up new
hopes of life within his bosom, only to
ruthlessly smother them and again bring
him face to face with the horrors of
death within another thirty days?

“Is it an act of justice to the tax pay-
ers of this county to heap additional ex-
pense upon them by prolonging the time
set for this execution? Why not, if the
governor’s sense of propriety was so
outraged by the language of this invita-
tion, administer a rebuke in a Christian
spirit, with a heart tempered with mercy,
by commuting Smiley’s sentence to life
imprisonment ? This would have relieved
him of the horrors of his approaching
execution, and probably aided more than
any other act to kindle a spark of better
sentiment within his benighted soul. We
are not vampires thirsting for human
Hleod. .2

The citizens of Navajo County knew
the sheriff was in the wrong, but they
were also closer to the facts of the case
and recognized the situation as a rather
bad practical joke which had gone very
sour.

Wattron was faced with preparing
another invitation. He didn’t dare pro-
duce another invitation in a light vein,
and yet if he did anything else it would
be construed as knuckling under to the
governor and his host of critics. It might
prove very difficult, he thought, to have
the last laugh.

When the day of the execution ar-
rived, fifteen invited spectators milled

around the gallows. Wattron had craftily

mailed invitations to the governor and
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other critics too late for them to attend
the affair even if they had felt disposed
to - come. :

On January 8, 1900, George Smiley
quietly ascended the scaffold, accompa-
nied by Wattron, Deputy Sheriff Barg-
man, and Father Dilly, a priest. When
asked if he had any last words, Smiley
said, “Nothing, except I thank the sheriff
and deputies for many kindnesses, and I
die a Christian.” At 2:15 P.M. the trap
was sprung and eighteen minutes later
Smiley was pronounced dead by the two
attending physicians. He was buried in
an unmarked grave in Holbrook.

The Arizona Republican of Phoenix,
one of Wattron’s most bitter critics, com-
mented acidly: “There was received at
this office yesterday a black-bordered
missive—an invitation by Sheriff F. J.
Wattron of Navajo County to the execu-
tion of George Smiley, who was hanged
at Holbrook the day before. It would
have been too late for the recipient: to
avail himself of the invitation if he had
desired to do so. The invitation is not
without interest on account of its differ-
ence from another issued by Sheriff Wat-
tron about two months ago. Some fault
was found with that invitation, which
disclosed a hitherto unsuspected vein of
humor in the sheriff which nothing but
the genial influence of a hanging could
bring out strong. Governor Murphy ad-
ministered an official rebuke by post-
poning the execution and the newspapers
of Phoenix applauded the course of the
governor. The invitation now at hand is
a sarcastic rather than a funny docu-
ment. From being a humorous official
the sheriff has grown morose. . . .”

N SMALL PRINT at the top of the
inviation, Wattron had noted that the
Revised Statutes of Arizona, Penal
Code, Title X., Section 1849, Page 807,
made it obligatory for sheriffs to issue
invitations to executions, but unfortu-
nately did not prescribe any form. “I
would suggest,” continued the sheriff at
the bottom of the document, “that a
committee of Governor Murphy, Editors
Dunbar, Randolph and Hull, wait on our
next legislature and have a form of in-
vitation to executions embodied in our
laws.”
The invitation went on:

With feelings of profound sorrow
and regret, I hereby invite you to at-
tend and witness the private, decent
and humane execution of a human
being; name, George Smiley; crime,
murder.

The said George Smiley will be
executed on January 8, 1900, at 2
o’clock p.m.

You are expected to deport your-
self in a respectful manner, and any
“flippant” or “unseemly” language or
conduct on your part will not be al-
lowed. Conduct, on anyone’s part,
bordering on ribaldry and tending to
mar the solemnity of the occasion
will not be tolerated.

F. J. WATTRON
Sheriff of Navajo County

The words “flippant” and “unseemly”
(Continued on page 72)

“HORNY TOAD MAN"

Lenore Dils' story of early railroading days

on the Santa Fe has a delightful folklorish

and yet authentic flavor, a combination that

makes delightful reading. Immersing yourself

in this book almost makes you think you are

visiting the Old Southwest in the Steam Age.
190 pages, illustrated and photos.

$6.95 postpaid.
BOOTS AND SADDLE PRESS

1801 East Yandell
El Paso, Texas 79902

Send for Your New FREE

WESTERN CATALOG!
* 84-page fully illustrat-
ed catalog with many
styles in full natural
color!
Widest selection of all
types of Western cloth-
ing and saddlery. Low-
est prices.
Satisfaction guaranteed
or your money back!
JACK WOLFE
RANCHWEAR
Dept. TQ, 62 East Second South
Salt Lake City 11, Utah

ATTENTION!

Before your money is spent or your free advice is
found to be wanting: CONTACT EXANIMOI!I!
For the very best deal in metal detectors, a free
jam-packed Treasure Hunters news-letter and fair
square dealing: CONTACT EXANIMOI!!l Before
you buy that instrument call or write Exanimo and
get the straight goods on detectors, books and
plain good deals with nao strings attached.

EXANIMO GREAT LAKES
P.O. Box 412 Oscoda, Michigan 48750
517 739-8101 (8 AM-5PM) 517 362-2454 (6 PM-10 PM)

. READING GLASSES $298
2 i

MAGNIFYING

High - quality,
plano - convex
lenses in stylish
smoke - color
frames magnify
fine print, make
it easier to do
close, precision work. Metal hinges for long wear.
For folks cver 40 without eye disease or astigmatism
who simply need magnifying lenses. If not satisfied,
return postpaid in 30 days for full refund. An out-
standing value at $2.98. State age, sex. Add 25c post-
age. NEL-KING PRODUCTS, Department TT-107G
811 Wyandotte, Kansas City, Missouri 64105.

BILL PROBLEMS?

WE CAN HELP YOU
NOBODY REFUSED UP TO $18,000

Bad Credit No ProblemeNot a Loan Co |

Send your name and address for FREE application

NATIONAL ACCEPTANCE, dept. M76

5133 N. Central Ave., Phoenix, Ariz. 85012
or 119 Ann St., Hartford, Conn. 06103

BATTERY CALENDAR
DESK CLOCK

Runs about 2 years on one
flashlight battery. Precision
Hanhart movement with jew-
eled escapement. Automatic
calendar and second hand. 6"
dia. Ideal for home or office.
Battery included.

omer Co., 4806 West Ave.

L . H
Only $25.60.PP. Quartz Hill, Calif. 93534 TW-1

Watch for the
November FRONTIER TIMES

. .. on sale September 20




CLASSIFIED

(30c per word, cash with order)

Books & Magazi‘nes

“BURIED TREASURE & LOST MINES'" by Frank Fish
—Successful Treasure expert. Fish spent 42 years
researching this information. An authentic guide and
reference Make treasure hunting your Hobby
—make it pay. Price $1.50 post paid. Publisher—
Erie Schaefer, 14728 Peyton Drive, Chino, California.
NEVADA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large Folded Map 800 Place Name Glossary; Rail-
roads, Camps, Camel Trail, etc, $1.50, Theron Fox,
1296'/2 Yosemite. San Jose 26 California.

ARIZONA TREASURE HUNTERS Ghost Town Guide.
Large folded map 1881, smaller early map. 1,200
place name glossary, mines, camps, Indian reser-
vations, etc. $1.50. Theron Fox 1296H Yosemite, San
Jose, California.

BOTTLE IDENTIFICATION by Putnam. A reference
book that describes old bottles and their moulds.
Names each bottle, gives its size and use. Patent
dates of spring sfoprers and crown caps. More than
1,000 pictures taken from the old time bottle maker's
cafalogs Retail $2.75 Postpaid. P. Putnam, Box 297,
Duarte, California 91010.

LOCATE ANY BOOKS! Any subject. No obh?aﬁpn.

;‘égagler Bookfinders, Box 15070, Orlando lorida
GHOST TOWN DIRECTORY OF THE WEST—Over

Pictures and maps.

340 sites in ten western states.
A-6, Box

Price $1.00. Pierce Publishing Co.,
5221, Abilene, Texas.
BOOK HUNTING OUR BUSINESS. Service is our
product. No charge for search. Satisfaction guaran-
teed. D-J Book gearch, Box 3352 San Bernadino,
California 92404.
101 EASY WAYS TO FIND BURIED TREASURE. A book
for all treasure hunters, crammed full of information.
Only $2.00 cash, check or M.O. Dayne Chastain, Route
2, Seminole, Oklahoma 74868.
"DIG THOSE CRAZY BOTTLES." Drawings of over
250 bottles with descriptions, history, color, size, and
pricing. Plus a special section on miniature whlskeys
$2.00 postpaid. Don Kauffman, 3520 Laramie Street,
Cheyenne, Wyoming.
THE EARPS OF TOMBSTONE $2.00. Silver, Sex and
Six-Guns $2.00. Eight Ropes to Eternity $1.25. The
Town Too Tough to Die $1.00. Reprint 1881 Epitaph
giving details OK Corral fight 50¢. List free of books
on Tombstone, prospecting, survival, rockhounding,
treasure hunfmg Subscribe to The Tombstone Epi-
taph, Box 608, Tombstone, Ariz. 85638.
FREE 96 Page detector catalog. General Elecfmmc
Detection Co., Box &7, Bellflower, Calif.
AUTHENTIC SPANISH MAP. Drafted in 1768 Shows
United States and Mexico from Lat. 13 to 43 North;
Long 75 to 120 West. Shows many original Jocations
pamsh Missions. Excellent Research Value. $3.95.
O.D.'s. Solar Enterprises, P.O. Box 1214, Los
Gafos California 95030.
COLORADO GHOST TOWNS: quide to hundreds of

Dept.

.towns & mlnm% camps with directions and locations.
$2.00. Box 1363-T, Aspen, Colo.
AMERICAN INDIAN Magazine. History, lore and

current news. 35¢c sample copy. $1.50 a year, Write
MANY SMOKES, P.O. Box 5895, Reno, Nevada 89503.
GHOST TOWN MAPS New Book Titled "California
Ghost Town Trails' has pictures, maps to California
%hos'r towns $2.95. E. Abbott, P.O. Box 4262, Anaheim,
alifornia 92803.
WESTERN YESTERDAYS by Forest Crossen. Volumes
| through V. Each volume a different collection of
true adventures by oldtime Westerners. Illustrated.
$1.95 each. Colorado residents add 3% sales tax.
Address WESTERN YESTERDAYS, Box 1433, Boulder,
Colorado 80302.
FREE BOOK LISTS: Guns, Cowboys,
History. Free!! Colonial- Trading Poste,
Cedar Rapids, lowa 52406.
GHOST TOWN GUIDE: Complete gu|de to over 100
Ghost towns in California, only $1.95. D. Abbott,
P.O. Box 4262, Anaheim, California 92803.
ENJOY READING? 13,000 Selections (1,500 Westerns)
available. Write: Paperback Library, Box 1308, So. San
Gabriel, Calif.
GEM STONE PROSPECTING Covers their occur-
rence, identification and location by states and
counties. $3.00. D.V.V. Publishers, Box 16125, Salt Lake
City, Utah 84116.
TREASURE, Com and Relic Hunters news publica-
tion. Only '$1.00 early Sample copy 25¢c. GOLD BUG
BOX 588-T, ALAMO CALIFORNIA 94507.
SELLING TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES. Nation's
largest stock. Send your list for prices. Stamped en-
velope appreciated. Miller, 2626-A Spring Lane,
*Austin, Texas 78703.
LOCATE VALUABLE COINS AND TREASURES, any-
where. Thousands of dollars located every day. Yours
for the taking. No Detector needed. No other charg-
Send $2.00 Check, Cash or Money Order to SIL-
VER TURN, Box 566, Dallas, Texas 75221.

Indians, Western
Box 1105l,

GHOST TOWNS & MINING CAMPS OF IDAHO. 22"

x 33" map _Hsﬂn%. over 150 Ghost Towns. 8,000 words

of description, history and directions. Price $2.25.

/IS‘li‘l.}l’ras83 nterprises, Box No. 1066, Soda Springs,
aho

JOAQUIN MURRIETA
formation and rare
JUANITA, story of only
rush, $1.00, postpaid.
Saga-West, 752 Fulton,
"THE BOTTLE TRAIL" Volumes ONE thru EIGHT.
Continuation of wood Molds and Blow Pipe added
in EIGHT. $2.15 Each Book, prepaid. May Jones,
Box 23, Nara Visa, New Mexico 88430.

OLD WESTERN BOOKLETS: "Old Indian's Almanac,"
by Cheyenne Indian, $1.00: "Indian Silverwork of the
Southwest,"" Bracelets-bridles, photos—both for $1.00.
Frontier Books, Fort Davis, Texas 79734.

TRUE WEST, 4 thru 39 (No. 36 missing). FRONTIER
TIMES, 1 thru 10. All excellent. Best Offer. Nancy
Splawn 855 N. 22nd, Las Vegas, Nev.

READ: The "Upper Room' of Babylon. 192 pages.
Borders on Rev. Il. So shocking you must read to
believe. Book, magazine, booklefs and picture of the
Beast—No, 666 Man of Sin. $5 ppd. Book, Box 107,
Millville, Calif. 96062.

"TO FIND TREASURES OF THE PAST you need an
accurate map of the past. That's just what we have.
Shows original sh}vre of old Republic of Texas. Covers
all or parts of Missouri, Arkansas, Louisiana, Texas,
Oklahoma, Kansas, Nebraska, New Mexico, Colorado,
Wyoming and Gulf of Mex:co Shows treasure sites
where vast fortunes remain lost or hidden. First publi-
;%;%n" $2.00. Relco-Bbs, Box 10563, Houston, Texas

COLORADO GHOST TOWN MAPS. Most authentic,
accurate ever published! Large, 3 color, suitable for
framing. Large scale insets giving detailed mforma-
tion to forgotten towns. Complete with travel ti
other points of interest and research bibliograp y
Folded $2.50. Mailing tube $3.50. Cash, Check, or
M.O. Frontier Pubhshers P.O. Box 14408, Oklahoma
City, Okla. 7311

COLORADO TREASURE HUNTERS! Map of Colorado
Lost Mines and Buried Treasure! Authentic, detailed,
3 color map with large scale insefs. Accurate di-
rections and research information. Folded $2.50.
Mailing tube $3.50. Cash, Check or M.O. Frontier
;;ﬁllshers P.O. Box 14408 Oklahoma City, Okla.

4.

SEVERAL HUNDRED TRUE WESTERN magazines of
all publications since 1950, Write for hs? or the one
you want at one Dollar per copy. . Smith, P.O.
Box 689, Leeds, Ala.

GOOD BYE, JESSE JAMES—New book containing
the six big ‘stories about Jesse, as reported in the
Kansas City Daily Journal, when he was killed in
1882. Soft covered, 160 thrilling pages. Price $1.50
post paid from The Jesse James Bank Museum, Old
Town Square—226E, Liberty, Missouri 64068.
MAPS: PIONEER HISTORICAL. MISSISSlppl River to
Pacific Ocean. "West- Southwest'' (30" x 50'') ""West-
Northwest' (21" x 50') $2.00 each folded, $3.00
each tubed, They show Old Forts, Fur Posts, Towns,
Railroads, CaHIe Trails, State and Telegraph Lines,
Indian Areas "Trails of Tears,'" Emigrant Routes.
Most every*hlnq 'dated.’ MAPS, Box 56G, Tijeras,
New Mexico 87059.

new booklet with fresh in-
hotos. $1.25, postpaid. Also—
woman Iynched in Calif. gold
SPECIAL—both books, $2.00
Fresno, Calif. 93721.

Business & Employment
Opportunities
BOOMING Australia needs your skills! Government

assisted passage. Details $1.00. Irv Hayer, 1117 S.W
Columbia, Portland, Oregon 97201.

FREE BOOK ''900° Successful, Little-Known Businesses."

Y\‘/%rak home! Plymouth, 137HK, Brooklyn, New York
WRITERS, ARTISTS needed for special commercial
assignments. Editor, B.E.R. Service, Box 530, North
Hollywood, Calif. $1603.

AUSTRALIA WANTS YOU! Good Pay, Adventure,
Government Paid Transportation Allowance! Send

$1.00 for
ternational Services,
46140.

"'Australian Opportunities Handbook." In-
Box 12-K10, Greenfield, Indiana

$10,000 YEARLY. Catch and sell small animals, birds,
snakes, lizards. Unlimited Supply needed. Full Infor-
mation $1.00. to Collector, 311 East St., Dedham,
Mass. 02026.

ANNOUNCING HOME STUDY course in commercial
baking. Practical basic \‘ralmng Good field for those
with aptitude. Free book, "Opportunities in the
Baking Industry.” National Baking School, 835 Di-
versey Pkwy., Dept. 712-510, Chicago 60614.

GAME WARDEN, Government Hunter, Forestry, Park
and Wildlife Services announce job opemngs regu-
larly. Prepare at home for outdoor work, good pay,
security. Complete information Free! Write North
American School of Conservation-AP, Newport, Cali-
fornia 92660.

Rare Coins & Stamps

RARE SILVER DOLLARS: 1883-1884-1885-1899-1900-1901-
1902 O Mint or 1880-1881 S mint Uncirculated, $3.00
ea. New Catalogue 50c. Shultz, Box 746, Salt Lake
City, Utah 84110.

LOST OREGON MINES: Will buy books, articles on
QOregon Mmes Rockmore, 3063 Brighton &th St.,
Brooklyn, N

GOLD COINS—20's for $55; 10's for $35; 5's for $28.
g%rﬁr;thoms, 1440 Canterbury Drive, Salt Lake City
. Utah. 4

Fishing & Hunting

COLLAPSIBLE FARM - POND - FISH - TRAPS; Animal
traps. Postpaid. Free information, pictures. Shawnee,

3934 W. Buena Vista, Dallas 4, Texas.

FREE CATALOG . . . saves you money on reloading
equipment, calls decoys archery, fishing tackle,
molds, tools, roc‘s blanks. FINNYSPORTS (TR) To-
ledo, Ohio 43614.

JEEPS $62.50 . . . AUTOS . . . BOATS . . . Thousands

others direct from Governmen?' "How to Buy in
Your Area and 1968 Directory,' send $1.00. Surplus

Disposal, Box 11211-WJ, Indianapolis, Indiana 46201.
FISH TRAPS, COLLAPSIBLE, Pond-lake types. Animal,
bird traps. Free catalog and trapping secrets Sensi-
tronix, 2225-F9 Lou Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018.

LIVE TRAPS. All sizes, mouse to dog. Also fish,
sparrow, turtle, and other traps. World's largest
selection. Free catalog. Sensitronix, 2225-MC23 Lou
Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018.

Firearms

MODERN MUZZLE LOADERS! Share the excitement
of thousands who are shooting modern muzzle load-
ers. Rifles, pistols and shotguns of new manufacture
—and priced realistically. Tons of antique gun parts.
Send $1.00 for catalog #116-T. A must for any fire-
arms collector. Dixie Gun Works, Union City, Ten-
nessee.

Indian Relics

SELLING 20,000 ANCIENT INDIAN RELICS. Arrow-
heads, Spearheads, flint knives, peace pipes both
stone and clay. Ancient Skulls $25.00. Birdstones,
bannerstones, flint and stcne Maces and Sceptres,
boatstones, gorgets, game balls, bell pestles, bird
arrowheads. List free. Lear's, Glenwood, Arkansas.

POTTERY, BASKETS, BEAD WORK, Aztec pottery
and flgunnes excavated items and plpe tomahawks.
List 50c. Vince's, 18 West Downs, Stockton, Cali-
fornia 95204.

2 INDIAN WAR ARROWHEADS,

Flint - Scalping

* Knife, Flint Thunderbird $4.00. Catalog Free. Arrow-

head, Glenwood, Arkansas.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN ARTIFACTS $1.10. Mesa Verde
Enterprise. Box 239, Aztec, . Mexico 87410,
SPEARS, FOLSUM POINTS axes,
heads, stone relics, Write “for prices.
Box 94, Danville, Arkansas 72833.
SPEAR POINTS over five inches long $3.00. Money
Back guarantee. Walker, Box 482, Denison, Texas.
ARROWHEAD MAKING: Complete illustrated in-
structions on ancient methods. Includes 1 hand
chipped arrowhead. $1.00. CANYONADA, Route 2,
Box 12, Mountainair, New Mexico 87036.

SPECIALTIES COLLECTOR AIDS—Pamphlets on cata-
loging Artifacts and spoh‘mg fakes and reworks
(sam fples included) all for $1.00. Free brochure list-
ing frames and many other items. THE TEPEE, BOX
749, RICHLAND, WASHINGTON 99352.

bone relics, arrow-
Clyde Barnett,

Inventions Wanted

INVENTORS! Don't sell your invention,
unpatented, until you receive our offer.
ngeYnf Company, Dept. T, 79 Wall Street,

patented or
Eagle Devel-
ew York,

INVENTORS! We will develop, sell your idea or in-
vention, patented or unpatented. Our national manu-
facturer-clients are urgently seeking new items for
highest outright cash sale or royalties. Financial
assistance available. 10 years proven performance.
For free information write Dept. 49, Wall Street In-
vention Brokerage, 79 Wall Street, New York 5, N.Y

PATENT Searches including Maximum speed, full air-
mail report and closest patent copies, $6.00. Quality
searches expertly administered. Complete secrecy
quaranteed. Free Invention Protection forms and
"'Patent Information." Write Dept. 16, Washington
Patent Office Search Bureau, 711 14th, N.W., Wash-
ington 5, D.C.

Leathercraft

FREE Make 'Em and Save Leathercraft |dea Manual.
Tandy Leather Co., 1001 Foch, Cé1, Fort Worth, Texas.

Real Estate

GOVERNMENT LANDS . . . LOW AS $1.00 ACRE.
MI“IOI’IS Acres! For Exclusive Copynghfed Report .
plus "Land Opportunity Digest' listing lands avail
able throughout U.S., send $1.00. Satisfaction Guaran-
teed! Land Disposal Box 11211-WJ, Indianapolis,
Indiana 46201.

NEVADA VACATION, RETIREMENT RANCHOS, near
ELK Ys acre lots, $395. $1 down, $5 per month.
Ho'r sprnngs deer, rock and mineral hunting. Water.
Send $1 for com‘racf returnable. Write SILVER
CRESCENT RANCHOS, P.O. Box 4, Crescent Valley,
Nevada 89821.

CANADIAN VACATION LANDS: Full price $385.00.
40 acres $10 month. Suitable cottage sites, hunting,
fishing, investment. Free information. Land Corpora-
tion, 3768-W Bathurst, Downsview, Ontario, Canada.
GOVERNMENT LANDS . . . LOW AS $1.00 ACRE.
MI”IOI‘IS Acres! For Exclusive Copynghfed Report .
plus ''Land Opportunity Digest'' listing lands avail-
able throughout U.S., send $1.00, Satisfaction Guaran-
teed! Land Disposaal 222 WJ, Georgetown Building,
Washington, D.C. 20007
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1:400,000.000 ACRES GOVERNMENT PUBLIC LAND in

25 states. Some low as $1.00 acre, 1967 Report. De-
tails $1.00. Public Land, 422-U Washington Building,
Washington, D.C. 20005.

U.S. GOVERNMENT LANDS dirt cheap! Mountain
cabin sites. $25. Millions acres! Fully illustrated! Satis-
faction guaranteed! Send $1.00 for ‘'Land Buyers'
Guide." Omega Press, Box 613-D, Tustin, Calif. 92680.

Metal Detectors

METAL DETECTORS! This is the one you have been
looking for. Designed to find GOLD only, SILVER
only. %housands in use. Will also detect all other
metals if desired. Lightweight, Only $5.00. GOL-TEC-
TOR, Box 791, Seminole, Oilahoma 74868.
TREASURE—Prospector's Special. Locates gold, sil-
ver and mineral flows at long distances. Guaran-
teed to operate for anyone. For information write
to: R. L. Gann, Route 1, Ballinger, Texas 76821,

BEER—béc gt. Modern Reecipe, supplies list; error-
less brewing with hints, etc. $1.00. Niemannsbrau En-
terprises, P.O. Box 41292, Los Angeles, California.

101 WINE, BEER RECIPES. Illustrated manual. $2.00.

Supplies—Dominae, Box 584-W, Ft. Wayne, Indiana:
46801,

"JERKY" from fresh or frozen meats. Oven-dried, no
smokehouse needed! Complete instructions of my
"'easy method recipe.' $1.00. Satisfaction guaranteed!
7K's, Route 1, Box 547, Lebanon, Oregon 97355.

Western Merchandise

FANCY WESTERN SHIRT SNAP FASTENERS. 75
colors “and kinds, Shirtmaking supplies. Free cata-
lcgue. Campau Company, Box 76055G, Sanford ‘Sta-
tion, Los Angeles, California 90005.

PLACER GOLD, $2.00. Pocket gold, $2.00. Gold dust,
$1.00. Attractively displayed. Moneyback quarantee.
Lester Lea, Box 1125, Mt, Shasta, California 96067.

LINCOLN'S MURDERER Reward Poster. Nearly 2
feet long. $1.00. POSTER SHACK, Box 613-D, Tustin,
California 92680.

WILL FORMS (2). Instructions written by lawyer. Who
should make a will. When and how. [nstructions cover
all states. Ward, Ward, & Ward. Box 185, Fairfield,
Alabama 35064,

PROSPECTOR'S CLUB [INTERNATIONAL: Why not
join our (PC) club and receive monthly publications
packed full of information on all phases of treasure
hunting. Meet other hunters from the four corners
of the earth. Send 25¢ in coin or stamps for full in-
formation on club and sample copy of newspaper.
You'll be glad you did. Prospectors Club, P.O. Box
729, Odessa, Texas 79760.

HISTORICAL NARROW Gauge Calendar (1967) com-
plete with data also Historical New exico Mis-
sions—Puebloes (1967), 12 beautiful pen & ink illus-
trations. ONLY 1.25 each postpaid WESTERN AMER-
ICANA ART, Salida, Colorado.

HEAP FINDINGEST DETECTORS YET for metals, min-
erals, coins and underwater. Latest far out Imlprove-
ments. Lightest, easiest carried. IGWTT, Williams-
burg, New Mexico.

FIND BURIED COINS, treasures, relics. New super-
sensitive, low priced detectors for land or under-
water use. Free information. Sensitronix, 2225-A, Lou
Ellen, Houston 18, Texas.

NEW FOR '67! GOLDAK Treasure Locators—find
coins, gold, silver. A profitable yet fun hobby.
OLDAK, Dept. TWC, 1544 W. Glenoaks, Glendale,

California 91201.

PROSPECTORS—TREASURE HUNTERS! Metal Detec-
tor $3.00 sold WORLD WIDE on MONEY BACK
GUARANTEE. Will locate metal many feet under-
ground. Weight 8 ounces. Users have traced under-
ground veins, located covered mine shafts, located
freasure articles, old Spanish graves, etc. Complete
instructions. Send cash, M.O. or check—we pay post-
age or c.o.d. PLASTINO MFG. CO., 6907 W. 12th,
Denver 15, Colorado.

TREASURE FINDERS! TREASURE Find Gold, Silver,
relics with super, powerful Detection locators. Free
information. Detectron, Dept. 10-TW, P.O. Box 243,
San Gabriel, California.

TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Relco's new
instruments detect buried gold, silver, coins, minerals,
historical relics. Transistorized. Weighs pounds.
$19.95 up. Free catalog. Relco-A91, -Box 10839, Hous-
ton, Texas 77018.

TREASURE. Gold, Silver, Relics. New 1967 detectors
now available. Free information. Rayscope, Dept. 10-J,
Box 715, North Hollywood, California 91603.

TREASURE HUNTING & PROSPECTING INSTRU-
MENTS. The Eastern Branch of the Exanimo Establish-
ment. Immediate delivery of White, Fisher, Metro-
tech and our own Little Monster Instruments. Plus
the complete line of Treasure Hun‘rin? Books by the
Old Man Himself, Karl Von Mueller. 1f you are con-
fused about which instrument to buy, or if you need
information or advice, contact Exanimo East if you
live East of the Mississippi River. You asked for the
office and Exanimo has delivered. Service and Sales
guaranteed in the Exanimo Tradition. . EXANIMO
EAST, Treasure Bank Building, P.O. Box 512, Oscoda,
Michigan 48750. Telephone: 362-4121 (517) 8:00 A.M.-
5:00 PM, 362-2454 (517) 6:00 PM-10:00 PM.

NOW. QUALITY METAL LOCATORS at lowest prices.
Sensitive light weight instruments. Free Information.
AGMA, Box 17389, Tucson, Arizona.

"DAVIS MOUNTAIN IN ZWING HUNT and Billy
Grounds Skeleton Canyon buried loot story? Sure |
know where it's at. Guaranteed Proof, $5.00." K. L.
Smith, 42 DePalma Street NW, Sierra Vista, Arizona
85635. Sold as information only.

Photography

PHOTOGRAPHY FOR PLEASURE or protit. Learn at
home. Practical basic training. Long established
school. Free book. American School of Photography,
zgiifnversey Parkway, Dept. 712-510, Chicago, Illinois

Recipes

""FREE" SOURDOUGH recipe, from the '""Ole West."
Send 25c cover handling and mailing. Box 174, Bat-
tleground, Washington.

"SOURDOUGH'" Recipes, Chuckwagon Biscuifs, Hot-
cakes, Donuts, $1.00. DOUGH POT $2.50. BAR-B-Q
Chuckwagon Recipes. Sauces, Beans, etc. $1.00.
"JERKY'" 'Make your own from fresh or frozen beef

or game. Recipe $1.00. Box 111, Brush Prairie, Wash-,

ington 98606.

OREGON HOPS make wonderful homebrew and
bread. Quart dried hops plus 50 homebrew, bread-
making, and winemaking recipes $1. Supplies cata-
logue 10c. Nichols Gardens, 1190 North, Albany, Ore-
gon 97321,

"WINEMAKING," "BEER, ALE'™ "BRANDIES." AIll
fruit wines, Strongest methods. [llustrated. $2.20.
(Supplies, Hydrometer Headquarters.) Eaton Com-
pany, 543-RC, Hopland, California.

PRICKLY PEAR, Manzanita Jelly, homemade, both
$1.00. ‘Sourdough biscuits, Son-of-a-gun Stew. both
$1.00. K. L. Smith, 42 DePalma Street NW, ' Sierra
Vista, Arizona 85635.

ELEPHANT GARLIC—8 times bigger. Huge profits—
up to $4,000 an acre. 10 ounces samples $2 with com-
plete money-making information. Catalogue 10c.
Nichols Gardens, 1190 North, Albany, Oregon 97321.

ANTIQUE BARBED-WIRE, Old and Rare, Send 25¢
for latest sketch list, Huaco Wire Sales, 1316 N. 34th
Street, Waco, Texas 76710.

BARB-WIRE—Antique and rare. Send 25¢ for sketch

list, Demco Barb Wire Sales, Box 1025, Littleton,
Colorado 80120.
""BOTTLE COLLECTORS": Just uncovered—limited

amount of '"POTTERY ALE BOTTLES." Some white,
some brown and white; some plain, some with manu-
factures' stamp on side. Send $1.00 for descriptive
price list and Poloroid colored photo. 50c deducted
from purchase. M. Lee Bliss, 624 West 6th., Loveland,
Colo. 80537.

HANDMADE MEXICAN STYLE HATBANDS, 8 rust-
proof metal conchos on rawhide. Choice colors, white,
black, tan. 1" Concho $2.25, 14" $2.50. Specify color,
size, Calif. add 4% sales tax. Frontier Trading Co.,

INSTANT CAMPER. Fits any vehicle. Worlds Finest
Camper. Send $1. Refundable for Safteygolden Re-
flectorstrip, Brochures. Instant Camper, 2145 Holly
woodway, Burbank, California.

GET $800 CASH now—pay back $37.66 per month—
includes all charges—Send name, address, age to
MURDOCK'S, DEPT. 571, Box 659, Poplar Bluff, Mis-
souri.

FIRE SALE: LOWER PRICES for Antique Bottles over
1,000 in all. Many Green Mosses. Valley Stamp Co.,
P.O. Box 326, Farmington, Maine 04938.

RUBBER STAMPS. Office Mount, three lines, $1.80.
Now §$1.25/with stamp pad $1.90 Post Paid. Valley
Stamp Co., P.O, Box 326, Farmington, Maine 04938.
"LOST 12 POUNDS in 14 days!'"—Writes Ohio cus-
omer. No drugs, exercises, starving. Guaranteed.—
glog% GLICK, Box 369-TW, South Pasadena, California
1030.

P.O. Box 227, Pioneertown, Calif. 92268.
Miscellaneous
FOUR "WILL" FORMS and Lawyer's "Guide to

Wills''—$1.00 complete. NATIO
Los Angeles, California 90048.

AUTHENTIC INDIAN SONGS AND DANCES on
Phonograph Records—Catalogue on request from
gsaor]w%on Records, 6050 No. 3rd Street, Phoenix, Arizona

LEARN WHILE ASLEEP, Self-hypnosis, prayer-plant
experiments! Details, catalog FREE. Research Associa-
tion, Box 24-TW, Olympia, Washington.

OREGON GHOST TOWN & Treasure Map $2.00.
Grant W. James, 2836 N. E, 19th, Portland, Oregon.

AMERICAN INDIAN COLOR SLIDES. Superb museum
specimens covering archeology and ethnology of
Western Hemisphere. : Excellent for teachers, col-
lectors, artists. Free list. American Indian Museum,
3753 Broadway, New York 32, New York.

THERMOGRAPHED BUSINESS Cards only $4.45 for
1,000 postpaid. Raised letter printing. Black and
colors. For type style chart and sample cards write,
;_‘72111'8& Hill Company, 1254 Gardenia, Houston, Texas

"OVERLOOKED FORTUNES' in the rarer minerals
and gemstones. Here are a few of the 300 or more
vou may be overlooking while mining, prospecting or
gem hunting: Uranium, vanadium, columbium, tan-
talum, tungsten, nickel, cobalt, selenium, germanium,
bismuth, platinum, beryllium, golden beryl, emeralds,
etc Some minerals worth $1 to $2 a pound, others
$25 to $100 an ounce. Some beryllium gems worth
a fortune: get out of the agate class into the big
money; an emerald the size of your thumb may be
worth $500 to $10,000 or more. Learn how to find.
identify and cash in on them. New simple system.
Send for free copy ''Overlooked Fortunes''—it may
lead to knowledge which may make you rich. Duke's
Research Laboratory, Box 666, Dept. F, Truth or
Conseauences New Mexico.

WANTED TO BUY: Merchant's trade tokens, army
post tokens, bus and baggage, omnibus, hack, livery
and transfer, bridge tokens. Will pay $10.00 for any
token saying, ''Good for one ride from hotel to
depot.'" Mrs. William R. Johnson, Box 176, Tecumseh,
Michigan 49286.

TREASURE HUNTERS! PROSPECTORS! Read the best!
Separate fact from fiction!!! Sample Copy 25c.
THE TREASURE HUNTER, P.O. Box 1888, Midway
City, California 92655.
""SMOKE HOUSE" build your own. Detailed instruc-
tions. Recipe for jerky and smoked fish. $1.00. Elmer
Leeper, Box 391, lone, Washington,
FREE ASSAY CRUCIBLE OR GREEN TELEPHONE
INSULATOR with each order of antique bottles from
old mining towns of the west. & bottles for $5.00
plus $1.00 postage. State color amethyst, brown or
aqua. Send 50c for price list. Ernest W. Warriner,
6928 E. Timrod, Tucson, Arizona 85710.
BEAUTIFUL NATURAL COLOR prints of Charles M.
Russell's Masterpieces, suitable for framing. 50c each.
Over 100 subjects. Send 10c for list. Gudmundson,
815 E. Bannock, Boise, Idaho 83702.
UTAH ASSAYING CO. Gold & Silver specialists.
Gold—silver—lead & copper $1.50 each. Spectro-
gfaphs——$5.00 each. 172 North 9th West, Salt Lake
ity, Utah 84116.

NAL, Box 48313-MB,

COLLECTORS: Composite photograph of Geronimo
and related scenes with biographical summary. Two
pieces 8 x 10 each, Suitable for companion framing.
Excellent conversation pieces. $3.00. M. Howe, Box
7368. Waco, Texas 76710.

ROMANTIC "TAHITIAN" PERFUME Bewitchingly-
Fragrant Liberal Sample .50. O'DELLS, Box 1703TW,
Prescott, Arizona 86301.

ORIGINAL INDIAN TERRITORY newspapers (Before
1900) $6.00 each, postage paid. (Special—order two;
et one free). Albert Cullum, General Delivery, Over-
grook, Oklahoma 73453.

TEXAS PROSPECTORS AND HISTORIANS MAP, by
Harley & Vera Smith. Comes to you in 22 x 29 inches
and in three colors. Lists 105 Army forts, Missions,
ghost towns, Indian, cattle & military trails. Rock
information, sunken ships off Padre and much more.
Autographed if desired. $1.00 each. Smith's Publish-
ing Co., P.O. Box 6018, Odessa, Texas 79761.

ASSAYING BOOK: for Prospectors, Assayers, Miners,
Mineralogists, etc. Simplified and complete. Over
50 elements covered. $10.00 each. D.V.V. PUBLISH-
ERS, Box 16125, Salt Lake City, Utah 84116.

BEER, CHAMPAGNE, WINES . . . Time-Tested, Prov-
en Home Formulas! $2.20. (supplies, hydrometers
catalog with order). Brugenheimer, Box 158-E44, Lex-
ington, Mass.

WANT GREATEST CASH CROP
Write Ginseng, Asheville 26, N.C

WESTERN COLLECTOR—The pioneer monthly mag-
azine for collectors, From barbed wire and branding
irons to telephone insulators and bottles (the regular
12-page supplement ''Bottle World" is included in
each issue), from spoons and spurs to dolls and de-
coys, you'll discover as thousands of others have why
WESTERN COLLECTOR is the country's fastest grow-
ing collector's magazine. 12 monthly issues, $5. Send
check or money order to WESTERN COLLECTOR,
2031 Union St., No. 516, San Francisco, Calif. 94123.

SPARROW TROUBLE? Catch them with our fast-catch
trap. Free Information. - Sensitronix, 2225-ST37 Lou
Ellen, Houston, Texas 77018.

BEERS, PEACH BRANDY, WINES—Strongest Formu-
las, $2.25. (complete supplies hydrometers catalog
included)—Research Enterprises, 29-F/T Samoset, Wo-
burn, Mass.

PRE-COLUMBIAN ART OF THE SOUTHEASTERN
AMERICAN INDIAN, carefully reproduced from In-
dian designs found on shell gorgets of the Mississip-
pian period, the dominant culture in the southeast-
ern "'United States from 1200AD to 1540AD. Send
$2.00 for introductory series, six prints six 95" x
12" on fine paper; a splendid addition to your
home, office, school, or study—Gorgeous Gorget En-
terprises, Inc., Box 98, Calhoun, Tennessee 37309.

BILLIONS OF DOLLARS in gold, silver, treasures
wait to be found. A list of hundreds of lost treasure
maps showing over 50,000 locations of lost treasure
. ships. Also list of treasure books, both for
$2.00, Airmail $3.00 from . E & O Publishers, Dept.
6, Box 4037, Dallas, Texas 75208.

POLICE RADIO. Hear all police calls, fire depart-
ments, Sheriff's, taxis, ambulances, Highway Patrol.
New 5 Band portable radio and direction finder.
Free booklet. Nova Tech, Dept. 269, Redondo Beach,
Calif. 90278.

working for you?

20 ASSORTED CHRISTMAS CARDS with envelopes,
3}49% HORSE ART, P.O. Box 512, Novato, California

OIL BUGS. Bug and Lessons, $28.85. Box 577, Conrad,
Montana 59425,

September-October, 1967

IGUANA SKIN BELTS. Beautiful imported handmade

belts from selected Iguana skins. Any size $3.00, Belts,

P.O. Box 2432, El Paso, Texas 79952.

(MISCELLANEOUS continued on next page)
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Miscellaneous

BEER-ALE-WINES! Powerful Methods! Secrets! Illus-
trated Booklet, $2.25. (supplies catalog Free). Inter-
state Products, Box 1-Y3T, Pelham, New Hampshire.

METAL & MINERAL MARKETS. 2,500 Buyers for 130

Metals, Minerals, Ores, Nonmetallics & Gemstones
$3.00. D.V.V. Publishers, Box 16125, Salt Lake City,
Utah 84116.

8 x 10 PORTRAITS OF TOMBSTONE'S GUNMEN!
Strikingly beautiful black reproductions of Arizona
artist's authentic sketches, vividly depicting Wyatt,
Morgan and Virgil Earp and ''Doc' Holliday. So
unique you'll want to frame them. Entire set of 4
only $5.00. ($2.00 each if ordered individually).
WESTERN FACSIMILES, Dept. 11, Box 2318, Phoenix,
Arizona 85002. Dealer inquiries invited.
WINEMAKING . . . Grape, Elderberry, Dandelion,
Frozen Juices, efc. Brewmasters' Secrefs Revealed!
Powerful Methods! Instructions, Recipes, and Supplies
Catalog, $1.00. Continental, Box 11071-WJ, Indian-
- apolis, Indiana 46201.

WANTED: Robertson Gunfighter Bookends—James and
Hickok. Also, McCarthy's 16 black and white Gun-
fizghgeé's——one'sheef. Katnich, 3098 E. 8., Vancouver
12, B.C.

CAVALRY MELODIES ("Yellow Ribbon," "Sabre and
Spurs,'' "'Gary Owen,'" and ''Hit the Leather') a 45
RPM high fidelity record, music by the 113th Army
Band. Proceeds from sales will be expended in ob-
taining material associated with the heritage and
history of Cavalry and Armor. Order from Patton
Museum of Cavalry and Armor, Fort Knox, Kentucky
40121. $1.00.

WANTED DEAD OR ALIVE POSTER. Bill Longley
Texas badman The Man Who Lived To Hang Twice.

Picture and brief history of his life—only 25c. Post-
paid. Wilsons Rock Shop, Rt. One, Giddings, Texas
78942.

COUNTRY & WESTERN MUSIC LOVER'S, join our
club, Monthly News letter, picture of Western Star.
ggln(;:i] $2.00. Club, P.O. Box 1343, Las Vegas, Nevada

OLD BARB WIRE, ""Buck Thorn," and 'Military En-
tanglement,"” 18'* long. BOTH—$1.25 postpaid. Wil-
son's Rock Shop, Rt. One, Giddings, Texas 78942.
FOR THE FIRST TIME instructions in the use of ad-
vanced extra sensory perception is available to the
public. The first of four exercises is short range
telepathy. Advanced exercises for Treasure Hunters.
For information write to P.O. Box 213, South Bend,
Indiana 46624.

PROVEN SENSITIVE M-SCOPES locate coins, relics,
gold, silver, etc. Guaranteed. Terms. Free fascinating
booklet. FISHER RESEARCH, Dept. FT7, Palo Alfo,
Calif 94302.

BARBED WIRE!'! 30 Pieces All Different 18 inches,

spur rowl—underwood tack, diamond point, Lazy
Plate, copper, (sells for $3.00), Link wire, Stubbs
Plate, and others. Nice collection. $15.00 postpaid.
M. C. McWhirter, Route 3, Bowie, Texas 76230.

DRUG SUNDRIES. Complete line of rubber goods.
Nationally advertised brands. Vitamins, etc. Write
for free catalog. Federal Pharmical Supply, Inc.,
?lblSZ North- Western Avenue, Suite 110, Chicago 45,

inois.

Badman of Chasm Creek
(Continued from page 39)

ly interested, knowing that he was much
nearer to the $5,000 reward that K was
being offered—dead or alive.

Chasm Creek tumbled down precipitous
boundaries of sheer canyon walls. Its
huge boulders, caverns and recesses, well

covered with trees and brush, were ideal
for a criminal to hide away in, never to
be found or seen except by the sharp
eye of the eagle—or the ever alert
Apache.

At 5:00 A.M. the hotel proprietor
knocked on the Sheriff’s door to call him
to breakfast, as he had been requested
to do. When he received no response, he
opened the door to find the room vacated.
A note had been left, stating that the
lawmen would return the following night.

Bob Wingfield stopped by the feed
yard at 6:00 A.M. to feed the Sheriff’s
horses, but found that he and his depu-
ties had departed. All that remained in
the yard was the horse of Bob’s small
son, Howard, and some draft animals of
the various freight teams. Bob fed them
and went on to his store a block away
to open up for the day’s business.

Daybreak in Chasm Creek, fourteen
miles from Camp Verde, found the
Sheriff and his deputies climbing in
stocking feet toward the cave where the
Sheriff had been told they could find
the man they sought.

The only living soul they had seen on
their way to the Chasm was old Mr.
Sullivan, who lived with his wife at
Brown Springs, a few miles below. He
had been riding his burro on his way
to get a small supply of groceries. Sulli-
van was surrounded by the officers and
was subjected to sharp questioning as
he, too, wore a heavy beard similar to
that of the criminal. But he was soon
released to proceed on his way.

In the meantime, Dave Lewis, with
his mail sacks, rode in a high gallop
across Black Mesa on his way to Fossil
Creek, true at heart and happy, having
had no intention of playing both ends
against the middle, such as tipping off
the criminal as the Sheriff had suspected
that he might do.

NCH BY INCH the three officers crept

nearer to the cave, making every ef-
fort not to make a sound or kick a rock
loose to fall and tumble to the Chasm’s
bottom. Out of breath, they gained the
cave entrance and crept to the side of
the sleeping culprit.

All at once the Sheriff called out,
“You’re under arrest!”

Never really able to put up any re-
sistance, the man was handcuffed quickly

and a rope was tied into the cuffs. Then
" they started to backtrack to where they
had left the horses.

The problem of how four men were
going to ride the three horses back to
town was soon solved. The lightest of
the deputies took the prisoner up in front
of him and his companions carried the
deputy’s rifle and other heavy gear.

At the edge of Camp Verde, the prison-
er was hobbled with leg irons and walked
up the main street to the feed yard,
thence to the hotel. Once he was secured
in a room, shackled to the iron bedstead,
the Sheriff came out of the hotel to
meet the curious and answer their ques-
tions.

There was evidence that the man had
lived mostly on small birds and rabbits,
throwing entrails and feathers at ran-
dom about the cave, plus some empty
cans and Arbuckle coffee bags. The
Sheriff said his bedding consisted of a
few burlap bags and shredded cedar bark
arranged into a small recession in the
cave floor. His one weapon, which he had
no chance to use when hé was cornered,
was a single shot .22 rifle. He wore a
beard which would have put Black Bart’s
to shame in any whisker contest. His
clothing was soiled and slick from many
months of continuous wear.

It was never known why Dave Lewis
changed to a crossing on Chasm Creek
known only to members of his tribe, but
one thing sure, he had a number of neat-
ly folded $20 bills in his pocket, his share
of the huge reward that the Sheriff so
generously paid him.

Nobody Laughed
When Smiley Died
(Continued from page 69)

had been used by the governor in his
Proclamation of Respite. .
C. 0. Anderson, the Holbrook news-
paper editor, recalled in later years that
he “saw Wattron a few days after and
his comment was, ‘Well, I got a hell of a
lot of notoriety anyway.”” But he had,
in reality, done much more than that.
He had called attention to the fact that,
at least in his corner of Arizona, the
carefree days of the Old West were dead.
For Sheriff Wattron, it was a rather
nerve-shattering discovery. g
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FOR THIS LESSON, KID, | WILL
DEMONSTRATE THE CLASSIC CAPER
OF ALL HORSE-STEALING! | WILL GO
DOWN THERE AND NAB THE
SHERIFF'S NAG!

NOW OBSERVE
MY TECHNIQUE
CLOSELY!

—=hy Tom K. Ryan
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YYECTER:" PRINTC!

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

THIS IS THE TRUE WEST! I|. Nez Percé On Appaloosa, 2. The
Scout, 3. Branding Time, 4. Ceremonial Dance, 5. Sam Tilden In
Tribal Costume, 6. Pointing Toward Trouble, 7. Brisk Causes Frisk,
8. Gold On Padre Island, 9. Stay Out Of My Territory!, 10. The
Captive, I1. Stampede, 12. No Time To Lose. All printed on
heavy stock, 102" by 14", no mat required. These are works by
America's outstanding Western illustra- : :
tors and photographers. The originals

NOwW!

$1.00 EACH

4 for $3.50
(SAVE $.50)

8 for $6.50
(SAVE $1.50)

ENTIRE SET

! OF 12, $9.00
T OF PA . (SAVE $3.00)
RN

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

Circle prints desired.
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NOW...RE-LIVE the Thrill-Packed Days of the Old West!

RAMPAGING
 INDIANS!

BLAZING
SIXGUNS!

Now Keaaly! vour mrst 3 voLumes

FIERCE
DESPERADOES!

ZANE GREY

is the world’'s
most beloved
Western Writ-
er. He actua]ly
lived the ru
ed li(e made
s in his

RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE.
The raw beauty and vast silence of
the Plains—the whole colorful epoch
of the pioneer! Against this back-
drop a mysterious rider and the girl
he loves gamble their lives in the
winning of the West!

As you read this great adventure,
you'll see why it's the most popular
Western ever written! Read by over
2 MILLION. Made into 4 thrilling
motion pictures!

THE LONE STAR RANGER. ‘The
Rangers mean law and order for
Texas,”” Buck Duane’s uncle tells
him. “Kill a man and you're ruined.

If you resist arrest, they’ll shoot you.
If you submit, you'll mebbe hang!”’

But Buck has to kill Cal Bain. So
he rides away toward the Rio
Grande—to find refuge in that wild
borderland country that is still un-
tamed.

CAPTIVES OF THE DESERT, ‘“‘Man,
you're crazy . . . ridin’ after them
thievin’ varmints without a gun,”
High-Lo told John Curry. His words
died on his lips. Standing before
them were the very two gunslingers
Curry had sworn to run out of the
territory! “Rlde one step closer,’
they warned, a,nd you’ll be feelin’
some hot lead!”

" THESE DE LUXE VOLUMES Are Bound in Glowing Shades
of Red, Tan, Blue ... and Stamped in Genuine Gold!

thrllllnz books.

READER'S RESERVATION CERTIFICATE

WALTER J. BLACK, Inc.
Roslyn, L. I., New York 11576

Send me at once the three Zane Grey books de-
scribed above: RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE,
THE LONE STAR RANGER and CAPTIVES OF
THE DESERT. I enclose NO MONEY IN ADVANCE;
within a week after receiving my books, I will either
return them and owe nothing, or keep them for the
special introductory price of ONLY $1.00 (plus a
few cents mailing charges) for ALL THREE fine
volumes.

Also reserve in my name additional beautifully-
bound volumes in the Zane Grey Series. I will be
entitled to receive them as they come from the press,
on approval, for only $2.89 each (plus a few cents
mailing charges). I am to receive advance descrip-
tions of all future volumes. I need never send money
in advance; if not completely satisfied, I may re-
turn any book within one week of receipt. I may
cancel my reservation at any time. (Books shipped
in U.S.A. only.)

| e I —— e .
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Take These 3 Volumes as Your Introdudlon to The Collected Works of
ZANE GREY — Handsome, Rugged Volumes You Can Own At Amazingly Low Cost!

IMAGINE YOURSELF in the days of the Old
West! You stand gun-hand ready
against the toughest badmen . you
bronc-bust wild mustangs . . . you forge
your own range with iron fists and Colt
.45s . . . you beat off rustlers, renegades
and rampaging Indians!

Now, re-live those glorious days —
through the Western thrillers of ZANE
GREY !

On this special offer, take the three
ZANE GRrEYs described above. We’ll also
tell you how you can get more great ZANE
GRrEY thrillers—in handsome, hard-bound,
matching volumes—at an amazingly low
cost. Just look at some of these other ZANE
Grey thrillers:

THE THUNDERING HERD. The glorious days of
the fearless Texas hide-hunters.

WILDFIRE. A wild stallion, a fiery girl —and a
man who tamed 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, where men stopped at nothing!
DESERT GOLD. Spine-tingling adventures of men
and women crazed by the lure of riches.

WEST OF THE PECOS. This hard-riding, straight-
shooting young man turns out to be a girl/

THE MAVERICK QUEEN. Where men make their
own laws with flaming guns, there’s blazing ac-
tion over a woman the vigilantes want to lynch!

CALL OF THE CANYON. Smashing drama of
death and danger!

30,000 ON THE HOOF. Pioneer Huett battles
screaming Indians and lawless rustlers.

Other great volumes include: Wild Horse
Mesa; The Vanishing American; Fighting Cara-
vans; The Hash Knife Outfit; The Mysterious
Rider; Twin Sombreros; The Heritage of The
Desert; Western Union; Under The Tonto Rim;
Robbers’ Roost; Shepherd of Guadaloupe;
Thunder Mountain; To The Last Man; The Man
of The Forest; and many more famous ZANE
Grey Western thrillers. All complete — not a
word cut!

SEND NO MONEY

Just mail RESERVATION CERTIFICATE to examine
your first THREE volumes, shown and described
above. With them will come an introductory
invoice for only $1.00 (plus a few cents mailing
charges) as payment IN FULL for ALL THREE
books, and instructions on how to get your
other beautiful volumes, at the low price of
$2.89 each. If not fully satisfied you may return
all three introductory books, or any later vol-
ume in the series: you may cancel your reser-
vation at any time.

You have nothing to lose — and a lifetime of
thrilling Westerns to enjoy! So send your risk-
free Reservation Certificate NOW to: WALTER
J. BLACK, Inc., Roslyn, L. I., New York 11576





