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ENTIRELY NEW RIGIDIZED ALUMINUM BOAT

DESIGNED BY LENGTH: 8 FT.
SPORTSMEN FOR SPORTSMEN LARGER MODELS AVAILABLE |

All Welded Rigidized Aluminum — Rigidity Increased 105%
STYRO-FOAM FLOATATION BLOCK UNDER CENTER & STERN SEATS

Towing and Mooring Front Seat Center Seat Plastic Styrofoam floatation blocks under center Rear Seat

t Front 12/x28" 12 X 41" and stern seats assure safety and will support 122 Y374
Mot v %el 154 Ibs. dead weight when boat is full of water.

{Average person in water weizhs about 1 7 normal wt. or approx. 20 lbs.)

Five full length V-shaped bottom
ribs pressed in aluminum sheet by
metal break. Give rigidity and act
as a rudder.

:

12" depth
at bow, and
13" at stern.

Welded aluminum tubing entirely
encompasses rim of boat, adding
strength, rigidity, and buoyancy.

132" depth LENGTH: 8 FT
WEIGHT: 39 LBS.

Four welded channels across
bottom and sides give

additional support

Side ribs are pressed in
sheet by metal break

All seams of entire boat
) welded water tight and
Welded Oar-Locks unconditionally guaranteed.

1" welded aluminum angles,
giving additional strength
for motor mount.

Fisherman — Hunters
Trappers
Your Problem of —
® TRANSPORTATION

® HANDLING
® UPKEEP

Is Solved With the

“Little Marvel”

LIST PRICE
$125.00 F.0.B. TOPEKA

Even old Shep Iukes the ”thtle Marvel 4 ($5.50 extra for crating)

TWO LARGER MODELS, 9 FT. AND 12 FT.
ASK FOR CIRCULAR

Will almost float on dew. Ideal for marsh
hunting or trapping.

Sturdy and light as a feath-

Sides .025 Rigid-Tex;
Bottom .032 heavier gauge
aluminum. Weight, 39 Ibs.
The ”thtle Marvel” is easnly concealed The design is what does it.
for duck hunting. A coat of olive drab  Pressed in ribs and tubular
paint is recommended. rail.

Manufacturet By

VIO HOLDA MANUFACTURING CO.
P. 0. Box 915 Dept. TW Topeka, Kansas

Will fit in back of most cars. The “Lit-
tle Marvel’ is 43" wide at beam. Your
nswer to easy transportation.




?@ﬂéo& MAKES ANY SINGLE SHOOT BETTER!

our ammun} T

Y ooly-Choke your 820,
un

Yes .- 11-purpose & shot-

gun 382 oaa§ type game & Loy

a4 condition -
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THE POLY-CHOKE CO., INC,
588 Tunxis St., Hartford 1, Conn.

POLY-CHOKE

ith Ventilated Z
;Ieeveegni‘:e“s emoro \“‘“mﬂum“
stabilized patterns; ‘:\“\\\ ““‘ \“\\
reduces recoil. Wil a?vé/ g/”é‘ (% \
Completely installed y

$19.95

STANDARD POLY-CHOKE i Gt Name
(without Ventilated Sleeve)
completely installed.

$16.95 | Street

Gentlemen: I want to make my single shoot
better so please send me my free copy of the
handbook, “Straight from the Shoulder’”’ and
free shipping carton for my gun barrel.

Ventilated Sleeve only, . m““‘

completely installed

$7.95

City Zone State

FOR MORE THAN 20 YEARS, IN/ BRUSH OR BLIND AMERICA’S FINEST ADJUSTABLE CHOKE



Makes Fishing
. . . FUN

PHILSON'S
All Aluminum

TACKLE BOXES

The Ultimate In
TACKLE EQUIPMENT

Spacious, lightweight tackle box, en- |

gineered to answer your fishing needs.
Perfect for fresh or salt water fishing.
Trays swing out of the kit as the lid
opens, instantly making all the contents
accessible. Cork lining covers bottom of
plug compariment.

ALUMINUM
N SPINNING

SPINNER: 12x61/,x81/,"'—4 trays 14.95

Exterior is baked-on brown ripple enam-
el finish. Extremely durable and is not
easily scratched. Mud and water in the
bottom of the boat can’t damage con-
tents . . . tackle box is guaranteed water
tight. Nickle plated fittings, continuous-
type hinges and full grip handles add
to its smooth performance.

ALUWNUM

DELUXE: 18x10x13—4 trays ........ 24.95
SPECIAL JUMBO BOX—6 trays ....29.95

At your dealer or write direct to fac-
tory. Send check or money order, ship-
ped postpaid.

CENTRAL MOLDING and
Manufacturing Co.

1509 Central St.

Kansas City 8, Mo.
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True Western Books

“wrappers'’ or “"wr''—All postpaid

All are clothbound unless noted as

THE LONGEST ROPE $5.00
by D. F. Baber. Truth about Johnson
County (Wyo.) Cattle War, 320 pp.

CLYDE BARROW & BONNIE PARKER §2.75
The Texas Outlaws, by her mother, his
sister.

LIFE OF JESSE JAMES $4.50
C. W. Breihan. 287 pp. with 50 photos.
TRAIL DRIVING DAYS $7.50

Dee Brown. Large size picture book,
hundred pictures.

REM. OF R RANGER $5.00
Or early Times in Sou. Calil., 500 pp.
BREWERY GULCH $2.78

Joe Chrisholm. Wild days around Tomb-
stone, by a resident. 180 pp.

FRONTIER FIGHTER $3.50
Ruto. of George Coe, who rode with
Billy The Kid. 220 pp.

TRIGGERNOMETRY $5.00
“R Portilolio of Portraits of Western Gun-
men, 441 pp. Cunningham.

VIGILANTES OF MONTANA $2.00
Popular Justice in Rocky Mountains, T.
G. Dimsdale. 268 pp.

SHANGHAI PIERCE: A Fair Likeness $5.00
Old Texas cattle driver, gunfighters,
etc. 323 pp.

MURDER & MYSTERY

IN NEW MEXICO $3.50
E. Fergusson. 200 pp. N. Mex. outlawry.

ARIZONA's DARK AND

BLOODY GROUND $5.00
E R, Forrest. Graham-Tewksburry cat-
tle war in Arizona. including Indian
troubles, etc. 384 pp.

FRONTIER JUSTICE $3.75
Wayne Gard. Many gunfighters, out-
laws, ete.

AMERICAN BANDITS §2.00

From James, Youngers, Jennings, Dal-
tons, Bonny, Belle Starr, Doolins, on up
to Pretty Boy Floyd and many more.
102 pp. wrappers.

THE LIFE OF JOHN WESLEY HARDIN $7.00
(the Texas gunfighter), as wrliten by
himself. The Original 1896 edition. A
rare collector's find.

HELL ON THE BORDER $2.50
by S. W. Harmon. History of the hun.
dreds of outlaws tried in the federal
courts at Fort Smith, Ark. by Judge L C.
Parker. 383 pp. photos, wr.

TEXAS GUN LORE $3.50
C. C. Holloway. About Texans and their

gns. 800 i listed and d. ibed
SAGA OF JEAN LAFITTE $2.00
T. Hunter. 89 pp. The Texas and Louisi-
ana pirate.
THE HANGING JUDGE $4.00

F. H. Harrington, (Judge Isac Parker,
1875-1896), 199 pp.
JEFF MILTON: A GOOD MAN

WITH A GUN §5.00
J. .E Haley. 432 pp.

CORONADOS SEVEN CITIES $2.00
G. H d. 82 pp. P

ROMANCE OF THE BRAZOS $3.00
J. Hyer, (Texas). 394 pp. Reduced.

GOLD RUSH ALBUM $6.50
J. Jackson. 352 pictures. 239 pp.

MOSTLY ALKALI $10.00

His life 44 years frontier Army posts,
S. Joclyn. 219 ills. 454 pp. %

TESTIMONY CARVED IN STONE  §$2.50
W. Jones. Lists, describes all Hist. mark-
ers in Texas. 234 pp. wrappers.

TURMOIL IN NEW MEXICO $6.50
W. Keleher. 534 pp.

SEA ROUTES TO THE GOLD FIELDS $3.00
O. Lewis. 286 pp. ills.

UNCLE SAM'S CAMELS $5.00
Lesley, his story. 298 pp. 1928. (Texas
N. Mexico, etc.)

THE YAQUI GOLD $2.00
E. Laughlin. T: Ari Mexico.
80 p.

MACHETE $1.50
C. Merriman. 231 pp. About Mexico.

STRUGGLE FOR MISSOURI $1.50

J. McElroy. 1900. 342 pp.
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BAD MAN OF THE WEST $3.00
G. D. Hendricks. 310 pp.. photes.
CALAMITY JANE OF

WESTERN TRAILS $1.50
47 pp. wrapers

BUCKY O'NEIL $3.50
Life of The Arizona Sheriff, 1879-1893.
247 pp. ills.

BANDITTI OF THE PLAINS $2.00
A. S. Mercer. 256 pp.

THE CHISOHLM TRAIL $4.50

Wayne Gard. 336 pp.

SIX GUNS & SADDLE LEATHER $12.50
Bibliography ef books and pamphlets
relating to Western Outlaws and Gun-
men. 416 pp. A fine guide for buyers of
outlaw items.

EL DIABLO COJO, The Limping Devil §2.50
Has chapter on Texas John Ringe. 267 pp.

MAVERICK TOWN $3.75
Photos.

NINE YEARS AS GOV. OF TERRITORY

OF NEW MEXICO $5.00

M. A. Otero. 404 pp. about Black Jack
Ketchum, and some others.
TRUE STORY OF QUANTRELL

& His Guerrilla Band. $3.00
Harrison Trow. 1923,

NO MAN'S LAND $3.00
C. C. Rister. 210 pp. ills.

TOUGHEST OF THEM ALL $3.50
Glen Shirley. Okla. outlaws. 145 pp.
hotos.

BILLY KING'S TOMBSTONE $3.00

early gunfighting days in Arizona. C.

Sonnichsen. 233 pp. photos.
DESPERADOES OF NEW MEXICO §$6.00

F. Stanley. 320 pp. limited edition,

SIGNED.
CORTINA, ROGUE OF THE
RIO GRANDE $2.50
Wood Mexi outlaw & R

THE TEXAS INDIANS $3.50
Mary Atkinson, 250 p.

CANINES & COYOTES $3.00
L. V. Almirall. 150 pp. Hunting in South-
west.

WESTERN WORDS $3.00

A Dictionary of The Range, Ramon
Adams. 182 pp.
SUN IN YOUR EYES $2.00
O. Arnold, 253 pp. About Southwest.
FIGHTING INDIAN WARRIORS $5.00
E. Brinninstool. 353 pp.

GHOSTS OF THE CHISOS $2.25
Bickley.

CAVALRYMAN OUT OF THE WEST §5.00
B. Brimlow (his story) in west. 442 pp.

YELLOWSTONE $1.50
It's Underworld Geology & Hist. Anects.
122 pp. Photos, wrappers.

BORN TO BATTLE $2.50
Collection animal stories of Southwest.
188 pp.

CACTI OF ARIZONA $4.00
L. Benson. 135 pp. With maps. ills. 60
plates.

BORDER CAPTIVES $2.50

C. Rister. Southern Plains Indians as
prisoners. 220 pp. ills,

ROBERT E. LEE IN TEXAS - $2.50
C. Rister. 183 pp., ills.

FIGHTING INDIANS OF THE WEST $9.95
M. Schmidt, D. Brown. 362 9x12 pp.
Over 300 pix.

ROAD TO SANTA FE $4.50
Journal of G. C. Sibley in New Mexico,
1825-27. 280 pp.

FORT UNION (New Mexico) $5.00
F. Stanley. 305 pp., ills., limited edition.
signed.

BOWIE KNIFE $3.00

R. W. Thorp, about James Bowie's
namesakes. 167 pp.

THE BONANZA TRAIL $8.50
M. Wolfe. 509 9x12 pp. many ills by
author, Ghost towns, etc.

MASKED GODS $6.50
Navaho Ceremonials. F. Waters. 438 pp.

THE COMANCHES: Lords of The South
Plains. §5.00
400 pp., ill. E. Wallace.

MASSACRE ON NEUCES RIVER §1.00
Civil War Tragedy. B. H. Williams.
36 pp. wrappers.

SONS OF THE WEST $3.00
Early Wyoming, fur trade, Indian wars,
etc. 384 pp. L. Chaffin.

THE ROYAL HIGHWAY $4.00
E. Corle. 351 pp.
LT. EMORY REPORTS $4.50

(His overland travel to New Mexico,
Arizona, etc. 1854. reprint.

SKY DETERMINES $2.50
R. Calvin. 333 pp.
SURVIVAL OF LEGENDS $2.00

R. W. Crawford, (Texas & Southwest)
MY FIFTY YEARS IN RODEO $3.50
Foghorn Clancy. 285 pp.

INDIANS OF SOUTHWEST $5.00
E. E. Dale. 300 pp.
IDAHO OF YESTERDAY $5.00

T. B. Denaldson, 406 pp.
NEW MEXICO VILLAGE ARTS $6.50
R. F. Dickey, 266 pp.

BIG FOOT WALLACE §3.50
J. C. Duval. reprint. 291 pp.

LOST DUTCHMAN MINE $3.50
Sims Ely, 178 pp. ills.

ALBUQUERQUE $2.50
E. Fergusson. 87 pp.

MEXICAN COOKBOOK $2.00

E. Fergusson, 120 pp.
GAIL BORDEN: DAIRYMAN TO A

NATION $5.00
J. Frantz. 306 pp.
FORTS & FORAYS $3.00

A Dragoon in New Mexico, 1850-56.
James Bennett, hisstory. 86 pp.

REALM OF RUSK COUNTY, TEXAS §$5.00
G. Farmer, 223 pp.

TRADERS TO THE NAVAJOS $3.50
F. Gilmon, 265 pp.

TRANSCONTINENTAL RAILROAD

(The First); $4.00
I. Galloway. 319 pp.
LEATHER BRAIDING $3.00

Bruce Grant, 108 pp. ills.

HOW TO MAKE COWBOY

HORSE GEAR $2.00
Bruce Grant, 108 pp. ills.

GEO. W. LITTLEFIELD, TEXAN $3.00
J. Haley, 287 pp. ills.

CHARLES GOODNIGHT, Cowboy &

Plainsman $5.00
488 pp. |. Haley.

THE XIT RANCH $4.00
J. Haley.

WAR CHIEF JOSEPH, History of the Nez

Perce Indians, 1840-1304 $4.50

H. Howard. 358 pp.
HISTORY FORT SAM HOUSTON,

TEXAS $2.00
M. Handy. 111 pp.
SILVER TOWN $4.50

Heyday old mining camp Georgetown,
Coloradoe. 322 pp. 44 ills.

NAVAHO WEAVING: It's Technique

& History $8.50
C. Amsden. 264 pp. Special bindi
CARBINE & LANCE $5.00

Story of Old Fort Sill. W. Nye. 1952
365 pp.

DICK DOWLINGS BATTLES $4.00
(Texas Confederacy). Mrs. Pray. 139 pp.
1936.

WYOMING CATTLE TRAILS $5.00
Cattle Trade in the West. ]. Rollinson.
366 pp.

REGULATORS & MODERATORS $1.00
Shelby County (Texas) War. ]. Middle-
fon. wr., 50 pp.

Any 10 of Following Booklets ss.sq

TRUE TALES OF BURIED TREASURE §1.00

32 p. Barrett.

WILDCATS IN PETTICOATS $1.00
Booker.

THE BALD KNOBBERS, $1.00

29 pp. Castleman
SAM BASS, THE TRAIN ROBBER  §1.00
24 pp. Castleman.

Order Direct From

FRONTIER BOOK COMPANY

TRAIL OF PRETTY BOY FLOYD $1.00
32 pp. Draper.

INDIAN DANCES. MEDICINE MEN,

PHETS
32 pp. Draper.

CUB REPORTER IN INDIAN

TERRITORY $1.00
32 pp. Draper.

OKLAHOMA $1.00
28 pp. Draper.

THE LAND BOOMER §1.00
32 pp. Draper

GRUBSTAKE DAYS IN JOPLIN $1.00
32 pp. Draper.

ARKANSAS, WONDER STATE $1.00
32 pp. Draper.

LAST GOVT. LAND LOTTERY $1.00
32 pp. Draperr.

CAREER OF BONNIE PARKER $1.00
32 pp. Draper.

CALIFORNIA $1.00
29 pp. DeFord.

WILD BILL HICKOK $1.00
24 pp. Hardy.

KATE BENDER $1.80
24 pp. Hardy.

REPORTER IN OZARKS $1.00
24 pp. Randelph.

BELLE STARR $1.09

24 pp. Shackleford.
GUNFIGHTERS OF THE OLD WEST $1.08
24 pp. Shackleford.

BUFFALO BILL, SCOUT sLe0
24 pp. Shackleford.

TEXAS $1.00
32 pp. Smith.

DAVY CROCKETT sL00

32 pp. Tolliver.

FRONTIER PRESS
PUBLICATIONS

KILL OR BE KILLED $3.00
By Ed Bartholomew. A Record of Vie-
lence In the Early Southwest. Gun-
fighters, Charley Webb, Wes Hardin,
John Sel George Scarb h, Will
Carver, Lige Briant & Black Jack. 164 pp.
with 16 pages genuine photos. Red cloth.
1953, Houston. Limited edition of 1250
coples.

AUTHENTIC LIFE OF BILLY, THE KID $3.00
by Pat. F. Garret. A facsimile of the
rare 1882 edition, by the sherili whe
killed Billy. 1953, Houston. 142 pp.,
with rare photos added. Brown cloth,
Limited edition of 1000 coples.

WILD BILL LONGLEY, A Texas

Hard-Case $2.50
by Ed Bartholomew. 120 pp.. with gen-
uine photes. Printed by the author. Some
say Longley was the number one gun-
fighter. Limited edition of 808 copies
nearly sold out. 1953, Housten. Tan
cloth,

LIFE & ADV. OF SAM BASS $1.50
Anon. Reprint of rare 1873 edition. 94
Pp.. with rare photos. Bound in stiff
orange wrappers. Limited edition of 500
copies, nearly sold out. 1952, Houston.

THE HOUSTON STORY $2.50
by Ed Bartholomew. Story of Houston &
Texas, 1836 to 1865. 240 pp. Bound In
heavy cloth. Limited edition of 1500
copies nearly sold out. 1951, Housten.

LIFE OF BELLE STARR $1.50
by S. W. Harmon, early reprint. With
genuine photos added. 1954, Houston.
Limited edition of 1000 copies. Bounud
stiff wrappers. 64 pp.

LIFE OF CHEROKEE BILL $1.50
by §. W. Harmon, early reprini, with
genuine photos added. 1954 Housten.
Limited edition of 1000 copies. Bound in

stiff wrappers. 32 pp.
(all books written by Bartholomew aute-
graphed on request.)

HOUSTON 17, TEXAS



Oéay— you ./45426[ 30” jt!

OR more often appearance, that is.

By the thousands you have asked
for it—so we guess you mean it! So
what are we going to do about it? We're
going from quarterly to bi-monthly.
That’s what we are going to do about it.
“Bi-monthly” means once every two
months. Then one of these days, we're
going to sneak up on you from behind
and go monthly. That’s what you reaily
want. But a baby has to crawl first. Then
he stands alone on shaky pins. Then
he walks—if you could call it that. Fi-
nally, he runs.

We're standing alone now. Sure, our
pins are still a bit shaky, but by golly,
they’re strengthening fast! You know,
we told you from the first that we’d bit-
ten off a big bite, that we didn’t know
for sure if we could make it under our
own power. We’ve been frank with you
all along. We’re still being frank.

We can make it now . . .

Makes us old weather-beaten cowboys
(well, at least we're weather-beaten!)
want to pull a polka dot handkerchief
out of our hip pocket and snort into it
once or twice—the way you’ve helped.
You folks saw what we were trying to
do, knew we were trying to do it on
limited finances, and, instead of backing
off to wait and see if we lasted or not
before investing your three bucks, you
waded right in, grabbed us by the col-
lar, slapped our sassy faces a few times,
and said, “Look here, Podner—you GOT
to live!”

And, ay gad—we are!

What’s more, we’re gonna improve
constantly. The next issue will be our
first bi-monthly edition. We’ve gone to
photographic covers with this issue. So
many people have written in that they
didn’t realize we were. actually serious
with the “True” part until they saw
those old photographs —then they
KNEW we meant business! Well, by
~ golly, if that’s the effect they’re going

to have, we’ll just put them on the cov-
er. What do you think? We have some
terrific old photos (with a modern one
now and then) coming u?.

We used the photo of White Hawk,
even though it had been used as an in-
side photo in the last issue, for this
reason: That Indian’s face says in
expression what the 10,000 words of
the concluding part of “Brave Warriors”
says in words. Hardships, sorrow, heart-
crushing defeat—it’s all in the old war-
rior’s face. So many readers wrote in
about this picture that, coupled with
the above, we thought it deserved cover
prominence.

For three issues I've promised to have
a brief say. Fred and I both wondered if
brevity was possible when we're talking
about TRUE WEST. I hear that one im-
portant contribution to brief writing is
to stop typing.

That’s what I’'m doing right now.
S’long till the next time. — Joe.

Way West

T TOOK considerable beer and barbe-

cue to do it, but we’'ve just sold our
publisher, Joe Small, on what we think
is a real slick deal.

The idea is that this editor, accom-
panied by a pint sized wife and a couple
of knot-head boys, should make a three-
month tour of the West this summer get-
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ing acquainted with the country and
folks that we put True West out for,
and maybe picking up a few stories
along the way. )

Of course, our main purpose is to get
out of this drought-blighted West Texas,
where it hasn’t rained in so long that
we can show you great big kids who
have never had the opportunity to mess
around in a mud puddle. We've been
told on good authority that there are
other places in the world to live in be-
gides Texas, and we want to see if that’s
rue,

To keep our publisher satisfied, we’ll
no doubt have to send back a little copy
now and then, so if any of you readers
have a good story that you just can’t
keep from telling and one that’ll be
easy for us to write, let us know, and
we’ll try to drop by and listen to it.

Also, if you've any good whiskey on
hand, we’ll try to drink it; and if you
happen to have butchered a fresh beef,
we’ll be glad to help you eat it up before
it spoils; and if you happen to have some
pretty girls around—well, no, that won’t
work, on account of our wife and kids.

Anyhow, we plan to poke around in
several odd corners of the West, to see
what we can turn up, and catch a few

Trail driver Arthur Holloway.

fish and pan a little gold and swim where
it’s not too cold and see some greenery
for a change and chew the fat with some
writers and maybe take a pack trip back
into the mountains.

The way we’ve got it planned, it
sounds like a deal that’ll beat humping
over this editorial desk all summer,
and we sure hope it turns out that way—
Fred Gipson.

Old Timer
Gentlemen:

I got hold of one of the 1st issues of
True West.

Why not make it so as to give the
0Old Timers a chance to get their stories
of their experience published? The
pioneers who can talk cow talk?

The writers now days don’t use the
cow boy Lingo. Cowpoke, come and get
it, chow, Buckaroo, hazing was not used
in a cow camp.

I am just an Old Rancher. Have ran-
ched in the Indian Territory, Texas, New
Mexico, also in Old Mexico. I drove a
stage Freight outfit.

I am an Old Trail driver. I went with
one herd from east Texas near Waco
to Sediue, Mo. We never went through
a gate on the whole Trip (1875). I left

the ranch and am now Living in L. A.
So I would be glad to make arrange-
ments with some pub. co. to print some
short stories of my experience . . .

I am enclosing a snapshot of my self,
so you can see what I look like. Respt:
Arthur Holloway, Los Angeles, Calif.

Thanks, Mr. Holloway. Write us up a
couple of good yarns and give us a look
at them.

Left-Handed Rifle
Dear Mr. Gipson:

I was very much interested in that
photo reproduction of Jim Bridger’s ri-
fle on page 8 of No. 1. Did you ever hear
of a left-handed rifle? No, I don’t mean
a left-handed monkey wrench. I mean a
rifle, and I'm not trying to be funny.
That rifle of Bridger’s is for a left-handed
man; that is, the lock is on the left side
of the gun. Of course, most of the old
muzzle-loaders were made for right-
handed men with the lock on the right
side. A gunsmith made each gun for
his customer, and when a left-handed
man came along, the lock was put on the
left side.

In the days of the flintlock, a shooter
would run the risk of getting his eyes or
face burned by the powder flash if he
was left-handed and fired a right-handed
gun. When percussion caps came in,
the same thing applied, for the nipples
had a habit sometimes of blowing off.
If the shooter was left-handed and fired
a right-handed gun, he would run
chances of getting that nipple and pow-
der flash right in his face.

The story states that Bridger had thau
rifle when he discovered Great Salt Lake,
In that case, it was originally a flintlock,
because at that date, the percussion ca
had not come into use. In fact, it di
not come into use for a number of years
after that discovery. Flintlocks were
later remodeled into percussion caps by
changing the lock and inserting the tube
into the barrel, with the nipple attached.

I have read much about Bridger, but
I never saw any mention, that I recall,
that he was left-handed. In fact, I never
gave it a thought; but this gun definitely
proves that he was left-handed.—Earle
R. Forrest, 205 North Main Street, Wash-
ington, Penn.

Well, Earl, that’s one on us, too. You
reckon some fool engraver could have
flopped the negative ?

Wrong Pix
Dear Mr. Small:

In the winter issue of True West ap-
pears an article entitled “Message to
Fort Laramie.” One of the pictures used
to illustrate the article was captioned
“Fort Laramie, 1870.” I am certain this
is a picture of Laramie City . . . located
fully 80 air line miles to the south and
west of old Fort Laramie. It would also
seem that the picture dated 1870 must
of been taken at a later date, as Lara-
mie City was not founded until the ar-
rival of the first trans-continental rail-
road in 1868.—Richard S. Baker, 330
W. Oak St., Fort Collins, Colo.

We had another letter, calling atten-
tion to this same pix, the writer also be-
ing certain that we’d made a mistake
and used a picture of Laramie City.
Could be, we’ve made a slip-up here,
which we don’t like; but we do appreci-
ate readers calling our attention to it.

(For more letters, see page 45)
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When Chief Joseph rode out to meet Gen-
eral Howard, he was holding his rifle
loosely across his thighs, both hands
clasped on his saddle pommel.

Synopsis:

T HE Numepu (We People), most powerful Indian tribe in the North-
west, saw their first white men in 1807 when the explorers Lewis
and Clark arrived in their country on their way to the Pacific. After Lewis
and Clark came French-Canadian fur traders who renamed the Numepu
Nez Perces (Pierced Noses) after the custom of a few of the tribe who
inserted shell ornaments in their noses.

Settlers poured into the Northwest over the Oregon Trail until, by
1855, the white men were everywhere—except in the country of the Nez
Perce. In that year was held a great council between chiefs of all the
Northwestern tribes and commissioners appointed by the Government, at
which time the red men signed away a priceless heritage in land and
freed Old Joseph, chief of the Wallowa Nez Perce, insisted that his
beloved Wallowa Valley be included in the Nez Perce Reservation pro-
vided for in the terms of the treaty. In the following tense years Joseph
kept his people at peace with the ever-encroaching whites.

In 1872 Old Joseph died and Young Joseph, his son, became chief
of the Wallowa Nez Perce. Like his father, Young Joseph tried earnestly
to keep peace between his people and the settlers and miners surround-
ing his country . However, in 1875—after formerly confirming the Nez
Perce title to Wallowa—President Grant signed a decree opening the
Valley to white settlement. Early in 1877, the Government ordered
Joseph and his band to Lapwai Reservation to join the “treaty” Nez
Perce already living there. Over the protests of his sub-chiefs and warriors,
Joseph agreed to move to the reservation to preserve peace and save his
people from war with the whites.

En route to the reservation, during the absence of Chief Joseph, the
fanatical medicine man, Tu-hil-hul-sote, and the young brave, Wal-lait-its,
led a war party against the settlers on the pretext of avenging the murder
of Wal-lait-its’ father by a white man.

Thus the Nez Perce War began. The Indians won the first skirmish
with the soldiers, killing thirty-four troopers in the Battle of White
Bird Canyon. The victorious warriors rejoiced after the fight, but Joseph
warned them grimly:

“ . .. Now that we have killed white men in battle, their brothers
will trail us like wolves until they have their revenge!”

6

N June 22, five days after the Battle of White Bird Can-
yon, General Howard left Fort Lapwai with 227 men
to catch the Nez Perce. He reached the battlefield on June 26
and set about burying the dead. Hidden among the rocks
and bush above the burial details, Nez Perce scouts watched
every move the soldiers made. Safely out of sight on the
bank of the Salmon, Joseph held a council with his sub-
chiefs and warriors.

White Bird advised crossing the Snake River and hiding
out in the maze of canyons and valleys west of that stream.
Tu-hil-hul-sote agreed with White Bird. The handsome young
Alokut said nothing, waiting for his brother to speak.

“I have given this matter much thought,” said Joseph
quietly. “I have met General Howard in council and I
know how his mind works. He would expect us to cross the
Snake and hide out in the wild country beyond, just as you
have suggested. We will cross the Salmon instead, and How-
ard will follow. Once across the river we will go north and
cross back. We will go to Camas Valley and get more men
from our people on the reservation. Then we will have war-
riors enough to protect our women and children on the way
to the buffalo country across the mountains.”

Impressed, the subchiefs agreed to Joseph’s plan. The
Nez Perce moved across the Salmon at once and headed
north. Howard, reinforced with nearly 200 fresh troops, was de-
liberately tipped off to the move—and, reacting precisely as
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Concluding installment of a two-part
article on the Nez Perce Indians, a tribe
that flourished until they became the
strongest in the Northwest.

AR N e
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Illustrated by George Phippen

The stirring saga of a great Indian nation and the futile struggle its people made in an at-
tempt to preserve their way of life. Second in a series on important Indian nations of

America.

Joseph had predicted, attempted to follow. The treacherous
river held him up for days until the Indians got clear away.
Before Howard crossed the Salmon, the Nez Perce were
back on the east bank again.

While the befuddled General wandered aimlessly among
the mountains, chasing a will-o-the-wisp, Joseph headed
for the Fort Lapwai road. Scouts had brought him word
of a force of cavalry approaching from the south, and the
wily chief intended to ambush them. He placed his braves
on both sides of the road in heavy cover and waited patiently.

Captain Whipple, leading a detachment of cavalry to join
forces with Captain Perry moving out from Fort Lapwai,
ran smack into the Nez Perce ambush and lost eleven men
before he could escape. The Nez Perce did not follow the
fleeing troopers, preferring to save their ammunition for
Howard whenever he emerged from the wilderness west of
the Salmon and tried again to catch and destroy them.

The “Praying General” finally caught up with the Nez
Perce on July 11. Howard, his command strengthened to
700 men, believed he could crush Joseph with ease. Rein-
forced by Chief Looking Glass and his band, the Nez Perce
leader had barely 300 warriors with which to fight this power-
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ful force. Yet—camped in a canyon near the mouth of Cot-
tonwood Creek on the south fork of the Clearwater—Joseph
made no effort to escape when his scouts warned him of
Howard’s rapid approach. :

Howard opened the ball by blasting away at the Nez
Perce camp with a howitzer and two Gatling guns_from the
heights above the canyon. The Gatling guns were ineffective
at such range and the howitzer shells whistled over the
clustered lodges to burst harmlessly in the woods. Before
the gunners could correct their error in sighting, the Nez
Perce had disappeared. In a matter of minutes, the hustling
warriors hid the women and children out of sight in the
heavy timber, drove their livestock up-river to safety and
came flitting back through the timber like shadows to meet
the advancing troops.

This battle on the banks of the Clearwater was the firs
of its kind between whites and Indians. For the first time
in the history of frontier warfare the red men fought from
behind their own fortifications, charged strong positions
held by troops, faced and repulsed bayonet charges and
fought to a standstill a military force twice their number. In
this bitter fight, General Howard learned something that the
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Chief Joseph shortly after his surrender to
Miles and Howard. This photo probably
was made before the great Nez Perce
was exiled to Oklahoma.

Blackfeet, for example, had learned long
before—that the Nez Perce were the
straightest-shooting of all the tribes.
Indian sharpshooters, entrenched be-
hind piled-up rocks, dropped so many
of his men in the first assault that the
amazed Civil War veteran had to take
up a defensive position in front of the
Nez Perce line. Promptly, Joseph sent
warriors galloping to flank Howard’s
left. The General countered this classic
maneuver by pulling back his wings
until his line resembled a semi-circle
more tHan a mile in length.

All day the battle roared, with Joseph
in the thickest of fighting. Dressed in
skin hunting shirt and leggings, the
tall chief was a marked man as he rode
from one end of his battle-line to the
other, exhorting his naked warriors
to make every bullet count. Three
horses were shot from under him, but
no lead touched his body. Nez Perce
marksmen covered the only spring on
the battlefield, and the white wounded
began to suffer terribly from thirst
under the scorching July sun. Three
times soldiers attempted to get water
for their wounded comrades, and each
time a Nez Perce bullet dropped the
trooper face-down in the parched grass.
The Indian wounded weren’t much bet-
ter off, since to get water they had to
descend steep trails to the bottom of the
canyon where the river flowed far below.

As night closed in on the battlefield,
Howard pulled his line back into almost
a complete circle, so fearful was he of
the Indians turning his flanks in the
darkness. ;

Throughout the wuneasy night, the
Nez Perce sharpshooters kept the troops
awake and apprehensive with sporadic
sniping. At daybreak the howitzer was
brought up and set to work shelling the
warriors guarding the spring. Prudently
the Nez Perce fell back at the first blast
from the “wagon-gun” and the troops
moved in without opposition. :

About this time, Joseph’s scouts in-
formed him that white reinforcements
were coming up from the south in the
direction of Jackson’s Bridge; a supply
train escorted by cavalry. Howard spot-
ted the train at the same time, and sent
a full company crashing through the
thin Nez Perce line to bring it in to
camp. Quickly realizing that the odds
against him were now too heavy to be
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surmounted, Joseph ordered his warriors
to withdraw. Slowly, in perfect order
and with all their livestock, property,
women and children, the Nez Perce
began their retreat across the river and
up the opposite slope.

HIS fight, according to the Eastern
newspapers and certain high Army

'oﬁicials, was a resounding defeat for

the Nez Perce. Men who fought in the
battle didn’t figure it quite that way.
Howard himself admitted wryly: I
do not think I had to exercise more
generalship during the Civil War than
I did in the march to the battlefield and
the ensuing battle with Joseph and his
Indians on the banks of the Clearwater.”

Lieutenant Parnell, who had fought

Joseph in White Bird Canyon, was con-
siderably blunter in his appraisal of the
scrap.
“If anything, the troops had the ad-
vantage in numbers as well as position,”
wrote Parnell. “And yet, strictly speak-
ing, the Indians were not defeated. Their
loss must have been insignificant and
their retreat to Kamiah was masterly,
deliberate and unmolested, leaving us
with a victory barren of results.”

Northward down the Clearwater the
Nez Perce made their way. They crossed
the river at a ferry, cut the ferry boat
loose, burned the station and pushed on
to Kamiah. Here, four miles east of
Kamiah at the western terminus of the
Lolo Trail, Joseph camped on a high
hill and waited coolly for Howard’s
next move. The chief was still firm in
his decision to head for Canada, but he
needed time to prepare for the rugged
1200-mile trek across Idaho through the
mountains. Cannily, he won that time by
sending a messenger to Howard’s camp
asking for terms of a possible surren-
der. The messenger brought back the
one-armed General’s ultimatum:

“All men to surrender and be tried
by a military court.”

Punctiliously, Joseph presented How-
ard’s terms to his sub-chiefs in council.
Unanimously, all voted against accept-
ing such a sucker deal. Joseph smiled:
“It is settled then. We will go across
the mountain to join Sitting Bull in the
country of the Red Coats—in the peace-
ful Land of the Old Woman Queen,”
(Victoria).

While Howard waited vainly for a re-
ply, the Nez Perce started their march
eastward over the Lolo Trail through
the Bitter Roots. Just in case the trust-
ing General got suspicious and followed
him too soon, the great Nez Perce tac-
tician devised a devilishly ingenious
trap for him. Trees lining the narrow
Trail were sawn almost through, the
saw marks concealed with pitch, bark
and dirt, and the sawdust hidden be-
neath pine needles. Joseph had prepared
an Indian corral for Howard. Once the
General’s troops marched past a certain

oint on the trail, the trees would have

een felled before and behind the sol-
diers and Howard’s whole command
would have been penned up for slaugh-
ter like steers in a chute. The scheme

failed when a cavalryman’s horse pawed.

the ground and uncovered the tell-tale
sawdust. Alarmed at this evidence of
Nez Berce ‘“fiendishness,” Howard’s ad-
vance guard retreated percipitantly.
Seeing that the Nez Perce were head-
ed for Montana beyond question, the
harried and haggard General heaved a
sigh of relief and requested official per-
mission to chuck the exasperating cam-
paign to catch the elusive Joseph. Wash-
ington ordered him back to the hunt
immediately. The big brass was burned

Sitting Bull, the Hunkpapa Sioux Medicine
Man, who refused Young Joseph’s appeal
for help by moving his camp forty miles
deeper into Canada.

over the fact that a handful of ragged
Indians had made a monkey out of a
Civil War General, and if Howard didn’t
care about the pride and honor of the
Army, they did! Howard gritted his
teeth and ordered Captain Rawn’s de-
tachment from Fort Missoula to inter-
cept the Nez Perce at Lolo Pass. Rawn
marched on the double from Fort Mis-
soula and threw a barricade of rocks
and logs across narrow Lolo Canyon,
blocking the path of the leisurely travel-
ing Indians.

At noon on July 27, a small party of
warriors bearing a white flag approached
the barricade. Joseph’s main band
was camped out of sight down the can-
yon. Chief Looking Glass had come
to speak for the Nez Perce leader. Cap-
tain Rawn greeted him warily.

Looking Glass accepted tobacco
smoked a moment in silence, then said
abruptly: “We are on our way to the
buffalo country. We are not going to
harm any of your men in the fort nor
any settlers in the valley, if you let us
pass your fort without being attacked.”

Surprised, Rawn did not know what
to answer. Hoping that Howard would
come up quickly to strike the Indians’
rear, he stalled for time. “I will talk
this over with my men,” he promised.
“I will give you an answer tomorrow.
will you be here?”

Looking Glass stared the captain full
in the eyes. “Yes,” he replied, “I will
be here.”

Rawn’s command were divided in
opinion of Looking Glass’ proposal. His
officers were for refusing; his volunteers
all for accepting. The captain decided -
that he had to string along with his
officers.

Joseph appeared with Looking Glass
at the parley next morning. He listened
calmly while Rawn announced that he
could not pass the barricade without
surrendering his guns and horses. “We
are going by you without fighting if pos-
sible,” he answered. “But,” he added
significantly, “we are going by you!”

Go by him they did. Far up the can-
yon walls, Joseph’s scouts had located
narrow ledges where the white men
had believed only a goat could travel.
Along these ledges the Nez Perce inched
their way; men, women, children, horses
and all equipment—crossing high above

(Continued on page 24)
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Let the wild blizzards blow. When deep snows
blocked off mail routes across the high Sier-
ras, mail still went through—ecarried on the

back of that wild Norwegian

Snowshoe

Thompson

by WELDON F. HEALD
Illustrated by Randy Steffen

N the cemetery of the little mountain

town of Genoa, Nevada, is a white
gravestone bearing a strange device.
Carved in the marble is a pair of crossed
skis twelve inches long. Below is the
inscription:

In Memory of
JOHN A. THOMSON
Native of Norway
Departed this life May 15
1876

Age 49 years 10 days
Gone but not Forgotten

The last line is still true, for there are
old-timers now living who remember
John A. Thompson, and to Californians
and Nevadans in and around the central
Sierra Nevada he will always be a symbol
of strength, courage, and integrity.

But it is by his nickname ‘“Snowshoe”
that he is best known and loved. To
mountaineers, skiers, and sportsmen, he
represents all that is fine in the world
of the out-of-doors. They see in him a
man who daily risked his life, not for
personal gain, but to serve his fellow
men.

For twenty years John carried the
mail each winter alone on skis over the
snow-covered High Sierra, from Cali-
fornia to Nevada. It was one of the
toughest assignments ever handed out by
the Post Office Department, but in bliz-
zards and bitter cold, winds and freezing
rains John brought his mail through
and never missed a day.

He was a huge hulk of a man, over six
feet, and weighing 180 pounds. His
wavy blond hair and beard, blue eyes,
and fair skin made him as handsome and

siriking as his viking ancestors. Born
at Tinn, in Telemark, Norway in 1827,
he came to the United States when he
was ten. The spelling THOMSON on the
grave is probably correct, but all written
references to him have added the P. His
parents were apparently restless folks,
frequently on the move. As a youth he
lived in Illinois, Missouri, and Iowa.
But at twenty-four he caught the gold
fever and headed West, reaching Cali-
fornia in 1851, at the height of the
Mother Lode excitement. John tried min-
ing for two years, but found no gold
bonanza. Finally he decided that supply-
ing miners was a surer way to make a
living than being one himself. So in 1854
he bought a small farm in the Sacra-
mento Valley.

But John was a Norwegian at heart,
born in a country of pointed firs and
deep snows. As he plowed, planted, and
harvested, he gazed longingly at the
high, white wall of the Sierra Nevada
gleaming on the eastern horizon. His
spirlit dwelt among those distant snowy
peaks.

ARLY in the winter of 1855-1856
heavy storms closed all passes
across the Sierra. Not even a pack train
could get through, and the remote settle-
ments in Nevada were shut off from the
coast. It looked as if even the mail would
have to pile up until spring. The sherift
gut up a sign asking for applicants to
ring the mail over the Sierra. There
was only one applicant—John A. Thomp-

son. ..
As a child, skis were as familiar to

An old photo of the skiis which Thompson, himself made.
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him as shoes. Everybody used them in
the Old Country. So he immediately set
to work making a pair, and when he fin-
ished, he hurried up to the mountains
around Placerville to try them out. From
that day on, John was never known by
any other name than Snowshoe Thomp-
son.

This pair of “Norwegian snowshoes”
may not have been the first skis in the
United States, and perhaps John A.
Thompson is not ‘“The Father of Ameri-
can Skiing,” but certainly there is no
record of anyone using skis before him
on the Pacific Coast. And this steel-
fibered Norwegian was schussing, per-
forming Christies, and gelandesprungs on
Sierra snows long before the first official
American ski tournament.

Snowshoe Thompson’s skis were pon-
derous, awkward affairs made of green
oak, ten feet long, and four to four and
one-half inches wide. They weighed
twenty-five pounds. A single leather
strap over the toes of his boots was the
only connection between him and his
skis, nor had he any “dope” to make
them glide smoothly through soft snow .
without clogging. But as the years
passed, Snowshoe improved his ski de-
sign. The pair in the museum at Sut-
ter’s Fort in Sacramento is only seven
and one-half feet long and made of
much lighter wood.

Snowshoe quickly polished up his
technique and soon became an expert.
He carried a balance pole, held hori-
zontally before him like a tight-rope
walker, and as he glided, dipped, whizzed
and jumped down the long slopes, the
Placervillians were flabbergasted. He
was a man with wings on his feet!

He applied for the position of skiing
mailman, contracting for the route over
the summit of the Sierra to Carson Val-
ley, Nevada. It was a rough, mountain-
ous, ninety-mile trek, crossing two passes
above 7,000 feet. The snow was usually
ten to twenty feet deep most of the win-
ter. At that time there were no per-
manently inhabited houses, cabins, or
shacks along the way. His offer was in-
stantly accepted by a harrassed Post
Office Department. In January, 1856, he
shouldered his first mail bag and dis-

(Continued on page 30)
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promise of love. But in the shadows

lurked terror for visitors to her

UTSIDE, the Kansas night had
closed in, the shadows hot and
thick. Inside, his head lolling back
against the worn canvas curtain that
divided the cabin into two rooms, sat
the young traveler. He puffed on his
pipe and smiled as he watched pretty
Katie Bender clean away the supper
dishes.

He was tired but happy. He'd come a
far piece from Fort Scott this year of
1871, and he counted himself lucky
to find a place where he could get food
and lodging for the night. He’d heard
of men vanishing in this region, but
he shrugged it oft, as he did tne sound
of stealthy boots moving behind the
curtain by his head. Imagination, he
told himself.

All he wanted now was to smoke and
watch this, coppery-haired young girl
who was so pretty. He hardly noticed
the way her head was kept turned from
him—the lurking mad shadows far back
in her eyes hidden from his sight.

He took a final pull at his pipe. It
was the last thing he ever did.

That midnight, in the dark of the
moon, he joined the other corpses in
their shallow graves behind that inno-
cent-appearing little frontier cabin.
Throat slit by pretty Katie and his be-
longings stolen, he had become one
more victim of the infamous and blood-
thirsty Benders, the deadliest family in
the annals of the old West.

The records show some eight mur-
dered bodies as evidence of the Bender’s
grisly handiwork, but how many count-
less others were done in and never
found is still unknown. At least six of
the men killed had horses and two had
wagons, but even these were spirited
away in some mysterious manner by
“Bloody Kate” Bender and her mur-
derous family.

CABIN or DEATH

by WARREN KUHN

Illustrated by Randy Steffen
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HERE they came from no one

knows. The family simply appeared
one spring in.1871 and built a cabin off
the main wagon road that ran from Fort
Scott to Independence, Kansas. It was
an isolated section where the hard-work-
ing farmers asked no questions of new-
comers, especially those who made no
effort to be sociable. However, past the
cabin streamed a constant string of
travelers, bound for the far West and
the gold-diggings. These were the friends
the Benders wanted, so they could lure
the unsuspecting men into their cabin,
rob and murder them.

There were four in the family: Pa
Bender—a bushy-browed, hulking old
man; Ma Bender—obese and white-
haired; John Bender—with shallow,
dreamy eyes and a giggling laugh; and
Katie—she of the hazel eyes and deep
red lips, her flashing coppery hair
beautiful enough to lure any single—
and rich—traveler into the Bender’s
house of death. It was Katie who was
the leader—and the killer.

There was only a single large room in
the cabin, but an old wagon canvas cov-
er hanging from the joists separated it
into two smaller enclosures. The front
room held a counter and cupboard with
a few tinned articles for sale, while the
back area was the cramped living quar-
ters.

Against the hanging flap was a table
and a solitary chair, its back convenient-
ly placed close to the canvas. A hungry
traveler, eating his greasy meal—and
his last one!—was encouraged to lean
and rest himself. Katie’s father with
a great iron hammer, standing behind
the curtain, would smash it against his
skull, and Katie’s knife would do the
rest.

Only there was need for haste, in case
another traveler would see their sign
and enter, or a neighbor drop in to buy
some of their meager supplies. So, in
the cabin floor was—the pit!

Examined years later, the lintel and
trap-door covering this ghastly, stone-
floored cellar was still stained and dis-
colored with human blood. The trap-
door itself was cleverly hidden beneat:
the stove. The pit beneath was some
six feet deep and five feet across.

Many times the victim was disposed
of in day light, the still-warm body left
in the pit until dark, when it was drawn
up, robbed, and then carried out to be
buried in the nearby orchard. There the
ground was well harrowed and carefully
cultivated. If anyone had suspicions
Katie made sure they would not suspect
any new earth upturned in a well-cared-
for orchard.

Spring, 1954

As the travelers were, in the main,
bound for distant places, their disap-
pearance was an easy matter to cover
up. Inquiries were stifled without trouble,
for in the 1870’s the Indian nations and
the unknown country beyond claimed
man after man without a trace. Nearby
neighbors, on the other hand, were either
ignored or gotten off the place as soon
as possible. The Benders were secure in
their knowledge that their deeds would
never be uncovered, but they still made
it a rule to keep hands off the local
populace.

NE neighbor however, M. E.

Sparks, later testified that he be-
lieved he escaped death on his first
visit to the Benders when they learned
he lived so close. He was sitting on a
nail keg in the ‘front room talking to
Ma Bender when the old man came
around the canvas carrying a heavy
hammer.

“Where do you come from?” the old
man asked.

Sparks told him but Bender still
did not seem to feel reassured, for he
asked the neighbor the same question
over and over until the man left.

Another local resident, an eccentric
old lady by the name of Hesler who
roamed the countryside alone with a
shotgun, also related a narrow escape
with the murderous family. Hearing of
Katie’s interest in the supernatural, she
stopped one evening to talk. At first
things went pleasantly, but as evening
wore on, and darkness came down
thick "and stifling, the Benders began
to act in strange ways. First, she said,
they drew pictures of men on the wall
and stuck knives into them. Then Katie
turned, smiling queerly, and told the
woman that spirits were telling her to
kill! She laughed aloud and sank her
knife into a charcoal figure on the wall.
Then she swung back on her visitor
again, her face a hideous mask, her lips
drawn back, and she advanced on the
woman.

“The spirits,” Katie simpered, “com-
mand me to kill you—kill you—NOW!”

Terror-stricken the old woman darted
out of the door and ran for her life.
However, due to her own queerness, her
story was not believed, even though
she herself never went near the Bender
homestead again.

It was rare, however, for any traveler,
preferably male, to leave the Bender
house alive once he had entered it. One
such was a Jesuit priest by the name of
Father Paul M. Ponziglione, who had
spent some twenty years ministering
to the physical and religious needs of

the Osage Indians. On a journey to the
Indian territory, he stopped for the
night at the Benders and was immedi-
ately seized by the malevolent atmos-
phere of the house. He remembered tales
of men who had disappeared into thin
air in this region and watched with
narrowed, wondering eyes as old man
?qnder placed a hammer near the cur-
ain.

That night as they sat in the room
talking, the priest noticed the strange
animal-fires begin to flicker in Katie’s
eyes. Outside a chill wind began to blow,
the candles guttered in the drafty cabin
and thunder rolled ominously.

Suddenly, Katie arose and started
toward him. Her eyes were wide and
staring. Her fingers clenched and un-
clenched. A chill ran down the good
man’s back. He rose and frowned at
her, his black garment flapping in the
breeze from the open door. For a mo-
ment she hesitated and in that instant
of hesitation, he slipped out the door,
mounted his horse and galloped off.
The Benders had missed adding a man
of God to their record.

BY NOW, word spread through the
countryside that some deadly hand
was afoot, striking with the fury of a
ghostly avenger. Worried relatives be-
gan to arrive. They questioned the near-
by residents for some trace of their
vanished kinsfolk. Talk blossomed so
rapidly that by the time of a local elec-
tion it was the chief topic of every
gathering.

When election day arrived, dark and
gray, the men decided to meet in the
schoolhouse. Talk naturally turned to
the mysterious disappearances. The same
Mr. Sparks, who had escaped the Ben-
ders earlier, suggested each nearby farm
be searched, letting his own be the
first. The others were also loud in
insisting that if the murderers were
found they should be locked in their
house and burned alive.

Apparently unnoticed by most of the
arguing men, John Bender, Katie’s broth-
er, lay on a bench by the far wall,
asleep. However, when the men dis-
persed, he became immediately awake
and slipped out for home.

Nothing came of the meeting, though,
and despite John’s worried warning,
the Bender family stayed on. Things
remained as they were until a Doctor
York, who was returning from a visit
to relatives in Fort Scott, disappeared
in March, 1873. He was to be the last
man to be done in by the infamous

(Continued on page 31)

Kansas State Historical Society

Were the mysterious Benders themselves slain in this bloody cabin, where the bodies
of nine murdered persons were found?
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OLD
BUTTERMILK

by B. C. STORK

She stood apart
among the two hundred head—

i ~ 3N
Illustrated by Al

—

ohnson

E MADE this cow drive in the fall

of 1897. There were two hundred
head in the bunch, mostly steers. The
drive was from near Utica, Montana, to
Billings, a distance of one hundred and
fifty miles. At Billings, we were to
load them on a train bound for Chicago.
Four of us cowhands were to go with
them. We'd ride the caboose and see
to the feeding and watering. We’d try
to keep anything from getting down in
the cars and getting tromped on by the
others.

I was eighteen at the time. The rest
of the boys weren’t much older. None
of us had ever been to the Big City.
Naturally we were all looking forward
to having the time of our lives—swap-
ping jokes, seeing the sights, playing
poker, looking over the women.

an ugly bob-tailed old cow. And before

the drive was over I wished to heck I’d shot her!

Chuck Williams was in charge. Chuck
was from Lewistown, and he was a real
able man. Then, there was Slim McArty.
I liked Slim. He was a Texas man and
one of the best riders I ever saw strad-
dle a horse. Jack Russell was along,
and Jack would do to trail with. And,
of course, there was Frenchy, Leon
Flambeau, by name, whom the boss
had sort of kidnapped out of Great Falls.
He'd got Frenchy so tanked up that he
didn’t know what was going on ’till the
boss had dragged him out to take
charge of the chuckwagon. Nobody
could pronounce or understand the
French names that Frenchy hung onto
the flapjacks and round-up steaks he
cooked, but that didn’t keep them from
being the best I ever ate in a cow camp.

The herd we drove was made up out

of the tail-ends of several other gathers.
This made them hard to handle. They
were all new to each other, and strange
cattle don’t bunch easy. Also, they were
all slick-fat. So, naturally, they were
every one on the lookout for an excuse
to fight or run.

Among them was an old bobtailed
cow. We called her Old Buttermilk.
Either the brush had been froze off
her tail during a hard winter or the
coyotes had gnawed it off some early
spring, while she was down and too
weak to get up. All she had left was a
long club that she could swing around
hard enough to knock a man flat on
his back, in case she struck him in the
head. I've had old cows to sand-bag
me with club tails like that.

Cattle have their peculiarities, just

P
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like people. This old sister was the rest-
less, uneasy kind that can’t stay put.
She had her own ideas about things,
too, like when and where she’d go, and
who was to go with her. She could
smell water ten miles off, and if she
took a notion to go to it, it took some
real persuading to change her mind.

I spotted Old Buttermilk as a trouble-
maker at the start. Before the drive
was over, I wished I'd shot her.

WE STARTED out from the Russell
ranch on Sage Creek at sunup. The
sun had the tops of the Snowy and Ju-
dith mountains bathed in a bright
orangered. Further down the slopes,
where the sun didn’t hit, seemed like
the shadows cast by the crests and
ridges looked a deeper purple than
usual. A little breeze pulled across the
prairie. It had a good, fresh, clean
smell to it, the kind to make a man suck
a lot of air and wish he could get more.

I rode a roan gelding with a blaze
face and a white mane. He was a pretty
thing and a dandy cowhorse. Turn him
on a dime. I called him Pat.

Slim rode a nice sorrel. Frenchy
drove the chuck wagon. The boss was
mounted on a big bay and was shoving
;i.x extra saddle horses along ahead of

im.

We circled Utica, which was then just
a little old stage town. Slim left the
herd long enough to ride into town. At

the Morris and Waiter Saloon, he picked

up a couple of quarts. “Just in case of
snakebite,” he-. explained.

We crossed the Judith River, which
was nearly dry, and headed south for
a gap in the west end of the Snowy
Mountains. This was later to be called
Judith Gap. The Three Sister peaks lay
off to the Southwest. We trailed across
a number of grassy hills and little cou-
lees, and along the creeks we stirred out
a lot of small game.

Frenchy had gone ahead with the
chuckwagon. A little after noon, we
came around a little hill, and there he
was, with a campfire going. The boss
said: “Boys, let them critters camp
where they are. The grass and water’s

We could have guessed that trouble was coming when for no reason at all
Slim's neat-looking. black snorted and bucked right through camp, upset-

good; we can watch them from where
we eat.” And about that time, Frenchy
yelled, “Grub pile, fellers,” with a
French accent. So we all rushed to
camtp and grabbed a plate and went
at it.

We’d just about finished, when we no-
ticed that the cattle were getting restless.
They were all bunched up and staring
to the west. Looked like we might have
trouble, so Slim mounted a horse and
rode toward them. He approached a
clump of wild choke cherry bushes and
scared out a big gray wolf. After the
wolf ran off, the cattle quieted down.

The day wore on as we drove south.
It was one of those hot dusty afternoons
which make a man wish he could
sleep. But I knew there wouldn’t be any
sleep for me till late that night. I was
to ride guard, first shift, till midnight.

The hot dust swirled and curled
around the herd as we crossed a dry
flat. An old bull decided he wanted to
go back; and when an old bull makes
a decision, you generally have to at
least make a show of respecting it. I
herded this old boy over by some thorn
apple bushes, where there was a little
shade, and let him stand in it, while I
sang to him. I guess he liked my sing-
ing. Anyhow, after he’d cooled off for
a while, I got him headed right, and
we caught up with the herd.

WE MADE camp that night at the
west tip of the Snowy Mountains.
We ate a late supper and bedded the
herd down on a little slope not far from
the wagon. I took over as night watch.

September nights can get cold in
these parts. The stars shine bright. I
rode in the sharp air and, for lack of
anything else to do, set out to count the
stars. I guess I missed some. I got to
thinking how many there were, and
how big the universe was, and how little
I was in comparison. That made the
world seem mighty dark and mysterious.
I heard an owl hoot, way off in the dis-

tance, and it sort of gave me the shivers.
A couple of coyotes started singing,
which didn’t help any.

ting the water and splashing coffee all over the cook.

Spring, 1954

Photo of B. C. Stork, the author, made in
Chicago at the end of the cattle drive des-
cribed in this article.

Then I got to noticing the cattle. They
weren’t laying quiet. They were getting
to their feet and shifting about. I
started singing, but it didn't seem to
help. They still kept getting up. Some
would walk a while and lie back down,
and some wouldn’t.

The main one was this Old Butter-
milk. Every time I'd ride toward a rest-
less bunch of steers, there she’d be, nos-
ing around, switching that club tail
back and forth. Not doing anything es-
pecially, but not laying quiet, either.
Either she wasn’t happy with this bed-
ground or didn’t like who she was bed-
ding with.

Just watching her gave me the feel-
ing that trouble was brewing.

On night guard, a cowhand doesn’t
try to be too quiet, as the cattle may
get to listening to other sounds they
don’t recognize and get panicky. So I
rode and sang and kept an eye on Old
Buttermilk.

After awhile, I heard some more sing-
ing. It was Slim, riding out to relieve
me. He was singing “Little Sally Walk-
er.” When he got closer, I could make
out the words:

“Little Sally Walker is a neat
little squaw,

She lives on the banks of the
Big Chicolaw.”

When him and his horse took shape
in the darkness, he said, “Well, Shorty,
how’s it going?”

“All right, I guess,” I said. “But you
better watch that Old Buttermilk cow.
I got a feeling that she’s up to some-
thing.”

And I remember so well what he said:
“Why, Shorty, you just don’t under-
stand old ladies. A man’s got to treat
them sort of special. You just leave
Old Buttermilk to me. We’ll get along.”

I rode back to camp, but didn’'t like
the feeling I took with me. Still, Slim
hadn’t seemed bothered, and everything
was quiet and peaceful. So I picketed
my horse and rolled into my blankets
and started thinking about those pretty
women in Chicago.

I HADN'T been asleep long when it

happened. It was a big roar and a
trampling that shook the ground. I
came awake, already on my feet. I
heard the boss holler, “All out! All out!
Stampede!” Immediately I thought of
Old Buttermilk and a cold chill ran
through me.

(Continued on page 37)
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West side of Main Street, Goldfield, Nevada, in 1905. Faith in the bonanza attracted every convenience
for the high-riding miners, gamblers, and promoters.

Miners flagrantly stole highgrade ore, safe in the knowledge that leasors
couldn’t risk a strike. An unwhitewashed epic of rip-roaring,

man-eating Goldfield, Nevada, where . . .

The Law C(Came

Photos by the Authors

by BOB AND JAN YOUNG




OM FISHERMAN, a Shoshone, slid
a chunk of rock towards Tom Ken-
dall, owner of the Tonopah Club.
“Stake, huh?” he grunted thirstily.
Kendall hefted the rock, tasted it,
peered at it, finally pushed ten silver
dollars across the polished mahogany
bar. “Where’d you get it, Tom?”

Fisherman waved a wrinkled brown
hand, a nebulous gesture towards the
south. “Thirty, forty miles,” he was al-
ready pocketing the money. Fisherman
forgot the grubstake at the next bar.

But Tom Kendall didn’t forget. When
Billy Marsh and Harry Stimler begged
for a grubstake, Kendall agreed, pro-
vided they’d work out the area around
Rabbit Springs, forty miles south. Jim
Butler, discoverer of the famed Mizpah
claim which started Tonopah, added to
the outfit with a buckboard, some grub,
a horse and a mule. Two days later
Marsh & Stimler camped at the Springs.
Driven by desert wind next morning the
men prospected towards Columbia moun-
tain, where they staked the Sandstorm
and four other claims.

Four disappointed men read assay re-
sults days later. Twelve dollars and sixty
cents a ton, gold bearing ore. Gold?
Indeed interesting. Gold in the silver
state of Nevada?

Marsh & Stimler proved their claims,
and staked another dozen. Five months
later, in May 1903, Al Myers and Bob
Hart pitched camp nearby, staked
claims; theirs was called the “Combina-
tion.”

Then Charley Taylor, who’d just drop-
ped $34,000 at one roulette session,
wandered by. Marsh & Stimler invited
Charley to help himself. He did indeed.
Later Charley cashed out for $1,250,000
when his Jumbo claim proved itself.

Despite the June heat, hundreds
flocked into the newfound “Grandpa”
district (a sly dig at Tonopah). Rumors
that claims were already selling briskly
brought more rainbow chasers.

Marsh & Stimler rejected an offer
after consulting a Tonopah palm reader.
Marsh weakened at $1,000, then split
with Stimler. Stimler got $25,000, and
split with Marsh. And excepting Charley
Taylor’s, most claims went for equally
ridiculous prices. Both the law and the
gromoters came late to Goldfield, Neva-

a.

Lease-owner arrangements soon flour-
ished, however. Prospectors, often with-
out funds for exploitation, leased claims
to promoters. For a major slice of the
profits, they’d sink shafts, erect neces-
sary buildings, and process ore. Busted
prospectors had little to lose, a develop-
ed mine to gain. Leases were generally
for a year, and the operators had to
hustle to recover investments. Miners
flagrantly stole high-grade ore, safe in
the knowledge that leasors couldn’t
risk a strike. Much of Goldfield’s lurid
history rests on that circumstance.

Big money poured into Goldfield. The
townsite was surveyed, then offered to
George Wingfield and George Nixon
for promotional purposes. They re-
fused. Though they both became million-
aires, it wasn’t long after the offer they
had to pay $10,000 for a small city lot.

Skyrocketing land prices encouraged
sharp practices too. Tents and other
small structures were often moved bodily
after dark. The squatters moved in
ready to sell the pre-empted land, and
backed their possession with pistols.

v

beer sign, is next to the National.

Another photo of Goldfield’s Main Street.
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Tex Rickard’s Northern Club, with its big

OMENTARILY, Goldfield crunched

a halt when the Jumbo vein fault-
ed from sight, and cthers failed to fulfill
romise. Stock, key to most successful
oom camps, remained inactive at ten
cents. Only the recently-born Goldfield
News blustered with courage: “All
That’s New and True of the GREATEST
GOLD CAMP EVER KNOWN.” The
News’ faith was abundantly justified
when J. P. Loftus and J. R. Davis lo-
cated float assaying $50,000 a ton. Se-
cretly, they placed buying orders for
Goldfield stock, then set an out-sized
charge in their glory hole. The blast
scattered high-grade all over town.
When residents picked up pieces worth
$50 to $100, stock prices zoomed.

Come latelys included many from
Colorado; men seeking brighter rain-
bows, or (and there were many) men
banished for militant labor activity and
blatant high-grading. Adept high-graders
accepted jobs only in the richest mines
such as the Mohawk, or became “as-
sayers”, a gentle, early-day term for
“fence.” Within three years, Goldfield
sprouted 100 assayers. Ten would have
been ample even with Goldfield’s tremen-
dous outpouring.

Old-timers estimate high-graders stole
millions . . . as much as the companies

dug Lonestly. Ore worth a dollar a pound
was scorned by high-graders, dubbed
“company ore.” With time, the essence
of wealth for leasors, high-graders op-
erated openly. Muckers paid $25 a day
for the right to work in the rich shafts
for $4. Foremanship was a pension, as
a foreman could steal choice selected
ore, then shake -down a percentage from
other dishonest miners. It actually be-
came necessary to steal, else a miner
was considered a company man and sus-
pect. Records don’t reveal much invol-
untary crime.

Leaving work, miners lugged their ore
in false-bottomed lunch buckets, in speci-
ally designed corsets, crevices in shoes,
then hit for the assayers. If immediate
cash was wanted, assayers estimated
value, then paid 50%. Otherwise, a
sample was shaken down, the ore sack
tagged. Next night, the thief dropped off
another sack, picked up the cash, con-
siderably more after analysis.

Four dollar a day miners dropped
huge sums gambling without causing
comment. “March” Brown pushed in his
last chip at “Tex” Rickard’s Great
Northern Saloon, then looked at his
watch and announced he would be
back. The eleven o’clock shift was
coming off, and Brown returned about

‘m‘,
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Single-jack drilling con

ests, iike this one held at G

oldfield in 1909, were extremely

popular among the hard-rock men in every boom camp.
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This rare photo shows the very béginning of doldﬁeld, only &
few weeks after Marsh and Stimler filed their claims. Columbia
Mountain is in the rear.

This load of pilfered high grade ore, disguised in tin cans, was
seized before it could be illegally sold and shipped. “Highgraders”
were so plentiful in Goldfield that it was difficult to stop their
sharp practices.

—

The prosperous boom town attracted a championship fight Sep-
tember 6, 1906, when Joe Gans and “Durable Dane” Nelson
squared off for the world's lightweight title. It was the famous
Tex Rickard's first fight promotion. George Siler was the referee.
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midnight with a $2500 stake. Impossible? Ore assayed up to
$100 a pound. With a pistol, such a quick transaction wasn’t
difficult to consumate. B

Bolder high-graders even shipped ore to nearby custom
mills, then on to the mint for private coinage. In two instances,
high-grade was seized valued at $60,000 and $100,000.

Feeble efforts were made by mine owners to choke off this
illegal wealth, but most stealing was winked at. Convicted
high-graders usually paid a $500 fine, a day or two of work.
Much later, effective action was taken.

FRACTIONAL claims was another profitable dodge. Those
with a touch of larceny examined mine titles searching for
those in error. Often prospectors, stepping off claims, would
overlap or leave a gap between claims. A small fraction, but
nonetheless unclaimed land. The slicker would file on this
unclaimed fraction, then contact the owners, pointing out
the needless expense in sinking two shafts to recover his
ore. A fancy figure was generally paid to clear the title.

“Diamondfield Jack” Davis enforced his fractional claims
with a sawed-off shotgun hung by a swivel from his belt. No
longer than a pistol, the shotgun was devastating at close
range. He was only once thwarted. A claim owner stood
so close Jack couldn’t swivel his gun, and the claim owner
backed up his argument with a pistol. But usually Jack’s
word was sufficient inasmuch as he barely escaped an Idaho
gallows for murder of a sheepherder.

Goldfield wasn’t a tough boom camp . . . only one murder
the first year. Curt Kendall and Sid Sharp fussed, parted mut-
tering threats. Kendall was leaning against a building, when
Sharp appeared and started shooting. Kendall ran a short
distance, then fell. Sharp was acquittted on self-defense.

The undertaking business picked up, however, from
then on.

Count Constantin Podorsky was skirmishing with terrapin
and champagne in Goldfield’s exclusive Palm Grill, when
Jackson Hines liquidated him by gunfire. The Count had
left the Klondike, accompanied by Hine’s wife, a few years
before. Hines tracked him for five years. The Count’s adept-
ness with cards also insured Hine’s acquittal.

Grudge enemies Jim Priest and Al Sullivan shot it out.
Both were mortally wounded, but each man clung tenaciously
to life, hoping to see the other die. Sullivan won.

When the first train chugged in from Tonopah Septem-
ber 11, 1905, Goldfield was a booming camp of 8,000. Tele-»
phone and telegraph service was available, and Goldfield
had snatched the county seat away from Hawthorne. An
estimated seven millions had been dug. But the Hayes-Mon-
ette lease later produced five millions in 106 days, with one
47 ton shipment returning nearly $600,000. Mohawk stock
soared from 10 cents to $20 and the Goldfield stock exchange
manager claimed business was so brisk that once $10,000
was embezzled and the loss wasn’t discovered for months.

The worst wildcat promotor was George Graham Rice
with his Sullivan Trust Company. A promotor without peer
or morals, Rice had been a correspondent for several news-
papers and used these outlets for false mining news. Later
he bought an advertising agency to trap the more influential
papers which scorned him. Rice, an ex-convict, succeeded
admirably until a blizzard blocked incoming mails. Drafts
against his account piled higher than the snowbanks. Ex-
posed, he later exploited Rawhide, then off to prison again.

AS Goldfield matured, civilization pains beset it. Mining
interests had consolidated. Owners now cracked down
on high-grading. Time wasn’t so important to owners. Change
rooms (where a miner must strip and change into street
clothes before leaving the mine) were demanded. And though
miners resisted, their union couldn’t call a strike and thus
dignify high-grading. But a hard core of I. W. W.s . (the
Wobblies), fresh from Idaho labor violence, incited rebellion.
Goldfield bristled with arms. Miners did have legitimate
grievances—high prices and low pay scale. These conditions
were grumblingly accepted, but when miners found pay en-
velopes stuffed with script during the financial panic of 07,
a strike was called. (The script always circulated at par, but
miners objected to digging raw wealth then getting paid in
paper. This was a hard money land).

Panic-stricken mine owners appealed to Governor Sparks.
At his request, President Roosevelt sent in troops. General
Funston took charge, while a Federal commission attempted
to mediate. But the owners anticipated them by declaring
a new wage scale ($5 for skilled muckers), slashed all com-
modity prices (Goldfield was something of a company town)
twenty per cent, then hired strike-breakers. Peace was reached
early in 1908, and two years later production was reported
at eleven milliops again.

Amid the turmoil and tension Nat Goodwin, Edna Good-
rich, and Maxine Elliott entertained at the Hippodrome

(Continued on page 40)
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Down under the mesquite, half smothered in the alkali dust, lay Tiger Red. his crane-long legs sticking up through the bran-
ches and waving around in the air.

Ranch work changes with the times, but cowhand nature doesn't. Take,
for instance

RANCH work is a lot different these days from what it
used to be. Now a cowhand is liable to spend as much
i g e ’, e time herding a truck down the road as sitting in a saddle and

looking a cow brute in the rump. But, from the best I can
tell, there hasn’t been any great change in cowhand nature.
What brings up this subject is a yarn my squat cowhand
friend, Fat Alford, tells about a trip he had to make recently
an to Ft. Stockton, Texas, after a load of windmill pipe.
Fat had stopped to gas up at Ozona, when here came a
[ ® long-shanked old saddle pard of his that he hadn’t seen since
ln m‘ they’d done some horse-breaking together down in the Big
t Devils River country. We’ll call this friend Tiger Red, be-
e tc)::xuse that’s not his name, but is a handle he sometimes goes

Y.
Well, they howdied each other and had a handshake, and
® then Fat told where he was headed for, and Tiger Red
t allowed he’d just make that trip with Fat, if Fat didn’t
e mind, and Fat didn’t, so they climbed into the truck together
and headed out.

(’{‘heg l{)adn't got farddTown tggd roaddwhenbthteg camz;gta
road-side beer joint and Tiger said maybe they ou 0
by FRED GIPSON pull up and have a couple, just to sort of help them get
acquainted with each other again. So they did, and then
drove on up the road to the next beer place, where they
Illustrated by Al Johnson took on a couFle more, to keep the cat from dying. They
kept this up till they reached Ft. Stockton, where Tiger Red
Fred Gipson, left, author of this story and editor of True West, and wandered _off downtown, while Fat was getting  his pipe
Fat Allord. about whom it is written. Fat is also the subject of loaded. Tiger Red came wandering back sometime later,
Gipson's new book. “"Cowhand.” published by Harper and Bros. WAgZging a big bucket in which he’d packed down ten more
g ; i R bottles in crushed ice, just in case some of those beer
‘ ; joints had gone broke and out of business before they could

get back to them.

F AT had some trouble getting Tiger Red and his bucket
inside the cab, as this was a bobtailed truck, with a bed
so short that he’d had to let thé long lengths of pipe stick
up past the cab doors so far the doors could no longer be
opened. But by this time, the beer had had some limbering-
up effect on Tiger Red’s six-foot frame, as well as his
tongue, so that with some folding and cramming and pushing,
Fat finally poured him through the open cab-door window.
e Then he went around and squeezed his own squat figure

~ , through the opposite hole.

: Fat cranked u . and headed back toward Ozona. Tiger

. Red reached into his bucket, uncapped a bottle, and shoved

(Continued on page 32)
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Illustrated by Randy Steffen

As a slave, he was meek; as a master, he was arrogant; as a god, he made the mis-
take of laying a hand on a Suni woman. A powertul story of the first search for the
fabled Seven Cities of Cibola.

black belly gleamed taut and glistening
in the firelight, they brought him an
olla of the black brew made by boiling
the berry of cafe — coffee.

ASSION Sunday, March 23, 1539,
KR dawned unseasonably hot in the
XXX little village of Vacapa, Mexico. The

X sounds of preparation for a journey

through this vast new country until
they had found the slave hunters at
Rio de Petatlan. It mattered little that
he could not read or write. Friar Mar-

*:;:z:g seeped in through the thatched walls cos’ needling on the message was not Estevan chuckled as he drank slowly,
,::.:.: of the one-room house that served as a unnoticed, for had he not learned faster savoring the taste, smacking his heavy
SRR chapel for Friar Marcos de Niza. than the Spaniards? He could speak lips. He had stolen the berries from the
:.;.f:; Services over, Friar Marcos looked five Indio tongues, and, more important, stores of Friar Marcos, who had brought
..f,:Q.; down on the bare, bowed shoulders of with the language of signs. This his mas- them from the trees far to the south.
.;.;;(.‘ Estevan, black slave of Mendoza, Vice- ter’s race had not done — they spoke but Guards were appointed, close to camp
XX roy of New Spain. Friar Marcos, com- few words of any dialect in this new and further out. The father of the Tara-
Xy missioned to explore and carry the country. humaras girl he placed on a distant post.

cross north into the fabled land of
Cibola would wait here while Estevan
reconnoitered the unknown territory.
Priest and slave stepped out into the
early morning sun. “All will be ready

X for your journey north by midday, Este-

van,” Friar Marcos said, looking across
the plaza. Scurrying Indians tied packs,
filled water skins, restrung bows. The
Negro nodded, head bowed. “Yes, Fa-
ther,” he answered.

“If the country be well favored, go
not forward more than sixty leagues, but
send me back a cross, the length of
thy hand which writes not,” the priest
continued. His hands fingered the beads
of a rosary at the belt of his habit.
“If very fine, send thou the cross twice as
long, and if it be better than New
Spain, three lengths of thy hand.”

STEVAN stood, heavily muscled

black shoulders already sheened
with perspiration. He wore nothing ex-
cept a loin cloth, looped front and back
over a rawhide thong. He was tall—so
tall that Friar Marcos wondered briefly
if there were any truth in the tale that
his blood was Moorish. The slave’s hair
was short and kinky, the beard on his

¢ chin scant and wiry. Great, goiterous

eyes, heavy, healthy white teeth gleamed
petween thick moist lips.

“Mendoza, thy master, has promised
swift and sure punishment if you obey
not my orders,” the priest reminded the

X ‘. slave, “and I like not thy free hand

with the women of the Indios. Take care
lest thy greed cause thee and me much
trouble.”

The priest, Estevan knew, was not
happy. Estevan kept his eyes down,
focused on his great, calloused splay
feet. He—Estevan—had survived the
wreck of the Spanish ship on the coast
of Texas back in 1528, when all but

2 's. four of the Spaniards died. He had lived

through the eight years of wandering
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Estevan’s stance remained obsequious,
but his heart leapt. When he left
Vacapa, none could call him slave until
the conguering Spaniard be once again
contacted. Estevan, no longer slave, but
master!

Estevan carried his own pack until
Vacapa was five Spanish leagues behind.
If it seemed larger than was meet, was
it not his shoulders that carried it from
the village and Friar Marcos’ eyes?

RY CAMP, the first of many, was

set up for the night. A haze of
desert dust rode high as Estevan stood
a bit apart, calling directions loudly.
Buckled to his waist was a fine sword of
Spanish steel, and his hand carressed the
hilt lovingly, possessively.

The women. wives and daughters of
Indian slaves, bent over cholla and mes-
quite camp fires, patting out thin_tor-
tillas, baking them on hot stones. Este-
van’s great, popping dark eyes roved
over them. The Tarahumares maiden,
her dress indicating virginity, he chose
for this night. His great chest swelled.
Would she fight, he wondered, or would
she be overwhelmed with the honor of
sharing the blanket of Estevan. He
hoped she would not be too docile. He
liked a woman with spirit and fire. The
Indio girl near the city of the Toltecs,
called Mexico City—she had been the
best of all, fought like a she-cat before
he’d had her. Too bad that she had
found the knife and killed herself when
he let her go.

The women brought him food, thighs
of boiled rabbit thick in the juice of
boiling, yellow yams baked in hot ashes,
thin leathery tortillas. He used the tor-
tillas as a spoon, scooping up great
mouthfuls. He ate hugely. Always,
Estevan had found it is better to eat
much when much can be had; then there
is fat to live on when there is no food.
When he had stuffed himself until his

Not that it made any difference, he could
always kill the man if he objected to
anything that he, Estevan, might do. The
Indio was a good guide, and a good guide
had a value. No guide was as good as
Estevan. He had guided the Spanish for
his master. None were as good as Este-
van, which was why the Viceroy paid
Dorantes, his former master, so many
pesetas for him.

As the men trotted away to their as-
signed posts, Estevan rose and stretched
mightily. The girl was huddled with the
women fifty. paces from the fire, eating.
He smiled, and the lids on his eyes half
closed. Swiftly and silently as a great
puma he strode to the group and a pink
palmed hand closed over the girl’s slim
brown arm. Her startled head swung
around and up, and there was a synchro-
?ized widening of eyes and nostrils in

ear.

‘Come,” he growled in her native ton-
gue. She would have dropped face down
in the dun colored sand had not his fin-
gers tightened on her arm. A little
whimpering noise came from her throat
as she scrambled to her feet. Estevan’s
free hand lashed out, striking her across
the face. A thin rivulet of blood stained
the corner of her mouth where a tooth
had cut her lip. She made no move to
wipe it away, but walked mutely into the
darkness with her master.

The remaining women were silent. The
stars, hugging the earth, grew larger
and brighter as the dark thickened. The
outline of a tall cane cactus blended in
and was lost. The girl’s voice, beyond
where the cactus had become lost in the
velvet night, screamed once and was
echoed by the weird cry of a night bird.
The Negro laughed. Then all was quiet.

WITH sunrise the party was again
on the move. Estevan strode magni-
ficently, flat splay feet kicking up little
eddies of dust like a small lad going

True West



¥. Today he wore a
} quoise, and around
per d his ankles were ruffs
of bright feathers. Around one ankle was
a thong of buckskin holding seven bells,
~ their silver throats two inches wide.
“The viceroy thought not of me when
the bells were gone from the candela-
brum,” he boasted in Spanish to his gun
bearer. “The candles glow no brighter
with bells,” he laughed, throwing back
his great head. Estevan knew the man
understood no Spanish and he boasted of
his thefts in Spanish only. Slaves stole
enough anyway — no point in giving his
own slaves ideas.

His stride lengthened as he sang the
madrigals of old Spain with his own
words.

“I—the slave—am now the master.
Gold and women all are mine.
Never shall dog Spaniard take me
I will live here all my time.

Oye! Oye! All ye slaves ye now are

mine!”

North and east the motley caravan
traveled. Estevan was thankful that the
full summer heat had not come to this
land of saguaro, cholla, and cane cactus.
Here they met the Pima Indians.

“To the east is the turquoise and metal
of the sun you seek,” they told him.
“Cities are filled with houses large
enough to shelter ten times ten Indios
and more.”

“My father’s father saw them with his
eyes. He saw one house standing on
another and the walls threw back the
spears of the sun,” an old Pima woman
marveled, “and sky stones—turquoise—
for the children to play with.”

Estevan listened. questioned and trav-
eled the way of pointing bronze fingers.

“Sixty leagues! Friar Marcos said to
wait for him. “Why. should I wait?”
Estevan roared, “never again will the
blackamoor of Azamor bow his back to
their whips.”

“Here, Indio slave,” he called to a
young Indian, “carry this to Vacapa.”
Great muscles rippling, Estevan tore a
stalk of dead cane cactus as tall as his
own giant frame from the sandy soil
and laced on a crosspiece. “Teil the
padre there is so much gold houses are
made of it.” The slave stood before him
with bowed head. 5

“You want my magic to protect you o
on the journey?” Estevan asked, rol ing &
his eyes.

(Continued on page 35)
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From hiding points among the boulders, their
black eyes pin-pointed the group of soldiers
approaching.

Nlustrated by Lee M. Rice
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Because of a raided corn patch,
Pauline Weaver, scout and trap-
per, lost the friendship of all
Apaches—except for the slender
girl, Aha-sa-ya-mo.

NE MOMENT there was peace in
the little Apache Indian camp on
the Hassayampa River, Arizona Territory.
The next moment the blast of a rifle
scattered lithe, agile redmen like the
wave of a magic wand. From hiding
oints among the boulders and serub-
ery, their black eyes focused on the
group of soldiers approaching. They
ignored the upraised hand of the troog’s
leader. A rifle in the hands of one of the
braves sang out. A soldier toppled from
his mount.

“Hunt cover!” the sergeant in charge
yelled. He dived from his horse for the
protection of a boulder.

A furious exchange of fire; a scream
from a wounded Apache; curses and
the acrid smell of gunpowder; then,
peace again. The Indians had melted into
the timber, taking their wounded com-
panion, knowing that this time they could
not match the powerful rifles of the
soldiers. But there would be another
time; there would be times when they
could strike from ambush, in great
numbers; there were more lonely ran-
ches and outposts to harrass, to send
up in flames.

Through all this action one man had
stayed to one side, his face registering
shock, anger gathering in his black
eyes like the thunderclouds which gath-
ered over the desert. Pauline Weaver,
trapper, hunter, guide and scout, saw
in this incident his long-time friendship
with the Apache Indians wafting away,
like the smoke from the rifles. And, in
a way, it was his fault.

“Sergeant, you've just done a terrible
thing,” Weaver said, his huge frame
shaking with anger.

The sergeant looked at the big trap-
per in his buckskin shirt and trousers,
the present of some Apache chieftain,
and a half-sneer came to his lips. His
eyes flashed with hatred; hatred of a
god-forsaken country; hatred of the
Apache Indian.

“We came peacefully, Weaver, and
they didn’t want it that way,” he said
bitterly. “The only language these devils
understand is bullets.”

“You should have let me talk to them
alone, instead of firing that first shot
just to show your authority!”

“They’ve got to learn they can’t buck
the United States Army!” the sergeant
lashed out. “If I had my way, we’d go
out and hunt every one of them down
and gut-shoot them—men, women and
children!”

Pauline Weaver shook his shaggy dark

True West



Conquer O

by FERRIS WEDDLE

head, sadly following the Sergeant’s
gaze to the wounded soldier.

“It’s men like you who keep trouble
brewing,” he .said slowly. “You forget
that these Indians are human. They’re
fighting for their country. You’d do the
same thing, in their position. There’s
no peace for conquerors, or for the
conquered.”

“Oh, hell, Weaver! I've heard you
talk before! I'm still not convinced.
What can a bunch of savages offer civili-
zation? If they had any sense, they’d
accept the white man’s way of life, in-
stead of living like a pack of wolves!”

Slowly, Pauline Weaver’s eyes went
to the line of trees. His expression soft-
ened at the memory of hundreds of In-
dian campfires; memories of peace and
quiet, free of the confusion and frus-
tration that dogged the footsteps of the
white man.

“You’d better grab your stuff and come
to Fort Whipple with us, Weaver, or
that black scalp of yours will be hang-
ing from some Apache’s charm belt.”
The sergeant prepared to mount. “I
don’t think the redskins are going to
like you too well after this.” He turned to
leave. “That should tell you sométhing
about them, Weaver. Today, they’re your
friend; tomorrow they’ll split your skull
with a tomahawk.”

Weaver nodded, wordlessly. He
watched the soldiers leave, hearing their
light laughter. The tragedy that had
just occurred had been forgotten. For
ife on the frontier was always danger-
ous and it did not pay to dwell upon it.

The trapper walked slowly in the
direction of his cabin, built on the Hass-
ayampa River by his own rough hands.
He knew that he was finished with the
Apaches. In their mind, he was now a
traitor. A friendship that had begun
as early as 1830 had terminated this day,
because he had asked the commanding
officer at Fort Whipple to reprimand
the chief of the Mojave-Apaches about
the mischievous forays some Apache
boys had made on his little corn patch.
Now, he realized that it had been a
mistake, but he had been angry when
the chief laughed at him and at the
depreciation that had seemed small
to the redman.

P AULINE Weaver was not young
any more and he had wanted to
settle down in the peaceful valley of
the Hassayampa. For nearly sixty years
he had been a hunter, trapper and
scout. When a young boy, he had left
his Tennessee home to become a trapper
for the Hudson Bay Company. He had
drifted south later and helped Lt.
Colonel Cooke break the first wagon
‘road across Arizona in 1846; he had dis-
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Cavalry troops and scouts in Arizona Apache country. Note variety of rifles. The troopers
have Sharps-Borchard rifles, the white scout at upper left an 1873 Springfield, the
Apache scout next to him a Civil War Springfield altered to breech-loader, the Apache

lower right an 1873 Winchester.

covered the placer mines at La Paz and
at Weaver Diggings. He had spent many
long months in making friends with the
wily Apache, and they had finally accept-
ed him, for Weaver himself, was half
Cherokee Indian.

That night, in his lonely log cabin,
he knew that the friendship had ended
over a patch of corn. As he broiled a
venison steak over the flame in the fire-
place, he realized, too, that the Apache
would come for him soon. He would be
safe for a while, for they wouldn’t ex-
pect him to come back to his cabin.
The smoke, rising from his chimney,
would tell them differently.

A slight noise outside the heavy door
brought him to his feet. He reached
for his new repeating rifle, waiting
tensely.

There was a light scratch at the door.

“Who is it?” he asked softly.

“It is I— Aha-sa-ya-mo,” a girl’s
hushed voice said in Apache.

Weaver sighed with relief and slowly
pushed the heavy bar on the door aside
to admit the girl.

(Continued on page 34)

San Juan, well-known Mescalero Apache
war chief. All photos from the Rose Collec-
tion.

An unusual photo of an Apache Indian camp in Arizona Territory in 1886.
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N 1858, when Lucky Bill Thorrington

lived in Carson Valley, the trail-
town of Genoa, Nevada, was a metropo-
lis of one street, a hotel, blacksmith
shop, feed stable, and too many saloons.
But what it lacked in size, it made up
for in notoriety. For Genoa was the
hideout of an organized gang of rob-
bers, horse-thieves, road-agents, gam-
blers and murderers. And their leader
was Lucky Bill.

Handsome, broad-shouldered, Bill
stood six feet one, weighed over two
hundred pounds. He had curly black
hair, large gray eyes and a high classic
forehead. No man in either Honey Lake
or Carson Valley could tell a merrier
story. His success with the ladies was
already legendary.

Lucky Bill had come West from New
York and Michigan eight years before.
Two years later, he returned to Michi-
gan, and started West again with three
young girls. But when he got to Peoria,
the girls’ parents caught up with him,

took two of the girls back home. But
not Martha Lamb. She was desperately
in love with handsome Bill and seemed
perfectly happy to be settled in an out-
of-the-way cabin near Genoa, where her
baby was born.

Bill was not only a sure-thing gam-
bler but also a shrewd business man.
He made loans on ranches, foreclosed,
and sold them at a goodly profit. By
1858, he had become comfortably weal-
thy, owned the Carson Canyon Toll
Road, as well as rich ranches in the
valley. But he got his name, Lucky,
from his success at cards and gambling
games, especially at Thimble Rig, a
game which calls for three thimbles and
a dried pea. The object of the game fis
for the player to guess under which
thimble the pea is hidden. It’s sure-
thing game because ten times out of
ten, the pea is secreted between the
operator’s fingers, or hidden out by an
accomplice. Lucky Bill made a nice
profit at Thimble-Rig.

Lucky BiLL
GeTs THE NoosE

Carson Valley was a haven for
gamblers, thieves, and murderers
until the Vigilantes hanged Lucky Bill
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Lucky Bill had great charm of man-
ner, and might have lived to die in his
bed. But in the early spring of 1858,
the naked, rockweighted body of the
Frenchman Henry Gordier, a man fa-
vorably known as an honest and indus-
trious rancher, was found in a deep
hole of the Susan River.

The good citizens of Honey Valley
were aroused to fever pitch. Lucky Bill
and his two pals, Bill Edwards and John
Mullen, were at once suspected. Also,
Asa Snow, a reputed killer. The sus-
picions were based upon solid facts.

For in March, 1858, Lucky Bill had
spread the word far and wide that he
was going to Salt Lake to buy some
additional cattle for his ranches. But
when he started out, he took the oppo-
site direction—towards Gordier’s cabin.
An old Placerville acquaintance, Solo-
mon Perrin, hailed him as he passed his
house on the way to Gordier’s.

“Hey, what you doin’ up here?” shout-
ed the inquisitive Perrin.

True West
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Lucky Bill rode closer. “I hear Gor-
dier’s bought some prize Durhams from
the Mormons, and I want to talk him
into selling them.” f

Perrin, watching Bill ride.away, was
surprised to see him turn, not towards
Gordier’s cabin, but towards the re-
mote mine and cabin of Edwards and
Mullen. There he spent the night, and
there, no doubt, the dastardly plot was
hatched.

The next morning, Perrin again hailed
Bill in passing. “Hey, did you buy the
Frenchman’s cattle?”

Bill drew rein, his eyes fixed on the
nearby mountains. “No, some friends
are handling the deal for me!”

A few days later—as events proved—
Edwards and Mullen went to see Gor-
dier, finally persuaded him to sell the
cattle and his entire ranch with all the
equipment.

In leaving, Edwards turned to the
Frenchman. “Gordier, you’ve got a sick
cow down by the river. We’re going that
way. Want we should show you?”

Gordier saddled his horse, and the
three men rode abreast till they came
to the Susan River. Here, opposite the
mouth of Willow Creek, Edwards fell
behind, took out his pistol, shot the
lI‘l‘re(rixchman through the back of the

ead.

The two men dismounted, searched
Gordier, took his money, removed all
his clothes and burned them in a desert-
ed campoodie or wickyup nearby. They
tied a rock to the naked body, dragged
it to a deep hole in the river, and
dropped it in.

by MARK McMILLAN
Nlustrated by A. L. Napoletano
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DARKNESS having now fallen, they
set out for Genoa, stopping at Gor-
dier’s ranch long enough to put an old
crony and notorious Kkiller, Asa Snow,
in charge. Arriving back in Genoa, Ed-
wards and Mullen went at once to
Lucky Bill’s cabin, where they stayed.

After a time, Gordier’s friends be-
came curious. “What became of Frenchy
f}ordier?” they asked Edwards and Mul-
en.

“Oh, he sold out to us. He’d met an-
other Frenchman and they decided to
g0 back to the Old Country.”

Within a few days, confident that the
murdered man was forgotten, Edwards
and Mullen returned to the ranch, hired
a young neighbor, Bankhead, to look
after the cattle in return for the milk.
Soon, they planned, they’d sell out and
leave the country.

But they had reckoned without Gor-
dier’s young brother, who lived just
over the mountain pass. He wrote
friends; “I haven’t heard from Henry.
What’s happened to him?’ :

The answer came back: “Your brother
left for France . . .” :

“No, that can’t be. He wouldn’t leave
without coming to see me . . .”

It so happened that a party of Honey
Lakers returned just then from a trip
to Goose Bay, where they had been
chasing Indians. One night they had
camped at the Mouth of Willow Creek,
and had heard the shot fired by Ed-
wards, and had seen the campoodie fire
afterward. Told about the disappearance
of Gordier, Cornelison cried out, “I’ll
bet a plugged dime that was the shot
that killed the Frenchman. Remember
the fire afterward? And Edwards and
Mullen have taken over his ranch. Let’s
go ask them .. .”

The men went at once to Gordier’s
cabin, but the two men had already
cleared out. Incidentally, Mullen was
never heard from again, though it was
rumored that he was killed in a brawl
at the Fraser River gold strike.

By now, the Honey Lakers were con-
vinced that Gordier had been mur-
dered, and by Edwards and Mullen.
Eight of them, including the half-breed
Cherokee Indian tracker John Mote,
mounted their horses and headed down
Susan Creek till they came to the burned
Campoodie. They examined the ashes.
Norn Neale cried out, “Here’s one of
Gordier’s pants buttons . . . And here’s
another.”

The Cherokee prodded some dried
substance on the ground. “And here’s
dried blood. They must have taken him

that way . . . towards the river . . .
See all those tracks . . . leading to the
hole? . .. I'll dive in . . .”

While Owens gathered the dark dried
substance in his bandanna, the Chero-
kee and others dived into the river hole.
But the water was snow-fed and cold.
“We’fltl try another time, when we have
g raft .

The next day the settlement was agog
with excitement. And especially so, when
old Dr. Slater positively identified the
dried substance as human blood!

Another searching party was organ-
ized, this time provided with materials
for i)uilding a raft, and a long pole with
a hook attached. They dragged the bot-
tom of the hole. The hook caught. They
heaved it to the surface, bringing up
{tihet water-logged body of Gordier, feet
rst.

The stern-eyed men returned to the
village with the evidence. An inquest
was held. The verdict: Henry Gordier
came to his death at the hands of Mullen

and Edwards, and their accomplices,
Snow and Lucky Bill Thorrington.

A vigilante committee was appointed.
They in turn appointed Rough Elliott to
make the investigation. “You’ve been
friendly with Edwards and Mullen. Go
to Genoa, talk to them, find out every-
thing -2

In the meantime, some of the vigi-
lantes went to see Snow, who was still
living in Gordier’s cabin, and demanded
that he make a confession. Snow, hot-
tempered, drew his gun, cursing them.

They took him into custody, held a
trial, sentenced him to be hanged. But
first they wanted a confession. They put
the noose around his neck, drew him
uf) and let him hang till his face was
blue, then let him down. “Now will
you talk?” they demanded.

A string of vile curses was their only
answer. Again they pulled the rope,
then let him down. “I don’t know any-
thing, I tell you . . .”

They pulled on the rope. When they
let him down, he was dead. They dug
a hole under the tree, dropped him in
iltéssahoveled it over. This was on June 7,

IN the meantime, Rough Elliott was
riding hell-bent for Genoa, for Lucky
Bill’'s cabin. “Come right in,” invited
the gambler.

For a long time the men talked, till
at last Elliott convinced him “of his
good intentions.” Bill opened up and
made a full confession. “Hey, I know a
lot about the killings and robberies
around here. I ought to,” he bragged.

That night, Elliott wrote down Bill’s
admissions, word for word.

A few days later, Elliott sent word
back to the Vigilantes: “I’ve found out
everything we wanted to know. Get here
as soon as you can.”

Within three days, traveling at night,
so as not to arouse suspicions, the Honey
Lakers arrived. It was just daylight on
June 14, when they drew rein at the
outskirts of Genoa. Elliott was there to
meet them. Heavily armed, they sur-
rounded Bill’s cabin. “Hey, Bill, come on
out,” someone shouted.

Bill appeared, followed by his seven-
teen-year old son, Jerome. A Vigilante
stationed nearby heard him mutter, “My
life isn’t worth a one-bit piece.”

The men closed in. Mrs. Thorrington,
highly excited, appeared. “Don’t take
Jerome,” she begged. “He’s so young.
And he’s done no wrong.”

But Lucky Bill and his son were
bound, taken to the Singleton Hotel,
where they were kept under guard.

Other members of the Vigilantes were
sent after other known criminals, gam-
blers, desperados, and road agents. In
all, about a dozen were rounded up,

laced under guard, while other Vigi-
antes policed the road and main trails
to make sure that none escaped.

It was now daylight. Local residents
were just waking up. When they looked
out their windows and saw the vigi-
lantes in charge, they waved, cryin
jubilantly, “Now we can sleep with bot
eyes closed.” ¢ :

After breakfast, the Vigilantes decid-
ed that it would be foolhardy to keep
their grisoners in town, where they
might be attacked at any time by their
hoodlum friends. So they agreed to
move down to Clear Creek Ranch, a
hotel ten miles away, where the barn
would afford an ideal spot for the trial.
Lucky Bill’'s friends would be discour-
aged from coming so far to attempt a
rescue. Also, the ranch was in a wide
clearing with good visibility on all sides.

(Continued on page 33) 23



A typical Plains Indian camp photographed in the 1890s. It possibly is Nez Perce and
shows the buffalo hide tepees pitched in one of their temporary camps. The white

man'’s influence is indicated by the camp gear and wagons.

(Continued from page 8)

the barricaded Pass and on into Bitter
Root Valley.

TEADILY now the fugitives moved

along. Through Bitter Root Valley
they marched, crossing the Continental
Divide at the head of Bitter Root River
and dropping down into the Big Hole, a
wide, high, timbered valley. They were
in Montana now, and believed themselves
safe from pursuit. Gratefully, they went
into camp beside a broad creek to eat
and rest and graze their lean ponies. For
days now they had not fired a shot ex-
cept at game. They had not harmed a
single settler in their flight through
Idaho; indeed, they had paid cash—and
fancy prices at that—for every bit of
supplies secured from the stores along
their route. Sternly, Joseph had forbid-
den looting from civilians—even so
much as taking milk from a cow in a
remote pasture. Never had Indians be-
haved in this fashion in any previous
war with the whites—but then, these
Nez Perce were no ordinary Indians.

Naively, the Nez Perce believed that
the white man no longer pursued them.
Only White Bird and Joseph wanted to
push on to Canada. Looking Glass and
the other sub-chiefs urged Joseph to
call a halt, so that the wounded might
recover. Reluctantly the chief agreed
to this.

Behind the resting Nez Perce, the
outraged Army was going all out to re-
pair its shattered prestige. The tele-
graph, the mysterious Whispering Spirit
so little understood by the Indians, had
been used to alert all army posts within
hundreds of miles of the suspected Nez
Perce position. Even as the fugitives
feasted and slept in their Big Hole hide-
out, Colonel John Gibbon was bearing
down on their unguarded camp from
Fort Shaw, north of the Missouri. In the
gray dawn of August 9, Gibbon’s 170
troopers surrounded the sleeping Nez
Perce camp and opened fire.

“Go in and hit them hard!” yelled
Lieutenant Jacobs to Lieutenant Bradley
on the opposite side of the clustered
lodges—and from both sides the troopers
charged, pouring lead into the camp.
In ten minutes more women and chil-
dren were killed here than in all the
raids by the Nez Perce back in the Sal-
mon Valley. Naked warriors leaped from
their buffalo robes, grabbed their guns
and dashed into the brush. One of Jo-
seph’s wives was killed at his side, but
the chief himself was unhit. Furious at
this slaughter of women and children
and raging at his own negligence in not
posting guards around the camp, the
war chief seized his Winchester and
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raced for the timber. His “blood on fire,”
Joseph rallied his panicky warriors with
his own example: Fiercely the Nez Perce
began to fight back.

Now the clear, cold mind of the tac-
tician began to function. Quickly Joseph
sent warriors to flank the attacking
white men and to strike their rear. The
Nez Perce, recovered from their panic,
began the slow, accurate fire so charac-
teristic of them in battle. “Make every
shot count for a soldier!” called Joseph
as his braves settled down to grim,
close-quarter fighting. White Bird, Look-
ing Glass and Alokut joined the chief
in leading a savage counter-charge.

Captain Logan’s company now drove
into the brush in an attempt to scat-
ter the Indians. Troopers and warriors
fought hand-to-hand; gun-butt and re-
volver against knife and tomahawk.
Logan killed a big warrior with the last
load in his Colt; an Indian woman picked
up the dead brave’s war club and bashed
in Logan’s head with it. The Nez Perce
whooped in triumph and drove the
troopers back into the open.

Colonel Gibbon yelled an order to
burn the camp, but the lodges were
too damp from dew to catch fire. Not
one lodge ignited, and Gibbon gave the
command to retreat.

In the smoke-filled thickets, Looking
Glass taunted Wal-lait-its and his two
comrades. “Come, you three brave ones!
It was you who murdered the settlers in
Idaho and began the war. These soldiers
are not asleep like the men you mur-
dered. Now fight!”

A moment later, Isap-sis-il-pilp, one
of the trio, fell with a bullet between
his eyes. Wal-lait-its screamed his death-
song as his friend went down, then
rushed madly at his killer. The soldier
missed with his first shot, then scored
dead center with his second. Wal-lait-
its fell dead and lay with his bloody face
looking up at the sky.

One hour after the surprise attack
at dawn, the soldiers were thoroughly
licked. Trying to reach the heavy tim-
ber beyond the Nez Perce camp, Gibbon
received murderous punishment from
the sharpshooting Indians. One brave
alone, firing from a rock barricade,
killed five troopers before he himself
was killed. Gibbon took a bullet through
the leg. The whites were pinned down
on the wooded mountainside, without
water and with ammunition running
low. Joseph was readying his warriors
for a final assault when the scouts
brought word that Howard was ap-
proaching. Promptly the Nez Perce
drew off to the southward.

. Dazed with his defeat and suffering
intense pain from his leg wound, Gibbon

clung to his position until Howard came
up on August 11. The Colonel could not
account for his defeat. “At first we ap-
peared to have carried everything,” he
said wonderingly to Howard. “Who
could have believed those Indians would
have rallied after such a surprise and
made such a fight?”

General Howard nodded grimly. “They
are warriors,” he said.

ESTWARD now turned the hunted

Nez Perce, recrossing the Con-
tinental Divide into Idaho to seek aid
from the Shoshones. The Shoshones
chiefs stated in- council that they had
no argument with the white men and
so could not help their brothers, the
Nez Perce. Back to Yellowstone Park
trekked the weary fugitives. hoping to
receive assistance from the Crows. One
common bond bound them to the Crows;
both tribes were implacable enemies
of the Blackfeet. This was slim grounds
for optimism, but the situation was
rapidly becoming desperate for Joseph
and his band. With every fight his fol-
lowers grew less; eighty-nine had fallen
in the Clearwater battle—seventy of this
number women and -children. Gibbon
had lost thirty-one killed and thirty-
eight wounded, but the white men could
replace their casualties and the Nez
Perce could not.

Ever closer pressed the white soldiers
on the trail of the fugitives. General
Howard, going into camp at Camas Mead-
ows on August 19, was well satisfied with
his progress and certain that he would
catch up with Joseph the following day.
His Bannock scouts reported that the
Nez Perce were only fifteen miles ahead
and in bad shape; the long, bitter chase
appeared to be nearing its finish. One
thing Howard seemingly forgot; the
fact that Joseph still led his tired,
decimated people.

At midnight, Nez Perce braves slipped
quietly out of the lava beds surround-
ing Howard’s camp and moved in among
his hobbled pack mules. Sentries guard-
ing the camp swore later that they never
heard a sound until the mules suddenly
stampeded. The startled guards blasted
away into the darkness without seeing
an Indian to shoot at. The whole camp
sprang to life, including the General.
Three minutes after the mules stamped-
ed, the jumpy sentries dimly discon-
cerned a line of horsemen riding in a
column of fours approaching the camp.
Horses at a perfect cavalry walk, the
column advanced. A sentry challenged
sharply: “Halt! Who goes there?”

The blood-chilling Nez Perce war
whoop answered him. The horsemen
charged the camp at a gallop, ripping
through the tents like a whirlwind and
driving Howard’s remaining pack mules
before them. Fifty horses of the: Mon-
tana volunteers were swept along with
the pack mules. The whole braying,
nickering bunch of frightened animals
headed straight for the Nez Perce camp,
hazed along by expert Indian herders.

Almost incoherent with rage, Howard
sent a cavalry detail racing after the
raiders. Joseph split his force of fifty
warriors and attacked his pursuers si-
multaneously from both sides. Little
Jimmy Brooks, the bugler, was killed
in this engagement along with two pri-
vates and a sergeant. The nasty fire
fight swirled through the lava beds like
a nightmare game of blind-man’s-buff for
two hours before Howard committed
enough men to drive the Indians off.
The troopers picked up six wounded
along with their four dead and returned
hastily to camp.
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Crippled by the loss of his pack mules,
Howard remained impotently at Camas
Meadows while the Nez Perce moved
on through Thatcher Pass into Yellow-
stone Park. Not until supplies and mule
replacements arrived from Virginia
City, 75 miles north, could the outwitted
soldiers resume the chase.

The Nez Perce crossed the Park into
Wyoming, captured and later released
two parties of tourists en route. Despite
Joseph’s efforts, the tourists were rough-
ly handled by the angry Indians, and
two of them were killed by warriors who
had lost women and children at Big
Hole.

Joseph was now in the country of the
Absarokees; the Crows, to call them by
the name the white men had given
them. The Crows were shrewd operators
who saw no sense in antagonizing the
all-powerful whites by joining forces
with the Nez Perce or even offering
sanctuary to the homeless ones. The
Sioux and Cheyennes had been utterly
crushed by the blue-coated soldiers for
destroying Custer and his Seventh Cav-
alry at the Little Big Horn the year
before, and the Crows didn’t intend to
share the same bitter fate by befriend-
ing the Nez Perce. So the Crow chiefs
informed Looking Glass, Chief Joseph’s
messenger. They emphasized their words
with war whoops and rifle shots fired
into the air, yet not until one of his
warriors was killed by a Crow did Look-
ing Glass realize the truth. Dejectedly,
he picked up the body and returned
to the Nez Perce camp.

Tipped off by the Crows, Colonel
Samuel D. Sturgis now moved south
from the Crow Agency in an attempt
to intercept the Nez Perce. The Colonel
led 350 troopers of the recently re-
formed Seventh Cavalry out of Fort
Keogh on the Yellowstone. The soldiers
were itching to redeem the shattered
prestige of the outfit by capturing or
killing Chief Joseph. Already the Nez
Perce chieftain had become famous as
a military genius because of his bril-
liant victories at White Bird Canyon
and Big Hole, and the boys of the Sev-
enth figured they were just the lads
to clip his comb. They soon found out
their error.

Despite the fact that Sturgis had no
scouts worthy of the title, the Colonel
blundered onto his quarry on Stinking
Water River. The fleeing Nez Perce were
heading for the valley of Clark’s Fork

American Museum of Natural History
Henry Looking-glass, a sub-chief of
the Nez Perce, who played an active
part in the Nez Perce war against the
U. S. Army. He lost his life in the Big
Hole fight with the white soldiers.
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General Miles and his staff, Fort Bowie, Arizona, 1886. Left to right, Lt. Leonard Wood.
Lt. R. F. Ames, Lt. W. L. Wilder, Capt. H. W. Lawton, Brig. Gen. Miles, Capt. W. A.
Thompson, Maj. A. S. Kimball, Lt. . A. DaPray, and Lt. Thomas J. Clay.

on the Yellowstone on the direct route
to Canada, when scouts brought back
news of Sturgis’ command dead ahead.
Instantly Joseph hid his main band in
the timber, while boys drove a large
number of ponies down the river in
plain sight of Sturgis’ watching out-
posts. Eagerly the troopers rushed after
the Nez Perce pony herd, leaving a nar-
row canyon pass unguarded. Once the
neatly suckered whites had got them-
selves hopelessly lost in a maze of
twisted ravines and broken draws, the
Nez Perce doubled back through the
pass. They were fifty miles away, across
the Yellowstone and deep in Montana,
before Sturgis discovered the deception.
Howard came up from the south just
in time to be shocked by a final blast
of profanity from the raging Colonel.

ENEWING the dogged pursuit, How-

ard and Sturgis crossed the Yellow-
stone on the trail of the fugitives. A
river steamer happened along just at
the time of their crossing, and Howard
sent a dispatch by its captain to General
Nelson A. Miles at Fort Keogh, inform-
ing him of the route taken by the Nez
Perce and asking for his fullest assist-
ance in their defeat and capture. Sturgis,
leading the white column with his
smarting troopers, caught up with Jo-
seph at Canyon Ceek, halfway to the
Mussleshell. The deadly Nez Perce sharp-
shooters held off Sturgis’ cavalry all day
until nightfall ended the fighting. The
troopers drew off and camped; the
Nez Perce continued toward Canada
through the hours of darkness.

On the following day, Sturgis’ ad-
vance squadron nearly killed their
horses overtaking the Nez Perce, only
to be thrown back again. Out of rations,
the baffled commander sat down where
he was and waited for Howard.

Rapidly now, luck began to run out
for Joseph. Desperate for food and
supplies, the Nez Perce crossed the
Missouri at Cow Island and raided an
Army station garrisoned by sixteen sol-
diers. The garrison prudently remained
in their small fort while the hungry In-
dians took what they needed of a huge
store of supplies and burned the rest.
Shots were exchanged freely but little
damage done on either side in this brush.
Well-fed for the first time in weeks and
with ammunition belts full, the dauntless
band drove onward for Canada. Circling
west of the Little Rocky Mountains, the
Nez Perce went into camp along Snake
Creek on the north side of the Bear
Paw Mountains.

The old people and some of the women
were close to exhaustion and the halt
was dictated by absolute necessity, even
though Canada was now but thirty miles
away. The weather had turned cold on
this date in late September and snow
was expected daily—a fact which added -
immeasurably to the multiple worries
of the harrassed Joseph. Yet he knew
nothing as yet of his greatest danger—
the fact that General Miles was rapidly
approaching his camp on Snake Creek
by forced march for Fort Keogh. Miles’
Cheyenne scouts rounded the northern
head of the Bear Paws on September 29
and on the following morning cut the
trail of the fleeing Nez Perce. Eight
miles farther on the scouts discovered
the fugitives’ camp. The General, an ex-
perienced Indian fighter, had 280 troop-
;rs plus artillery to throw at the Nez

erce.

Snow started flying across the high
Plains in blinding flurries as Miles be-
gan his attack. The troopers charged
the camp with their horses at a dead
run, but they did not catch the Indians
off-guard. A Nez Perce scout had spotted
the Cheyennes on the crest of the di-
vide above the camp and had alarmed
the warriors. In twenty minutes, most
of the women and children had been
hustled away to cover and the grim-faced
braves returned to meet the white man
in battle for the seventeenth time in
their three-and-a-half-month flight. Jo-
seph’s 125 warriors faded to the high
bluffs surrounding the camp and calmly
held their fire until the charging cavalry
had pounded to within a hundred yards.
In five minutes fifty-three of one hun-
dred and fifteen men were killed and
wounded in this charge! K troop alone
lost over sixty per-cent.

“I'm the only damned man of the
Seventh Cavalry wearing shoulder straps
who’s alive!” shouted Lieutenant Erick-
son, rushing up to Miles. Erickson, dazed
and babbling with shock and covered
with blood from a wound, had seen
every officer in his battalion killed or
wounded in the charge. Miles sent him
to the rear and ordered his infantry for-
ward. The infantry was supported by a
four-pound howitzer and a Hotchkiss
gun, and for a time it seemed that they
would drive the Nez Perce from their
vantage point on the bluffs. Then sharp-
shooters: knocked out Miles’ “jackass
battery” by killing the mules and riders,
and the guns were abandoned. In one
hour of heavy fighting the General’s
three companies of infantry were thrown
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back with severe losses. Miles broke
off the engagement and called a con-
ference with his few remaining officers.

From the moment at the beginning
of the battle, when Chief Joseph’s wife
had handed him his Winchester at the
door of his teepee with a fierce exhor-
tation to fight, the tall leader of the
Nez Perce had directed every move of
his warriors, encouraging, driving them
by his own example. Bullets ripped his
clothes and scratched his skin, but none
wounded him. When Miles quit fighting
just before noon, Joseph set his braves
to constructing breastworks to meet
a fresh assault.

In the afternoon the stubborn General
tried again. Troops A and K of the
Seventh. together with Captain Snyder’s
company, made a concerted attack. The
Nez Perce fire stopped them cold, and
when Captain Snyder fell badly wound-
ed, the troops broke and ran for cover.
Miles wisely concluded that a frontal
attack on these sharpshooting Indians
was too costly and decided on a siege.
Nature itself had taken part in the bat-
tle, slowing up the fighting with a raging
blizzard. By nightfall, five inches of
snow lay on the frozen ground.

T HE Nez Perce worked through the
night, digging new trenches and
strengthening their lines. With knives
and flattened frying pans they dug into
the rock-hard earth constructing con-
necting galleries and laterals much like
those later built by the Germans in
France in World War I. Joseph also took
advantage of the lull in the battle to
send six messengers northward in a
desperate effort to ask the help of Sit-
ting Bull and his 2,000 Sioux warriors
camped eighty miles to the north in
Canada. These six braves were ambushed
and killed by hostile Assiniboines, but
other messengers got through to the
Hunkpapa medicine-man’s camp. Sitting
Bull was so touched by the desperate

plea that he {>romptly moved his whole -

village 40 miles farther into Canada.

In the morning, Miles sent a half-
breed scout under a flag of truce to
the Nez Perce lines, asking for a confer-
ence with Joseph. Ten minutes later the
two leaders: met between the lines.
Speaking through an interpreter, Miles
asked Joseph to surrender. The chief
replied: “We are willing to return to
Wallowa if the white man will arrange
it, but we will not surrender under any
other terms.”

Miles insisted that the surrender must
be unconditional. Joseph shook his head
at this, and rode slowly back to his own
lines.

The General now opened up on the
Nez Perce camp with a twelve-pound
brass cannon, but the Nez Perce ignored
the shelling by the big wagon-gun. The
red marksmen kept the troops pinned
down in their positions all afternoon.
Near nightfall, Miles sent another emis-
sary to arrange a parley with Joseph.
The chief accepted the invitation at
once, and Miles greeted him with out-
stretched hand. “The war is over,” de-
clared the General with a bluff assurance
he did not feel. “All your arms must be
given up. We will send you back fto
your homes.”

“I can give up only half the guns,”
replied Joseph. “I must have half for
myself.”

“No,” replied Miles firmly, “I must
have them all. When you go back to
Idaho, there I will return the guns to
you, and the horses we have captured.
The Government will help you to live.”
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For a full minute the tall chief stared
at the white man, trying to “read his
heart” as he later explained. Finally he
nodded his head in assent. “It is well,”
he wearily agreed.

It was not well. Things began happen-
ing at once, things that smell pretty
badly even when examined three-quar-
ters of a century later. Joseph was held
under guard in an Army tent all night,
and it is virtually certain that Miles
intended holding him as a hostage in-
definitely, if the suspicious Nez Perce
had not guessed his plan and neatly
foiled it. The crafty General, who boast-
ed that he “knew Indians through and
through,” made the mistake of sending
Lieutenant Lovell Jerome to spy on the
Nez Perce while he held Joseph in
“friendly custody.” The Indians, refus-
ing to surrender their rifles at Jerome’s
request, checkmated Miles’ scheme by
holding the lieutenant as a hostage,
pending Joseph’s safe return. The chief’s
version of the affair follows, in part:

Buffalo Bill Cody, famous frontier scout

and showman, who invited Chief
Joseph to participate with him in the
ceremonies and parade at the dedica-
tion of Grant's Tomb in New York.

“I walked to General Miles’ tent. He
met me and we shook hands. He said:
‘Come, let us sit by the fire and talk
this matter over.’

“l stayed with him all night. The
next morning Yellow Bull came over to
see if I was alive and why I did not
return. General Miles would not let
me leave the tent to see my friend alone.

“Yellow Bull said to me: ‘They have
got you in their power and I am afraid
they will never let you go again. I have
an officer in our camp and I will hold
him until they let you go free.’

“l answeed: ‘I do not know what
they intend to do with me, but if they
kill me you must not kill the officer. It
will do no good to avenge my death by
killing him.

“Yellow Bull returned to my camp.
I did not make any agreement that day
with General Miles. The battle was re-
newed while I was with him . . .

“On the following morning I returned
to my camp by agreement, meeting the
officer who had been held a prisoner
in my camp under the flag of truce. My
people were divided about surrendering.
We could have escaped from Bear
Paw Mountain if we had left our women
and children behind. We were unwilling
to do this. We have never heard of a

wounded Indian recovering while in
the hands of the whites.”

Lieutenant Jerome summed up the
situation concisely in these words:
“What made Miles mad was, he had
Joseph and did not intend to let him
go until my capture forced the ex-
change.”

Fighting began again, once the two
hostages had returned to their own
lines. Miles, not daring another charge,
banged away with his twelve-pounder;
the Nez Perce, running low on ammuni-
tioni, replied only with an occasional
rifle shot. Fearful that Sitting Bull
would come to Joseph’s aid or that the
warriors would leave their women and
children and try to escape to Canada
(the General didn’t know Indians so
well after all), Miles had already sent
couriers galloping to General Terry at.
Fort Benton, a hundred miles to the
west, and to Sturgis and Howard, strug-
gling along somewhere to the south.
Anxiously the General awaited these
reinforcements before risking a final
assault on the entrenched Nez Perce.

ON the bitter cold morning of Octo-
ber 5, General Howard arrived at
the battlefield with a small detachment
of fifteen troopers and two Nez Perce
scouts from Lapwai. Quickly, Howard
sent the Nez Perce forward under a
flag of truce to carry a new proposal to
Joseph. Again the chief came forth to
parley. He tells of the meeting in simple,
stark words:

“General Miles said to me . . . ‘If you
will come out and give up your arms,
I will spare your lives and send you back
to the reservation.’ I do not know what
passed between Miles and Howard.

“I could not bear to see my wounded
men and women suffer any longer; we
had lost enough already . . . I believed
General Miles or I never would have
surrendered . . . I would have held him
in check until my friends came to my
assistance (Joseph didn’t realize at the
time that he had no friends) and then
neither the generals nor the soldiers
would have left the Bear Paw Mountains

alive.

“On the fifth day (October 6) I went
to General Miles and gave up my gun
. . . My people needed rest—we wanted
peace.”

The surrender took place at four
o’clock of the gray, dismal afternoon.
The chief rode his big war horse; flanked
by four warriors, walking two at each
side. As the little {)a.rty reached the
crest of the low hill where stood the
two Generals with their aides, Joseph
dismounted from his horse and held out
his rifle to Howard. The one-armed Gen-
eral motioned the chief to Miles, who
accepted the weapon. Joseph stepped
back two full paces and began his speech
of surrender—that speech since become
famous among recorded oratory of great
American Indians:

“Tell General Howard that I know
his heart. What he told me before I
have in my heart. I am tired of fighting.
Our chiefs are killed. Looking Glass
is dead. Tu-hul-hil-sote is dead. The old
men are all dead. It is the young men
who now say yes or no. He who led the
young men is dead (Joseph’s brother,
Alokut). It is cold and we have no
blankets. The little children are freez-
ing to death. My people, some of them,
have run away to the hills and have no
blankets and no food. No one knows
where they are—perhaps freezing to
death. I want to have time to look for
my children and see how many of them
I can find. Maybe 1 shall find them
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among the dead. Hear me, my chiefs, my
heart is sick and sad. From where the
sun now stands I shall fight mo more
against the white man!”

After the surrender, White Bird and
sixteen followers escaped to Canada.
The chief showed excellent judgment in
not trusting to the white man’s justice,
since it was his warriors who had started
the war by murdering settlers on the
Salmon nearly four months before. Af-
ter White Bird’s escape, only 79 war-
riors of Joseph’s band remained alive
to surrender—and of these, 46 were
wounded. The women and children who
had surv1ved the five days’ battle num-
bered 3

Miles’ loss in the battle was listed
in official Army records as 27 killed
and 49 wounded.

The long, sad trek back for the Nez
Perce began on October 6—not to Wal-
ITowa as promised them on the word of
General Miles, but to Tongue River in
southern Montana, Bismarck in North
Dakota and later to Fort Leavenworth
in Kansas. Joseph tells the shocking
details of betrayal in his usual, thought-
ful, temperate manner, careful to bring
out both sides of the sordid story. Gov-
ernment reports substantiate his state-
ment.

“I was told we could go with General
Miles to Tongue River and stay there
until spring, when we would go back
to our country. Finally, it was decided
that we were to be taken to Tongue Riv-
er. We had nothing to say about it. After
our arrival at Tongue River, General
Miles received orders to take us to Bis-
marck. The reason given was that sub-
sistence would be cheaper there.

General Miles was opposed to this
order. He said: ‘You must not blame
me. I have endeavored to keep my word,
but the chief who is over me had given
the order and I must obey it or resign.
That would do you no good. Some other
officer would carry out the order.’

“I believe General Miles would have
kept his word if he could have done so.
I do not blame him for what we have
suffered since the surrender. I do not
know who is to blame. We gave up all
of our horses and we have not heard
from them since. Somebody has got our
horses.

“General Miles turned my people over
to another soldier and we were taken
to Bismarck. Captain Johnson, who was
now in charge of us, received an order
to take us to Fort Leavenworth. At
Leavenworth we were placed on a low
river bottom, with no water except river
water to drink and cook with. We had

(Continued on following page)
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Brave Warriors

(Continued from preceding page)

always lived in a healthy country, where
the mountains were high and the water
was clear and cold. Many of my people
sickened and died and we buried them
in this strange land. I cannot tell how
much my heart suffered for my people
while at Leavenworth. The Great Spirit
Chief who rules above seemed to be
looking some other way, and did not
see what was being done to my people.”

T HE Nez Perce were kept at Leaven-
., worth through the winter and into
the blazing Kansas mid-summer before
they were moved again. “During the
hot days,” recalled Joseph, * we received
a notice that we were to be moved far-
ther from our own country. We were not
asked if we were willing to go. We were
ordered into railroad cars. Three of my
people died on the way to Baxter
Springs, (Kansas). It was worse to die
1t;h.ere than to die fighting in the moun-
ains.”

A third move began for the hapless
captives on July 21, 1878. “We were
moved from Baxter Springs to the In-
dian Territory and set down without
our lodges,” continued the chief with
singular lack of bitterness. “We had
but little medicine and we were nearly
all sick. Seventy of my people have died
since we moved there.” (Within a few
months of arrival).

Seven thousand acres of sand and
sagebrush was offered the Nez Perce as
their permanent future home. The offer
was firmly declined by Joseph, and so
the miserable prisoners were held in
Oklahoma against their will. ;

The Commissioner of Indian Affairs
checked with Joseph to see what could
be done. The chief told him frankly
that he still expected that General Miles’
pledged word would be carried out. Com-
missioner E. A. Hoyt replied uneasily
that it could not be done, that white
men now lived in Wallowa and all the
land was taken up. Furthermore, de-
clared Hoyt, warrants were out against
the Nez Perce who had begun the war,
and the Government could not protect
them if they returned to Wallowa.

“This news fell like a heavy stone
on my heart,” said Joseph. “I saw that
I could gain nothing by talking to him.
Other law chiefs (A Congressional com-
mittee) came to see us and said they
would help us to get a healthier country.
I did not know whom to believe. The
white people have too many chiefs.
They do not understand each other.
They do not talk alike.”

Late in 1878, Joseph was permitted
to journey to Washington and visit
President Hayes in a forlorn hope of win-
ning justice for his people. His old
friend Yellow Bull and an interpreter
traveled with him. The chief received
the usual Washington run-around, the
exasperating details of which he re-
vealed to an enterprising magazine re-
porter. The story appeared in the April
1879 North American Review. For the
first time in his published interviews,
Joseph was bitter. “I have shaken hands
with a good many friends,” he declared,
“but there are some things I want to
know which no one seems able to ex-
plain. I cannot understand how the
Government sends out a man to fight us,
as it did General Miles, and then breaks
his word. Such a Government has some-
thing wrong about it. I have talked to
the Great Father Chief (President
Hayes); the Next Great Chief (Secre-

tary of the Interior); the Commissioner
Chief, and many other law chiefs (Con-
riends and that I shall have justice
. . . I have heard talk and talk but
nothing is done. Good words do not
last long unless they amount to some-
thing. Words do not pay for my dead
people. They do not pay for my country
now overrun by white men. They do not
protect my father’s grave. They do not
pay for my horses and cattle. Good words
do not give me back my children . .. I
have asked some of the Great White
Chiefs where they get their authority
to say to the Indian that he shall stay
in ‘one place, while he sees white men
going where they please. They cannot
tell me.”

The article closed with a ringing plea
for the justice forever denied the In-
dian: “Let me be a free man, free to
travel, free to stop, free to work, free to
trade where I choose, free to choose my
own teachers, free to follow the religion
of my fathers, free to talk, think and
act for myself—and I will obey every
law or submit to the penalty.

“Whenever the white man treats the
Indian as they treat each other, then
we shall have no more wars. We shall
be alike—brothers of one father and
mother, with one sky above us and one
country around us and one Government
for all. Then the Great Spirit Chief
who rules above will smile upon this
land and send rain to wash out the
bloody spots made by brothers’ hands
upon the face of the earth. For this
time the Indian race is waiting and
praying . . .

“Hin-mah-too-yah-lat-kekht has spoken
for his people.”

The journey to Washington, the visit
to the President, the stirring words pub-
lished in the magazine were all in vain;
the exiled Nez Perce remained as prison-
ers in Oklahoma. In 1878, 103 of them
died, 21 in 1879, 26 in 1880. General
Miles fought constantly to get them
transferred back to the Northwest, as
did General Howard’s ex-aide, San Fran-
cisco lawyer and poet, Colonel C. E. S.
Wood. The pious Howard himself shrug-
ged off the whole problem with the cal-
lous statement: “Let them settle down
and keep quiet in Indian Territory, as
the Modocs have done, and they will
thrive as they do.” This was hypocrisy of
the worst order, since Howard well knew
that the mountain-bred Nez Perce could
never thrive in heat and sand and lava
beds, as did the Modocs.

N 1881, the Government belatedly de-

cided to return the Nez Perce to their
former reservation in Idaho. Survivors
of the bands of White Bird and Looking
Glass were sent to Lapwai, but Joseph
and his people were hurried to Nespelem
in the Colville Indian Reservation in
northern Washington far from Wallowa.
Here the great chief of the Nez Perce
lived out the remaining years of his life,
a victim of the white man’s curiously
distorted “justice.”

Even here, the white men could not
leave him alone. Missionaries stationed
at the Reservation were horrified to dis-
cover that the chief, in accordance with
Nez Perce custom, had more than one
wife. He was devoted to both his wives
and refused to part with either. Cour-
teously he replied to the missionaries’
protests: “I fought through the war for
my country and these women. You took
away my counfry; I shall keep my
wives.”

In 1897, Joseph’s few but influential
white friends arranged for him to go to
Washington for an audience with Presi-
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ilﬁlt McKinley and to visit General
iles.

He met McKinley, talked with him
about his fading dream of being returned
to Wallowa and the grave of his father—
and accomplished nothing. General Miles
sought to cheer up the aging melancholy
chief by suggesting that he go to New
York City to attend the ceremonies at
the dedication of Grant’s Tomb. Joseph
was pleased at the invitation but was
obliged to refuse it because he had no
money for railroad fare. William Cody,
the famed “Buffalo Bill,” promptly re-
quested Joseph to come to New York
as his honored guest with all expenses
paid during his visit. The chief accepted,
and was put up in style at the Astor
House. In full war regalia he rode in the
parade beside General Miles.

The whites tried to make fun of the
dignified chief without success. One
young lady, wearing a hat with towering
plumes, attended an Indian exhibition
where Joseph was a guest and demanded
archly of him: “Did you ever scalp any-
body?” The chief pointed to the lady’s
fantastic sky-piece and answered through
his interpreter: “I have nothing in my
collection as fine as that.”

Later, in the same visit to New York,
white friends took Joseph to a bar in the
Fifth Avenue Hotel. A pest attached
himself to the party and insisted upon
buying a drink for the chief. Joseph, who
hated liquor for what it had once done
to his young men, finally got rid of his
annoyer by filling a water glass to the
brim with whiskey and tossing off the
drink in one gulp. The pest, thus chal-
lenged, tried to emulate the chief,
downed about one-third of his tumbler-
full, turned green and staggered out of
the bar.

Again in 1900 Joseph visited the Presi-
dent and presented his plea to be al-
lowed to return to Wallowa. General
Miles earnestly recommended that his
request be granted, but nothing was
done about it. A hundred objections
were raised, none of which were valid.
Finally, President McKinley com-
promised by permitting Joseph to visit
his old home and the grave of his father
—alone. Escorted by Indian Inspector
James McLaughlin, the chief rode back
into the Wallowa and Imnaha for the
first time in twenty-three years. The
changes were great. His grazing lands
had been turned into hay-fields and or-
chards stood where trees had never
been before. Four small towns had
sprung up along the Wallowa River.

The travelers found the grave of Tu-
eka-kas, Joseph’s father. The settler
who now owned the land had carefully
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“Dont worry about saving face! That's
not what they’re shooting at!”
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fenced in the grave—and when the chief
saw what a white stranger had done, he
broke into tears.

Now, at last, Joseph saw the impossi-
bility of ever returning to Wallowa to
live. He went back to Nespelem to re-
sume his exile.

But the hope of many years does not
die so easily, and in 1903 Joseph tackled
Washington again. He was entertained
at the fine Washington home of General
and Mrs. Miles, and called upon Presi-
dent Roosevelt in the White House. As
usual, no attention was paid in official
circles to the old chief’s argument that
Wallowa still belonged to the Nez Perce.
He gave up at last, and journeyed to
New York to accept an invitation to ap-
pear in Cummins’ Indian Congress and
Life on the Plains in Madison Square
Garden. The chief was the hit of the
show, drawing rave notices in the metro-
politan newspapers. His witty sayings
were a delight to reporters, and some of
them have become famous. Among them
his dry observations: “Big name often
stands on small legs;” and, “When you
get the last word with an echo yol may
do so with your wife,” have gained the
widest circulation.

On his leisurely trip back to the North-
west Joseph dropped in at Carlisle Indi-
an School. He was keenly interested in
education for the younger generation of
Indians, and was deeply appreciative of
what he found in that line at Carlisle.
At Carlisle he met and shook hands with
General Howard, although later admit-
ting in a speech to the student body that
for a long time he had wanted to kill the
General.

B ACK at Nespelem, Joseph barely had
time to rest up in his lodge before
railroad tycoon James J. Hill invited him
to Seattle to be guest of honor at a
large mass meeting at the University of
Washington. Hill had become interested
in the Nez Perce and by this means
hoped to enlist public opinion for the
restoration of Wallowa to the fribe. As
always, the tall chief made a great hit
with his audience and as always abso-
lutely nothing was done for him. Next
day Joseph gave a short talk to the stu-
dents and attended their football game
as a sort of unofficial mascot. The game
fascinated him, and whenever the play-
ers tangled in a fast scrimmage he would
jump to his feet to watch.

On the last lap of his trip home to
Nespelem, Joseph said somberly to the
stage driver: “I shall see one more
snow.”

Early in September of that year of
1904 snow fell. On September 21, while
walking outside his lodge, Chief Joseph
dropped dead of apoplexy.

On June 20, 1905, the Washington
University Historical Society erected a
fine monument over Joseph’s grave at
Nespelem. In 1926, the body of Tu-eka-
kas was removed from the farmer’s field
and reinterred on a hill above Wallowa
Lake. Here, too, the whites erected a
monument.

What has the white man done with the
country beloved of these two great Indi-
ans? Not much, in all truth. Most of the
Wallowa region is contained within the
limits of Wallowa National Forest. Cattle
graze there in the summer and ranches
dot the lonely valleys. The wild Inmaha
Valley is still just as remote and iso-
lated as in the days of Tu-eka-kas and
the Young Joseph. In fancy, the tourist
may still see the blue smoke of Nez
Perce campfires curling up through
the age-old trees of the forest preserve,
but it is only fancy, nothing more.

LOST--A Hundred
Million Dollars!

A king's ransom in jewels, coins and
precious metals is secreted in long
forgotten hiding places in the West-
ern Hemisphere. Legend and fact are
blended into the history of the where-
abouts of these fabulous treasures—
now for the first time in a single
source. THE AMERICANA TREAS-
URE MAP details the approximate
locations of these world-famous
caches and lost mines.

ENTIRE TOWNS DESERTED!

Another striking map, authentically
illustrates the locations of deserted "
towns in the U. S. Southwest. This
GHOST TOWNS OF THE OLD
WEST map of California, Arizona
and Nevada and THE AMERICANA
TREASURE MAP are both beauti-
fully illustrated in 4 colors on 18” x

24" antiqued parchment paper and
add a dramatic touch, when framed,
to any living room, den or child’s
room. Either map will be sent post-
paid for $1.00 each or order both
maps for the special combination
price of $1.75.

ORDER TODAY FROM
MARVEL MAPS

Box 1653, California
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LADIES’ WESTERN JACKETS

Fringed yoke, fron¢ and back, lower part of
sleeve and bottom of jacket. Fitted back. Front
and back yokes are beautifully beaded. Turn
back lapels, three hand rolled buttons of match-
ing leather. Button holes securely laced. Full
rayon lined, smartly styled of finest imported
suede (gold, pottery, spice, aqua, blue and tan-
gerine) and smooth = lambskin (white, red,
creme). Sizes 10 to 20. $67.50.

THE STOCKMEN’S STORE, INC.

Winnemucca, Nevada

WESTERN QUIRTS

Eight plait. chap leather quirts. Hand plait-
ed by old retired cowboy. Souvenir & Jr. size
uirts made in color binations. Satisf

tion Guaranteed or your money refunded!
Full Size Quirts ... .50
Souvenir Quirts . .. 4.00
Cash with order or C.0.D. Shipments

DAN HORNE, 4001 Manchaca Rd., Austin, Tex.

HAND-MADE COWBOY BOOTS
OF BEST LEATHERS AND WORKMANSHIP
ALL GUARANTEED TO FIT AND PLEASE!

—Also—
CUSTOM-MADE CHAPS AND BELTS
Free Catalog
ATKINSON BOOT SHOP
DEPT. TW TRENTON, MISSOURIL
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BLEVINS
STIRRUP

34.50

per pair

Easy to chgnﬁc stirrup
lengths quickly-—won’t
slip or stick. Made of
stainless steel and heat-
treated aluminum, Sleeves covered with

leather prevent rubbing horse or saddle.
Available in 214" and 3" widths. Satisfaction
guaranteed.

At your saddlery or

BLEVINS MFG. CO.

WHEATLAND, WYOMING

Cattle Brand Jewelry

Artistic, hand-made with your brand in

14K gold on sterling silver. Heavy
weight, excellent scroll cnqmving. A
wonderful gift for any occasion. Shown
above, '/? size. Cuff links, $17.50; Ear
Serews, $14.50; Key Chain, $9.50; Tie
Clasp, $8.50. Tax included and postpaid.
No C.0.D.’s — Send check or M.O.

CARL HOLT
5056 E. Madison Fresno, California
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Buys Beautiful Lake Homesite
“Deep in the Heart of Texas”

4 °39 ‘= FREE!

Liquidation Sale! While they last, choice
homesites now available on Medina Lake— W
just 38 miles on paved hiqhwa{ from historic
an Antonio, Texas. Electricity, telephone,
schools, churches! Warm summer days and

cool summer nights make this ideal for N
round-year living. ldeal spot for retirement. W

FULL PRICE only $39.50. Terms only $1.00
DOWN and balance over 8 months. Send
for big colored brochure FREE. No obliga-
tion! Address Avalon Ranch Sales Co.,
Dept. K. P.O. Box #2581, San Antonio, Texas.

Western

Shirt Patterns

MADE TO MEASURE
Send neck size, sleeve
length (take from back
of neck, over shoulder
and down arm to wrist
knuckle), width of
shoulder, chest, waist,
wrist, height and
weight. State if for.
man or woman. $2.50.
Write for style chart,
Dept. TW. Allow
about 3 weeks for delivery.

Shirts made from your material, $7.50 any style,
with 18 pearl snap buti g

STELLA HUGHES
GLOBE RIDER SHIRTS GLOBE, ARIZONA
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Snowshoe Thompson
(Continued from page 9)

BAn emblem of crossed skiis appear on
Thompson’s tombstone. The inscription
reads “In Memory of John A. Thompson,
Native of Norway. Departed this life May
15, 1876 .. ."

appeared into the wildness. Three days
later he thumped his pack down on the

ost office floor at Genoa in Carson Val-
ley. A cheer went up from the assembled
inhabitants. Thus began ' Snowshoe
Thompson’s fame. It grew with the years
as he continued to perform herculean
feats. Today he is more than a man—he
is one of California’s legends.

OR twenty winters, Snowshoe
. Thompson carried the mail across
various parts of the Sierra. His loads
of from sixty to a hundred pounds would
have broken the back and spirit of an
average man, but he thrived on carryin,
them. To save weight and space for mail,
he never carried a coat, blanket or food,
and he relied on finding stumps upon
which to build his fires. The warmin,
flames ate into the wood and burned a
night. He cut fir boughs for his bed on
the snow and stretched out, feet toward
the fire, his head on the mail bag. He
never worried about water but washed
in snow and ate it to quench his thirst.

Often the skiing mailman kept going
all night, particularly if there were a

full moon. An article in the Owerland
Monthly, October 1886, tells that “at
times when traveling at night, Thompson
was overtaken by blizzards, when the
air would be so filled with snow, and
the darkness so great, that he could not
proceed. On such occasions he would
get on top of some big rock, which the
winds kept clear of snow, and there
dance until daylight appeared.”

Daring was also an integral part of
Snowshoe Thompson’s make-up. In 1866
on the Meadow Lake—Cisco mail run,
he would skim fifty to sixty miles an
hour down a steep four-mile track into
the latter town, throw out the sacks as
he passed, then come to a quick stop
in a cloud of flying snow on the rising
ground beyond. Such spectacular ex-
ploits stimulated skiing in the Sierra,
where meets and fournaments became a
£gﬁture of winter life in the snowbound

ills.

But Snowshoe remained top ski man
as long as he lived. He did not have a
specially constructed course with scien-
tifically calculated slopes. His type of
skiing was straightforward and realistic
—he jumped when cliffs or ledges cross-
ed his path. Even so, he topped all
American ski jumpers for years.

Snowshoe reveled in exhibitions of his
prowess. Once at Silver Mountain he
treated the inhabitants to a-thrill old-
timers still talk about. He climbed a
big hill, gave his weird yell at the sum-
mit, then shot down the breakneck slope,
leaping into space again and again over
a series of terraces. One of his audience
later wrote that on this amazing run
Snowshoe made a half dozen jumps of
fifty to sixty feet.

NE of the most famous stories of

Snowslioe Thompson’s nerve and en-
durance is the rescue of a winter travel-
er. On December 23, 1857, while skiing
with two friends, Snowshoe found an
almost unconscious man in an abandoned
cabin at Lake Valley. The stranger had
been without fire, covers or food for
twelve days, and his feet were frozen.
Leaving his companions to tend the
sick man, Snowshoe took off for Carson
Valley. He arrived Christmas morning
and recruited five men to go back and
help him bring the sufferer down. They
took a sled and reached the cabin the
next day. A fierce snowstorm delayed
them twenty-four hours, but on the 28th
they carefully loaded the man on the
sled and with tremendous labor eased
him over the divide to Genoa, where they
delivered him to Dr. Daggett. To save his
life, amputation of both legs was neces-
sary, but there was no chloroform east of
the Sierra. So Snowshoe donned his skis o
again, raced across the mountains and
was back in Genoa within a week. Such
prodigious feats established the skiing
mailman as a popular hero.

However, his fortune never caught up
with his fame. Pay was meager, and once,
for two years, he traveled his route with
no salary whatever. But money was no
consideration to Snowshoe Thompson.
He skied because he loved it, and he
served the people of the remote, winter-
locked Sierra because he knew they
needed him.

It would be interesting to know more
about his private life, mut detailed in-
formation is lacking. Records show that
he was married and owned a 160-acre
ranch at Diamond Valley, thirty miles
south of Carson City, which he farmed
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during the summer. We are told that a
son, Arthur, “his only child and a most
promising lad,” was born in 1867. But
that about sums up the known facts of
his personal life.

Snowshoe Thompson died suddenly
at the age of forty-nine. He was apparent-
ly in fine physical condition and at the
top of his form when struck by a mys-
aerigus illness. In a few days he was

ead.

Beside him in the little cemetery at
Genoa is the grave of Arthur, who died
two years later. In 1886 Mrs. Thompson
had the white stone erected over the
grave of Snowshoe Thompson, and happi-
ly she chose the crossed skis to stand as
a symbol of his life.

Cabin of Death

(Continued from page 11)

family who had this time made a mis-
take—their fatal one.

York’s brother was Colonel York, a
prominent Kansas politician and one-
time member of the state legislature.
He was not one to let such a disappear-
ance pass without investigating. Accord-
ingly, he gathered a hard-riding posse
and combed the countryside.

Although disliked by their neighbors,
the Benders had still not come under
active suspicion. It was unthinkable
that a quiet, though strange, family
could be the cold-blooded killers for
which the search was made. Also, they
were too smart to be trapped by ordinary
means. When the posse finally arrived
at their place in the rounds of the
search, Katie brazenly stated she had
seen the doctor and even watered his
thirsty horse before he continued on
his way.

But it was this brazen recklessness
that was to be her downfall. Encouraged
by the success of her lies, she told the
Colonel of her prowess as a spiritualist
and invited him to come the following
day when she would call on the spirits
to find his brother.

“I’ll find your brother,” Katie bragged,
“even if he is in hell!”

The Colonel and his men left, prom-
ising to return, but it is definite that
their suspicions were aroused by the
contrast between brazen Katie and the
nervous, shifty-eyed trio of her parents
and brother who stood silently in the
background.

ERE the actual known facts, ex-

cept two, of the Bender tale of hor-
ror end. One was a wagon drawn by
two horses with a small Scottish terrier,
almost starved, guarding it. The wagon
was found just outside the city limits
of Thayer, Kansas, a nearby town. It
was empty save for a crudely-painted
sign bearing the word: GROCERIES.
Such a sign was identical to the one
;clhat had hung over the Bender’s cabin
00r,

Almost simultaneously with the wa-
on’s discovery, came that of the Ben-
er’s disappearance. The entire bloody
four had vanished from the face of the
earth. The word first went up that they
too, had been mysteriously murdere
by the unknown killer, but when their
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cabin was searched, persons changed

their minds.

Actually, the farm was unvisited for
some time, until an assessor noticed a
look of abandonment about it. Loaqking
closer, he found a calf starved to death
in the yard, tied to a post and obviously
forgotten, while in the pigpen were some
almost dead sows. The buildings were
deserted, but strangely very little had
been carried away.

Colonel York and his posse arrived on
the heels of the discovery and began to
make a thorough search. The stove,
when moved back, uncovered the trap-
door. Upon opening it, a foul stench
filled the air, and they found the loose
rocks below stained with clotted blood.
Human blood.

Now the search began in deadly
earnest, but the first clue to the mur-
dered men came when the ground in
the orchard, dry and uncultivated, sank
and cracked into the shape of an irregu-
lar six-foot grave. Fetching spades, the
horrified posse uncovered the body of
Doctor York and then the others—seven
graves in all. Later, two more bodies
were uncovered—another man and a
little girl, the man’s throat cut and the
child strangled. In the house a great
iron hammer fitted marks on the skulls
of the corpses exactly.

This evidence proved the Bender’s
guilt. The cry went up, and posses
ranged the state, but it seemed that
the very earth that had taken the corp-
ses’ of the bloody family’s crimes had
also swallowed up the Benders as well.
Only one thin clue came in the shape
of a ticket agent at Thayer, who testi-
fied he had sold four tickets late one
night to a German-speaking family some
two weeks before.

HERE the Benders went—whether

back to their native Germany, or
to the vast Southwest, or even to South
America, then a popular refuge of crimi-
nals, is unknown. However, a nameless
member of the York posse in later years
told a strange story that may provide
the key to the Benders’ disappearance.
Since there were no other living wit-
nesses, even his story could not be
proved.

It is a strange tale. Colonel York, the
posse’s leader, was a man of stolid
vengeance. He knew people and the
ways of early justice on the plains. His

(Continued on following page)
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“Wyatt, who?”

DESERT SUEDES
The Dinesi Leather
in Weslern Wear!

Sold In Better Western
Stores Everywhere

Made by

TAYLOR'S ./ c.ipumic

834 South Broadway  Los Angeles, Calif.

THE CHISHOLM TRAIL
is famous as one of the main routes of the
earlyday cattle drives. You can now get this
beautiful print reproduced in full color from
the original painting by Gerard Curtis Delano
for only $1.00. Print is 8 x 10”, attractively
matted to 11 x 14” ready to frame. Formerly
riced at $1.50, now, while limited supply
asts, prepaid to you for only $1.00 each. ?‘Jo
C.0.D.’s please. Send for yours today.
Write for Catalog Sheet

DELANO STUDIOS
31 E. 18th Ave. Suite TW Denver 2, Colo.

Navajo Rugs, Saddle Blankets
DIRECT FROM NAVAJO RESERVATION

Every blanket guaranteed to be strictly hand-
made from pure virgin wool. Single saddles
about 30 x 30 $7.00—Doubles about 30 x 60
$14.00, plus postage. Brightly colored stripes,

no two alike.
J. B. STILES
Castle Butte Trading Post, Box 873, Winslow, Ariz.

BRASS PIPE TOMAHAWK $9-%

HEAD 634” HIGH, HANDLE 18” LONG.
Souvenir from the heart of the Indian eoyntry.
ideal for decorating den or club room. Will also
be furnished mounted in pine frame ready fo
hang on wall at $14.95 complete,

GRAYSON SUPPLY €0. .

072
Okishoma City, Okia.
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COLT .44 FRONTIER

Fully authentic replica of the Great Equal-
izerl All parts of wood, with machine
work done for you. You only need a pen-
knife to finish these full-size models. Se-
crot finish process gives wood blued-steel
appearance. Eight other models. For im-
mediate delivery, order direct. Or send
10¢ for NEW illustrated catalog. Ideal for
den or game room. Start your collection
nowl

O’BRIEN GUNCRAFT,

P.O.Box 657, Madison, Wis.

“Truly Western Belts"”

Indians e Cowboys ® Rodeo

Wild Animals
You name it — We'll Make It!

‘ R durable 1" nickle buckle thrown in!
112" or 2 Belts—Any length—$10.00

Send check or M. O. to
BILL LEFTWICH

C-6-D, CVV College Station, Texas

They're
So

Life
Like!

Minature horses cast of durable compound!
41, high, 2 Ibs. in weight. Mare and colt
with ‘hand-carved calf hide riding gear,
$14.95. Mare, $7. Colt $1.95. Riding gear, $6.
All postgald. Natural colors. Your mount
painted by sending instructions!

RUBY GIFFORD

R. 1 Idaho Falls, Idaho

INDIAN MADE CRAFTWORK

Genuine buckskin jackets and vesis beauti-
fully fringed and beaded. Also many other
items. Price list No. 200. Authentic Indian
War Bonnets and Complete Costumes—Price

List No. 100.
LONE BEAR

P.O. Box 125 Matawan, New Jersey
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Cabin of Death

(Continued from preceding page)

brother had died a fearful death, and
it is possible he guessed the Benders
were the guilty ones. If he had turned
them over to the law, their sentence
might be merely life imprisonment or
even less.

Colonel York determined not to be
1clhea:ited. He took the law into his own
ands.

Breaking his promise to return alone
to Kate and listen to the spirits, the
Colonel brought his silent riders. Mov-
ing in grim silence they surrounded
the Bender cabin and trapped the fam-
ily in their own bloody kitchen. A blast
of gunfire, and the Benders lay sprawled
on the floor. A short while later an all-
consuming fire burned hotly on the
lonely prairie.

However, a story had to be concocted
to give the public the impression that
the Benders had really fled. So the
Colonel and three men—one dressed
as a woman—drove a wagon to Thayer,
left the Benders’ sign in it, purchased
tickets for the midnight frain and
hopped aboard it. Later eviaence showed
that the family of four—supposedly the
Benders—Ileft the train shortly there-
after at Chanute, although it should
have been hard for the public to believe
that a fleeing group of murderers would
leave a train where posses were still
searching for them.

To make it even more convincing, the
Colonel offered rewards for the capture
of the Benders—rewards he knew would
never be collected.

Today, the Benders’ bloody legend has
retreated into the quiet oblivion of his-
tory. Their grisly shack and its pit and
orchard have long since disappeared
under the lonely Kansas winds, and
their fate is a mystery that still lies
locked somewhere in the vast and end-
less western prairies.

Tiger Red and the
Windmill Pipe
(Continued from page 17)

it toward Fat. Fat shook his head.

“I'm a-trying to drive this here truck,”
he told Tiger Red, “and I'd just as soon
I don’t climb no telephone pole with it.”

It bothered Tiger Red, thinking how
dry Fat must be, driving that old truck
and not getting to drink, and his gener-
ous nature got the upperhand. He told
Fat that he guessed he’d have to fight
off the thirst for both of them, and he
went at it with such earnest intent that
by the time they’d got back to the ranch
near Ozona, where they were to deliver
the pipe, all he had left was the bucket
of melting ice. But he was still talking.

Fat asked the rancher where he
wanted the pipe unloaded, and the man
waved a hand toward a big wide flat, out
from the house apiece. Said just dump
it out in that flat there, anywhere, didn’t
make no real difference. Said just cut
the sideboard standards and roll it off
the truck, if they wanted to—wasn’t

no use in sweating themselves to death
out there in that hot sun, trying to lay
it off, a piece at a time.

ELL, the way the lead was rigged

up, Fat figured they couldn’t hard-
ly do that. Said he believed the thing to
do was hook a chain around the pipe and
tie the chain to the bottom of that big
mesquite tree growing out yonder and
just slip the load off the truck as he
drove it away. The man said that if
that suited Fat, it just tickled him to
death; so Fat drove the truck out and
backed it up to the mesquite and
climbed through the cab door to try out
his idea; and Tiger Red, he climbed out
through the other window, and came
reeling around the truck to help.

Fat went to work, looping one end of
the chain around the load of pipe, while
Tiger Red picked up the other end and
started circling with it, like a dog hunt-
ing a place to lie down, hunting for the
mesquite tree he aimed to tie it to.

The mesquite was five or six steps from
the end of the truck and with Fat’s help,
Tiger Red finally located it and dragged
the chain around the base of the trunk.
Fat offered to tie the chain around the
tree for Tiger Red, but his horse-break-
ing friend had different ideas. Said he
never did like to tie a chain, on account
of when you pulled against it, you
generally got the links cramped, where
they couldn’t be untied. Said the thing
to do was for him to take a couple of
wraﬁs around the tree and hold the end
of the chain in a bind, where it couldn’t
slip till they were done with the job.

Well, Fat was like the rancher—any
way suited him. So he went and climbed
back into the truck and started the
motor. He slipped the shift into the
Grandma Hole and let out his cluteh.
The load of pipe started slipping, just
like they’d figured. Everything seemed
to be going fine, till suddenly Fat heard
a yell and noticed that the truck was
still going forward, but the pipe was no
longer slipping back past the cab.

Fat stopped the truck, but the yelling
went on, so he climbed back out again
to see what the trouble was. He found
his mesquite pulled up by the roots and
lying flat on the ground, and down under
it, half smothered in the alkali dust
lay Tiger Red, with his crane-long legs
sticking up through the branches and
waving around in the air.

By wallowing and twisting the mes-
quite around for a good long spell, Fat
finally separated it from Tiger Red and
helped his partner change ends with
himself.

Tiger Red came up, doing a fair
amount of cussing for a man talking
through the gobs of mud the dust had
become after it had got wet in his mouth.

Fat let him cuss, while he sized up
the chain hitch that Tiger Red had held
around the mesquite. Finally, he said:
“Looks to me like if you’d a-stood be-
hind that tree, instead of between it and
the truck, you’d have been a heap safer.”

Tiger quit cussing then. He dragged
a shirt sleeve across his mouth and went
to whipping his hat against his leg to
get the dust out. Then he nodded.

“You know,” he said soberly, “that’s
just the very thing I was a-thinking
about while I was a-laying there under

' that mesquite.”

True West



Lucky Bill Gets the Noose

(Continued from page 23)

robbers, horse-thieves, roadagents,

Gél;ba. Nevada, as it looks today. In 1858 it was the hideout of an organized gang of
gamblers and murderers. Their leader was Lucky Bill.
Photo courtesy of Title Insurance & Trust Co., Los Angeles.

With Mullen out of the country, Lucky
Bill in irons, and all the petty fry secure-
ly tied, only one desperado was still
at large. Bill Edwards. The Vigilantes
finally promised Lucky Bill that Je-
rome’s life would be spared if the seven-
teen-year-old would follow their direc-
tions to the letter.

“Jerome,” they told the boy, “you
g0 to Edwards’ camp in the hills and
tell him the vigilantes have come to
town, and for him to meet Lucky Bill at
river cabin and they’ll escape together.”

At sunset the boy left for the hills to
find Edwards. At the same time, twelve
vigilantes spurred horses towards Lucky
Bill’s river ranch, six miles from Genoa,
where Martha and her baby lived. It
was_still dark when they arrived, and
stationed themselves inside the house
and all around it,

S HORTLY after midnight, Jerome
and Edwards arrived. The latter,
sensing a trap, had a revolver handily
stuck in the front of his shirt and both
barrels of his shotgun cocked. The two
men cautiously approached the cabin,
and knocked. A voice rang out, “Who’s
there?”

“A friend,” sang out Edwards.

The door was thrown open, and Je-
rome entered, followed by Edwards. A
club and a shotgun descended on his
head, knocking him down and breakin
both barrels of the gun. He was seizedg,
tied, his head wound dressed, and he
was thrown on the bed. He stared at
his captors. “I deserve it, boys,” was
all he said. :

When daylight came, his guards
pleang:d out his pockets, started count.
ing his money. Suddenly, Edwards, who
had freed himself from the ropes,
Jumped up, rushed to the door and down
to the nearby slough. Some of the
guards fired, but missed. Now it was
a free-fpt:-all foot race, with Elliott f-
nally diving into the water on top of
Edwards.

Within the hour, the vigilantes were
on their horses, headed towards Genoa,
where the blacksmith, G. W. Hepperly,
put him in irons made from a discarded
iron skillet.

The whole valley was in a fever of
excitement when the trial began, Tues-
day, June 15, in a barn on Clear Creek

ch. There was a duly appointed
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‘Stockton,

judge, two associate judges, a_defender,
a prosecutor, and eighteen jurors, all
heavily armed with guns and revolvers.

First, the lesser criminals were tried
and freed on payment of big fines, which
defrayed the expenses of the trial.

Lucky Bill’s trial began on Thursday
morning.But he was already foredoomed.
He had confessed too much to Elliott.
Besides, Edwards, hoping to escape the
noose, had disclosed Thorrmg;on’s part
in the murder of Henry Gordier.

On Saturday morning the jury brought
in the verdict. “Guilty of planning the
murder of Gordier, and also guilty of
harboring thieves, desperados, and mur-
derers.” He was sentenced to be hanged
that same afternoon. Edwards was also
found guilty and sentenced to be hanged
at Honey Lake, across the mountain
ridge from Carson Valley.

Lucky Bill’s wife, who for years had

been “slightly teched” because of her
husband’s philanderings—was brought in
to see him. Even in spite of all the sor-
row and troubles he had heaped upon
her, she wept at parting. Then the girl,
Martha Lamb, was brought in. Still
young, in her early twenties, she begged
the vigilantes to spare his life, “for the
sake of her child.” She embraced him
fondly, kissed him again and again, and
collapsed when they finally tore her
away. Nothing more was ever heard of
Martha of her baby. But right after the
hangin_g, Mrs. Thorrington became vio-
lently insane, was sent to the asylum at
where she died a few years
later.
. Lucky Bill was most moved at part-
ing with his son, Jerome. Tears stood
in his eyes as he clasped the boy’s hand.
“Let gambling and whiskey alone, Son.
Those are the things that brought me |
to this. Take good care of your mother.
After I'm gone and she can quit worry-
ing about me, she’ll recover her mind.
She needs you, look after her like a
man.”

But Jerome’s path in life had already
been plotted. He became a ambler,
drunkard, and no-good. His ear y train-
ing proved too strong.

A gallows had been erected a mile
from Clear Creek Ranch—two heavy
poles with a bar across the top. Lucky
Bill was made to stand in the back of

(Continued on following page)
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Lucky Bill—
(Continued from preceding page)

a wagon. A former sailor tied the knot.
Bill slipﬂed the noose down over his
own neck. “If they want to hang me,
I'm no hog,” he said, referring to the fact
that it was customary to hang despera-
dos on the slaughter gallows used for
killing hogs.

Lawrence Frey was in the driver’s
seat. “All right, Frey.”

He started the team. But before the
back end of the wagon reached the gal-
lows, Lucky Bill, not wanting his neck
broken, swung out in a wide arc. He
kicked, hung there, his body swaying
in the breeze. The vigilantes cut down
his body, hauled it to Genoa, buried it
in an unmarked grave.

T HE following day, the Honey Lakers,
taking Edwards along, decided to re-
turn to their homes. On the third after-
noon they stopped at Breed Ranch, dug
Edwards’ grave close to the butchers’
gallows near the Breed cabin. With the
noose around his neck, he made a
speech. “I deserve what I'm getting . . .
I helped kill Gordier . . . But don’t bury
me away from all my friends. Plant me
in the upper valley, somewhere between
Streshly’s cabin and mine . . .”

The men refused. Orlando Streshly
stepped forward. “All right, Edwards,
T’ll see that you're buried there . . . in
the upper valley.”

Curious visitors can still see his
grave, on the west side of the road, one
mile south of the old Richmond school-
house.

By this time, the Honey Lakers had
been gone from home for several weeks,
fighting Indians, rounding up despera-
dos, trailing bandits. They were eager
to return to their families. But they
had done their work well. They had
broken up Lucky Bill and his gang, and
word of their deeds spread quickly
throughout California and Nevada.
“Lucky Bill’s luck ran out on him at
last. Poor Bill,” muttered his friends,
as they climbed into their saddles and
high-tailed it for greener pastures.

No Peace—
(Continued from page 21)

“Greetings, my good little friend,”
he murmured in Apache. “What brings
you out this night?”

The slender girl glanced back over her
shoulder, a touch of fear in her large,
brown eyes. :

“My people are coming to kill you.
The brave your soldiers shot today died,
and my people say that you were with
the soldiers. You must leave for the
fort at once.”

Although she spoke calmly and emo-
tionlessly, Weaver knew enough of the
Apache character to recognize the ur-
gency behind her words. He knew, too,
that she had risked her life to warn
him. Hurriedly, he pulled on his heavy
coat.

“You shouldn’t have come Aha-sa-ya-
mo,” he said quickly. “Your people will
be angry.” :

“You have been a good friend,” she
answered softly. “I know you are not
to blame for what has happened. The
Great Spirit be with you.”

“And may he travel with you, too, my
friend,” Weaver said. The girl slipped
out the door, a slight smile on her face,

a fleeting shadow in the half-darkness.

As silent as an Indian, the trapper
moved through the dense woods, hug-
ging the shadows, pausing often to
listen, thankful for a night lit only by
stars. He could hear their signals—the
soft whoo-00-0 of the owl; the sharp
staccato bark of the coyote; they were
near. But Pauline Weaver was skillful
as the Apache; and he was nearing the
point where he would leave the timber,
when the arrow hissed through the air,
piercing his shoulder with liquid fire.
He broke into a run, zig-zagging, know-
ing that he had passed the ambuscade.
The arrow he carried in his shoulder
was to plague him the rest of his life;
and in a way Weaver always thought
it was a crude sort of justice for the
zvl&ong he had unintentionally commit-
ed.

T HE commanding officer at Fort
Whipple welcomed Weaver, for there
was no better scout in the southwest.

But Weaver was not happy. He missed
his Indian friends; he disapproved of
Army methods in dealing with the red-
men. The soldiers had become just as
ruthless as the Indians. It was a battle
to the death—the survival of the strong-
est. Weaver could see the end of the
redman’s reign and it saddened him that
the end had to be so violent, so final.
For he understood the trapped, des-
perate feeling of the Indian, who was
being inevitably pushed into the desert
wastelands, his empire trampled beneath
the foot of the white man.

A few days after his narrow escape, a
group of soldiers raided an Apache
camp, killing all the men, and taking

~ the women and children captive. It was

Aha-sa-ya-mo’s camp and an anger that
Weaver had never experienced before
leaped through his veins.

He watched the soldiers herd the
group into a small cabin. Later, he
managed to have a few words with Aha-
sa-ya-mo through the small window in
the back of the cabin. She was scratched
and bleeding from the wounds she had
received when she had tried to escape,
but her brown eyes were defiantly joy-
ful when she saw him.

i “I’ll get you out of here,” he promised
er.

“Do not make trouble for yourself,”
she urged him. “Somehow, we will
find a way to escape.”

Four nights later, all the women and
children escaped, despite a guard on
duty. No one knew how it had been
accomplished. If Pauline Weaver was
suspected, no one said anything.

A debt had been paid.

From Fort Whipple the trapper-scout
went to Camp Lincoln on the Verde
River, still in the capacity of a scout.
Through him much bloodshed between
the races had been averted. The next
five years after the original incident that
had severed Weaver’s friendship with

“Don't you know the difference between a
scalp and a toupe?”

True West
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the Apaches passed in a flurry of vio-
lence which shook the Arizona Territory.
Weaver was aging and his old arrow
wound bothered him greatly. For days
at a time he was unable to carry out
his_duties. ;

He had disdained to live in tlte army
camp, preferring, instead, to pitch his
tent on the banks of the whispering
Verde. One night the guard reported
that a light had burned in the old
scout’s tent all night. Weaver did not
appear the next morning, and the com-
manding officer sent a soldier to inves-
tigate. A new Apache outbreak had been
reported; the scout’s services were
needed.

A single set of tracks, made by slen-
der, dainty moccasins, led to and from
the tent. Inside the neatly arranged tent,
Pauline Weaver lay, unmoving in his
blankets, a clean towel over his face.
When the soldier removed the towel,
Weaver’s dark face smiled up at him
calmly, unseeing.

Aha-sa-ya-mo had helped her friend
prepare for his last journey . . .

First Blood

(Continued from page 19)

The slave dropped to his knees. Este-
van’s teeth gleamed, his feet pranced
the rhythm born in his bones as he
chanteq “Great is my magic.” In the
same sing-song voice, aping the padres
saying mass, he continued, “By this
sign, go! You are protected; I say it.”
Majestically he made the sign of the
Cross.

Estevan veered east, and his heart
beat hard and fast with the hope that
another ridge beyond this one would

Spring, 1954

reveal outposts of Cibola.
“I will fill gopher holes with the gold
I cannot carry,” he promised the purple

Chills ahead. “I will be rich, as now I am

free.” He danced to hear the tinkle of
the bells on his ankle. Playfully he
lowered his big skull and charged an
Opatas woman like the bulls of old Spain.
She squealed as he lifted her high and
his great laugh rang out. “Patience,
woman! Now we march to find the seven
cities. Come to me when dark covers
the trail and we may no longer travel.”

The next morning a second cross was
dispatched southward to Friar Marcos.

“They will come, first the padre, then
the viceroy with his slaves and soldiers,”
Estevan reasoned, pushing steadily on,
“but I will have first choice and keep
always beyond them.”

He looked over his retinue, larger
now than when he left Vacapa. Indios
along the way bowed low and some
joined this black god who laughed, and
danced, and whipped not often.,

T HE MONTH of May was half gone
before that dreamed of ridge was
topped, and the first pueblo of the seven
cities gleamed in the noon sun. “Go thee
forward faster,” he instructed a young
Pima lad, “and prepare them for the
coming of Estevan—Estevan the medi-
cine man. Estevan the katchina.” He
placed in the man’s hands the gourd
tied with two feathers, a red one and a
white one. Marked on the side with
white clay of the country was a sign of
his magie, a cross. The gourd of the
Indio medicine man and the magic of
the white man.

Greedily, he watched the runner de-
part, then decked himself with his finest
plumes, feathers of the parrot, turquoise,

(Continued on following page)
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First Blood

(Continued -from preceding page)

bells and rattles. Thus would he impress
them with his importance. He rubbed his
scantily-bearded chin, and wished for
the full beard of old de Vaca. Ten
thousand curses on that man! De Vaca,
who would have perished but for the aid
of Estevan the slave. De Vaca, who
could grow such a glorious beard! “He
who knows not the eagle finds the roos-
tar fierce,” Estevan told himself con-
solingly. ;

“The Zuni are proud, a fighting
peOf)le,” a Papago told him, “and it may
wetl be that in ignorance they greet us
not.”

“My magic takes the string from any
bow,” Estevan answered him. “Hast thou
not seen it?”

The sun sent back dazzling lights from
the tall houses of the Zuni at this
pueblo called Hawaikuh. Estevan wanted
to run, to fill great hides with golden
bricks of the buildings. Disappointment
filled him as they drew close and saw
that the sun but threw back the false
gleam of mica in the mud instead of
gold. There would be gold here, had not
all the Indios in the Arizona lands so
told him. And many women. The pulse
in his throat throbbed. Girls. Gold. Free-
dom. Slaves of his own. Power!

Strange these houses he observed as
he strode through the low gramma grass.
No doors. No windows. Terraced, one
story upon another and each terrace
filled with people.

Shoulders back arrogantly, bells tink-
ling, rattles clacking, he swung into the
plaza and scowled. The people had pre-
pared no welcome as befits a katchina.
They looked down from the terraces as
the hideous heathen gods carved on the
temples in Mexico.

“Stupid tontos! Fools!” he roared.
“Must I show thee?” A subdued mur-
mur, more a growl than approbation,
hung in the evening air.

“Oye! Pino!” he called, knowing that
soon the menacing tone must change to
adulation. “Bring the coyote.”

Three days before they had snared a
young coyote, unhurt. Pino came and
knelt before the master. “Tell them in
their tongue,” Estevan commanded,
“that my magic will stop the running
coyote—or man.”

Pino stood and his voice rang out in
the apricot sunset. “Loose the beast,”
Estevan ordered. “They must see.”

Pino cut the thongs that held the
coyote’s feet. The animal staggered, con-
fused, then loped toward the kiva. Este-
van raised his gun and fired. The coyote
dropped, kicking.

A low wail of mixed awe and fear
slid from the throat of one to the mouth
of another in the ranks of watchers.
Estevan handed the gun to Pino and sat
down. He could wait. That he had long
since learned.

WHEN_the sun’s last spears were
lost in mauve and rose of west-
ern clouds, he spread his hands. In the
sign language that all knew he demand-
ed food.

A ladder was let down from the first
terrace, and five caciques descended.
Slowly they walked, these chiefs of the
Indios, and impassively Estevan waited.
Silently, they seated themselves in a
half circle facing him.

Women came and placed before him
ollas of food. Roasted corn, pinon nuts,
dried meat of deer, stewed saddle of the
great humped cow. Estevan ate. The
caciques watched.

There was a difference in the feel of
this place, uneasily, for a brief moment,
Estevan felt the memory of the fear he
had known when the Spaniards had cap-
tured him on the shores of Morocco. He
dismissed the tinge quickly. He was
tired of the women in his retinue. The
serving maid was comely. What Estevan
wanted, Estevan took. The girl did not
struggle. Scornfully he swung her over
his shoulder and carried her to his rugs.
He knew how to handle Indios! She was
a dead sheep in his arms and in an hour
he tired of her and cast her aside.

His own slaves guarding him, he slept.
It was an uneasy sleep, fraught with
nebulous dreams. He heard again the
beat of surf on the coast of Texas after
the storm that wrecked their ship.

With the dawn light Estevan woke.
In a half circle around his blankets were
the crippled and sick. Long ago Estevan
had ceased to wonder why his hands so
often cured the Indios; why they were
useless at healing the Spaniard. “Faith
will make thee whole,” Friar Marcos had
said. He knew that he, Estevan, could
heal many of the Indios.

Quickly he broke his fast and juggled
the three painted balls of clay. When
they marveled at his flying hands, and
the healthy crowded respectfully around,
he went to the sick.

Skillfully he picked his patients, did
his routine, ending with the magic sign
of the cross. If they were not well, they
beligved they were, which was just as
good.

The caciques were stolid as he signed
that he would now take gifts. Stoically
they piled gifts before him. Some he
took—turquoise and furs, others he dis-
dained. Covertly he watched them walk
around the coyote, looking, but not
touching.

By nightfall, treading cannily and
carefully, he had convinced the pueblo
that he was a Black Katchina. That he
felt. And it was the first day.

M ORNING brought runners from the
other pueblos. Carefully Estevan
questioned. Never did he ask a man his
name, but rather the name of the one
behind him and the dwelling of the one
before. Vague tales they told him and
his anger mounted. )

“Bring the metal of the sun! Hide it
not from the eye of the Katchina Negro
—lest he touch thee with the thundering
death,” he warned. They cringed, but
they brought it not. It must be yet far-
ther north he decided, and lashed out
with the long bull whip in his disap-

ointment. He "ad healed, and they re-
used him his _ st due.

Frustration ro ~ed him, and the bitter
taste foamed o his serrated tongue.
The cottonwoc. ~ums of the slaves
beat—beat—beat. ¢ yelled for quiet
but all around him, under him, over
him, pounding, beating, they tore at his
newly found estate.

They wouldn’t dare resist him! He
was Estevan, unconquerable. They must
fear him! He had the gun and the sword
of steel as the Spaniards had had to sub-
due the Toltec.

“The drums call the other peoples,”
Papagos told him uneasily.

The kiva poured out dancers, the
long ceremonial pole, tipped with eagle
feathers, dipped, fanned a copper brow,
raised.

Were they dancing to honor him—or
strange new fear—did they plot against
him? Never let them see fear. Proudly
he snapped his whip and strode be-
tween the lines of dancing, decked out
Indios. His curling beard, his giant black

True West



frame, his cracking biting whip were
enough. ;

Too late he saw that here the differ-
ence was deeper. The drums beat, louder,
louder—faster—faster! He faced the
stern cacique of Hawaikuh. At the caci-
que’s side was the maiden he had raped
the night before, hair untidy, mourning.
Anger flooded him, and courage. He
lifted his whip and the first arrow
loosed from a terrace, pierced his lung.
He staggered and coughed, and more
arrows swarmed like angry hornets.

Unbelievingly he fell. They would not
dare! None would dare molest his
sacred black body! The popping eyes
rolled. Weakly he raised his hand to
make the magic sign of the cross. Where
had he lost its invincible power?

The pole dipped low and the eagle
feathers caressed his face and stayed.
The drums faded. Only one beat now—
the one in his chest, painfully, chokingly.
His great jaw dropped. It was peaceful
and quiet here in the dark. The drum in
his chest ceased too. Slave and black
god shared the last breath.

First European blood had been spilled
on the Fath destined to be known as the
Trail of the Padres.

Old Buttermilk

(Continued from page 13)

I jerked on my boots and hit for my
picketed horse on the run. I passed
the dying campfire and remember yet
how comical the boss looked, with his
boots on the wrong feet and struggling
to drag both suspender straps over one
shoulder.

But he was giving the orders and

giving them straight. He hollered at
me: “Shorty, you get to the east side
and cirele in. Try to turn them back,
if you can, but for God’s sake, kid,
don’t get in front of them.”
1 did what he told me, but Lord,
it was dark out there, and them ecattle
were sure scared. I could see sparks
flying from their horns and the noise
they made was like no sound I'd ever
heard before in my life. I spurred up to
the point of a run and tried to swing
them, but I couldn’t. All they knew
was just one thing, to run straight
ahead.

My horse crashed through a stand of
thorn apple bushes and a thorn drove
into my foot. The pain nearly took my
breath, but there was nothing I could
do about it. The run-crazed cattle were
pushing in on me now, and I had to
get clear of them.

The run lasted for better than an
hour before it slowed and I managed to
turn the leaders.

(Continued on page 39)
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THE LITER WITH
VISIBLE FUEL!

Qéfaﬂo,inl

Now Only!

Ritepoint . . . the lighter that revo-
lutionized the industry with the "

amazing “see-the-fluid” feature!

No. 495
And now ... Ritepoint does it .Resﬁ?::f i
again . . . price reductions make na(ﬂm colors

it easier than ever to give the i

best . . . give Ritepoint.

on clear lucite
panel
olLong metal
mounting
®Long Fuel Res-
ervoir

Foather-Light in Weight
*

. No. 495
Patented Fuel Control Valve - 3
Saves Fluid - 2 eLong Metal
* . . Mouunting

Airtight Reservoir Prevents

Evaporation ®Long Fuel Reser-
*

vair
Touch of the Finger ®Available in 4
Transfers Fuel from

A e uel e i e Jewel Tone Col- gy
il mber : {;‘“ ;’; ors Listed !
i .
Pt ke’ a Fine Warch - No. 495 DICE s
* eLong Metal Mounting
Lifstime Glass Wick eLong Fuel Reservoir
* ® With Real Dice in Fuel
Modern Design Chamber that Actually
Turn
®Available in 4 Jewel i
Tone Colors Listed i

®Jewel Tone Colors: Ruby, Emerald, Topaz, Crystal

Available at leading Department Stores, Drug Stores, Retail
Tobacco Stores and other leading Retailers. Or write direct to

RITEPOINT CO. « 9400 Watson Road « St. Louis 19, Missouri

If you want to get away from the minnow plague and
hook into lunkers for a change, tie.on a Flatfish and
go after the king-size fellows that the Flatfish has such
an overpowering attraction for. Instead of cussing
your luck, you’ll have the kind of fishing experience
you daydream about.

WORLD'S LARGEST SELLING PLUG

Made in 18 sizes and 20 colors. Underwater, surface
and trolling models, $1.35. Musky, $1.45. Fly-rod size,
$1.10. Midget models, $1.00 and $1.10. Extra large
models (5", 5%” and 6”) $2.00, $2.25 and $2.50.

Send for FREE 48-page booklet with plug-

fishing secrets of famous anglers.
3 CATALOG

Buy ‘em by the dozen!

HELIN TACKLE CO.
00000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000008000000

3669 Meldrum Detroit 7, Mich.
CATA LOG SEE THE GUNS-

“SHIFF" collected!

You've heard of the famous-'’Shiff Collection”’ of antique and obsolete
firearms. Here it is, completely catalogued for the- first time! Hundreds and
hundreds of prized guns, thousands of accessories

BEAUTIFULLY PRINTED—PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED

Flintlock — Percussion — Cartridge Rifles — Shotguns — Handguns — Cased
Sets — Flasks — Horns — Moulds — Loading Tools — Cartridge Boards.
Collectors’ and Shooters’ Cartridges and Shotshells. Real values on rare
Colts — Remingtons — Winchesters — Single Shots.

“SHIFF THE GUN MAN'’ spent a lifetime collecting fine old guns. This big
new Catalog describes them completely, gives condition, prices. Use it as a
reliable reference to gun values—to bujid your own collection.

Order your Shiff Catalog TODAY—only $1 per copy

SHIFF ASSOCIATES sox 179, bANVERS, MaSS.
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. WHAT :4.
WILL DO

OR YOU

It will pay your fee as an annual member of
the National Rifle Association, oldest and best
known fraternity of shooters in America.

1t will bring you each month THE AMERICAN
RIFLEMAN, world-famous magazine. All About
Guns! Over 1200 pages a year cr d with
the latest and best information on all fypes of
guns, all calibers and gauges. All kinds of
loads, sights and accessories, too, plus “how
to” articles on reloading, remodelling and re-
pairing guns.

You will have constantly at your service rec-
ognized TECHNICAL ADVISORS to give you
unbiased advice on any shooting problem.

You can improve your shooting skill by taking
part in the NRA’s year round program of rifle
and pistol matches.

You will be promptly notified whenever your
right to own and. enjoy guns is threatened by
proposed anti-gun legislation.

Now is the time to join honds with over a quarter-
million of your fellow sportsmen who are the
NATIONAL RIFLE ASSOCIATION. Find out what $4
will do for youl Clip and mail this coupon TODAY!

NATIONAL RIFLE ASOCIATION
1611-C Rhode Isiand Ave., N.W,, Wash. 6, D.C.
| would like to take advantage of your
special offer.

[J 1 enclose $4.00

-

[] Please bill me

z

>
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.
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{ City & State _l
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The Original “RIFLE RANCH"

Truly located on a cattle ranch in the TRUE WEST!
This is a mail order firm that gives you the prompt,
personal and honest service you deserve and right-
fully expect. We carry a complete and large line of
sights, scopes, mounts, loading tools, components—
in fact, everything in the shooters line. True custom
rifles made up to your order and specifications, and
at fair prices in keeping with honest guality. We're
hankerin’ to make you ‘“‘our”’ customer.

The printer still promises delivery of our catalogs, so
send 50¢ for your copy! (Refunded with first order
of $5.00 or more)

RIFLE RANCH
JEROME ROUTE PRESCOTT, ARIZONA
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LEE DOT

the original center
dot reticule for scope
sights will improve
your shooting. En-
w dorsed by leading
. ,“ S authorities.  Factory
= < equipment America’'s
> FINEST scopes.
¥ Bausch & Lomb. Ly-
o man. Fecker. Unertl,
< stith Cub, Leupold-
g Stevens, Bushnell
Scopemaster. Imme-
diate delivery above.
Also Weavers. Or in-
stalled your above listed scopes promptly. Write
for free illustrated folder and price list. At your
dealer or direct.

T. K. LEE

P.0. Box 2123 TW Birmingham, Alabama
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There’'s Romance In Your Jeans
by Louise Cheney

T HERE is hardly a waddy or a cow-
girl anywhere, short or tall, skinny
or plump, rich or poor, who has not worn
a pair of dark blue jeans with the oil
cloth patch on the waist band, bearing
the name, Levi Strauss. On this patch 'is
the familiar picture of a pair of horses
engaged in a serious tug of war, each
going in a different direction and vainly
trying to rip a pair of Levis apart.

Romance and courage are woven into
each pair of sturdy Levis—romance of
the days of the roaring California gold
rush of over a hundred years ago, and
the courage and initiative of a young
pioneer who made the long, arduous
journey by water from New York to San
Francisco to seek his fortune in the
wild and untamed West of those days.
They are also an enduring symbol of

opportunity.

That same opportunity met Levi Strauss
more than half-way
almost as soon as
he stepped off the
boat in San Fran-
cisco one day in
1850. Laden with a
bundle of canvas
and other heavy
piece goods, he
hoped to make his
fortune in the
mines. He had
brought the materi-
al all the way from
New York, planning
to sell it for a grub
stake.

Young Levi had
taken but a few
steps on land when
he was approached
by a miner who
burst out eagerly,

Jacob W. Davis, and always he had a tale
of woe, colorful if a bit on the profane
side. Since he was in the habit of load-
ing his pockets with ore specimens while
prospecting, those same pockets were
eternally ripping out. This fact made
Ike a very sad and angry man, and his
tailor more often than not bore the full
brunt of those twin emotions.

Davis put forth his best efforts and all
the ingenuity at his command in mend-
ing the melancholy miner’s pants, but
still they ripped loose. One day when
Ike was unusually angry and profane,
Jacob decided to play a joke on him.
“Take it easy, Ike,” he advised, “I've
got a new idea for fixin’ those pants.
Just leave them here and go on about
your business and I’ll fix ’em.”

After Ike left, Davis carried the pants
to a harness shop and hammered in iron
rivets to re-inforce the pocket corners.
The tailor thought he was playing a huge
joke on Ike but, to
his surprise, Alkali
was highly pleased
with the innovation
of Jacob’s. So high
was his praise to
other miners that
Davis was soon as
busy riveting pock-
ets as Strauss had
been making pants.
Every miner want-
ed his pockets re-
inforced with iron
rivets.

When Davis made
his annual buying
trip to San Francis-
co, he contacted Le-
vi Strauss and told
him how well his
idea was working on
the pants pockets of

“Hope you've got X 1 the miners. Levi
some pants in that Jeansmaker Levi Strauss. saw a lawyer, there
bundle. We ne was a conference

ed

some that will hold up in the diggin’s.
Can’t buy any here rough enough.”

“Why no, I just didn’t think of that,”
replied Levi.

In disappointment, the miner turned
away. Young Levi suddenly grabbed his
arm and exclaimed, “Come with me!”

They scouted the narrow, dusty San
Francisco streets until they found a
tailor shop. Levi showed the tailor his
material and requested that he fashion
two pairs of pants, one to fit the miner
and one for himself.

The pants held up to rough wear so
well that the news spread, and soon
their reputation was established. “These
pants of Levi’s,” as they were commonly
called, had made the grade. Levi was
besieged by more orders than he could
fill. He sent to his brothers in New York
and placed a small factory in operation
where he started mass production. By
popular accord they were called Levis.

HERE’S humor in the story of your
jeans, too—humor in the origin of

the copper rivets on the pocket corners.
To Virginia City, Nevada, there of-
ten came a miner by the name of Alkali
Ike. On every trip he visited his tailor,

with Davis, and Levi secured a patent
on the rivets. Davis remained in San
Francisco in charge of Levi’s overall
factory. Levi substituted copper for iron
in the rivets since iron was subject to
rust. Orange thread was used in the
stitching of the jeans as it was nearer
copper color than any other thread.

Levis are now made in nine factories
owned by descendents of Levi Strauss.
Their Centennial Celebration was held
in San Francisco in 1950.

Levis are not much different today
than they were a hundred years ago.
They still carry the same copper colored
stitching, the same rivets and oil cloth
patch. And the romance of the rip-roar-
ing days of the great gold rush of over
a hundred years ago is woven into the
sturdy cloth of each pair of jeans.

& FREE CATALOG
A, of SADDLES, BOOTS, HATS,
SHIRTS, LEVIS, BITS, SPURS
Everything for horse and rider. -
Send for your free copy today.

WESTERN SADDLE MFG. CO.
714 4688 WASHINGTON ST DENVER16COLO

True West



Old Buttermilk

(Continued from page 37)

When the boss and Jack Russell came
in from the other side, it was nearlyy
daybreak. The boss said: “Boys, that’s
one race I don’t want to run again . . .
Where’s Slim?” ; .

I said I didn’t know, wasn’t Slim with
them? And the boss said yes, for awhile,
but we lost him. ; g

I wasn’t concerned about Slim right
then. I was hurting too bad. I got down
and worked my boot off, knowing my
foot was ruined. I was certain that thorn
had run clear through it. As it turned
out, however, the thorn had just punched
through the leather of -my boot and
into the big toe, just barely piercing
the skin. I wasn’t really hurt at all.

USSELL and the boss left me to

worry about my toe and to round
up the stragglers, while they rode off to
search for Slim. And when they found
him, it was where his horse had stepped
into a badger hole and gone down.

The fall had .snapped Slim’s neck.
His horse had to be shot on account of
a broken front leg.

We sent to Lewistown for Dr. Hedges.
But all he could do when he got there
was to tell us what we already knew.
He took one look at Slim and said:
“Boys, it’s all over.” o

We buried Slim on the prairie in
what was later to become the Phil-
brook cemetery. This is on the north
side of the Great Falls-Lewistown stage
road, near Philbrook. Then we drove
the herd on to Billings, where we load-
ed, and road the train to Chicago, just
as we’d planned.

Only, it didn’t turn out to be much
of a trip. Not without Slim.

I think even he would have agreed
that those Chicago girls weren’t any
prettier than Montana girls.

There was just more of them.

Purvis Opens Mexico

Of great interest to sportsmen is the
announcement that Mexico, at last, is
open again to hunting and fishing—and
by that nationally known Wyoming out-
fitter, Tex Purvis.

Never before has a really wide awake,
skilled and experienced American out.
fitter gone into Mexico and opened it up
to American sportsmen as it should be.

Doves, quail, waterfowl, turkey, jag-
uar, bear, deer, lion, javelina, monkeys,
fresh and saltwater fishing—they cover
the waterfront as well as the jungles!
Write Tex Purvis de Mexico, S. A. Lo-
gez 15-410, Mexico 1, D. F. for all the

ope.
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WONDA WIRE
POCKET SAW

USE IT STRAIGHT

(2 PeopLe)

EASY TO USE
FOR ONE PERSON

HUNTERS CAMPERS

Handy portable saw weighs 1/2 ‘oz i

p
FISHERMEN

. coils flat

SAWS:
WOOD

into small envelope. Ideal for outdoorsmen. Saws

firewood, tent poles, etc. Cuts heads off big fish.

BONE
PLASTIC
PIXLEY CO.,

Imported from France. Used by commandos and
paratroopers. Satisfaction guaranteed or money

back. Order several for gifts. Postpaid . . . $1.00.
5336 Glenwick Lane,

Dept. 120, Dallas, Texas

It Costs Little More To Have The FINEST!

Specialists in featherweight hunting rifles as light as 6 lbs. including
scope sight. Expert barrel fitting, blueing, stockmaking.

AHLMAN CUSTOM GUN SHOP

Morristown 1, Minnesota

INCREASE YOUR QUAIL

1. More Coveys
2. Larger Coveys
3. Larger Birds

for complete information
write:

SCRUGGS
QUAIL FEEDERS

SWINGING
TYPE

TAMPA, FLORIDA

STATIONARY
TYPE

5205 Nebraska Ave.

JACKSON HOLE TROPHY
BIG GAME HUNTS AND
RECORD TROUT FISHING

o Spring bear hunts. Fall—elk, deer,
| bear, moose, antelope, sheep, ducks,

2 jeese, trout fishing. No reserva-

[ tions after August 1, 1954—per-
sonal supervision—not a cheap hunt
—shots guaranteed—references re-
quired and exchanged—Ilimited par-
ties—not an information bureau.

TEX PURVIS, Outfitter

Phone 390, Jackson, Wyoming

Also, Tex Purvis, de Mexico S. A.,

BRAZOS LODGE & RANCH

New Mexico’s most beautiful vacation land. Tall moun-
tains, deep canyons and plenty cold trout water in
our Brazos River. 15 really nice log cabins fully
equipped. Write for illustrated folder to

ROSE & ART SABELMAN

Park View, New Mexico




MERSHON Recoil Absorber

You don’t “flinch” when you squeeze the trig-
ger on your rifle or shotgun—if you use a
MERSHON DelLuxe “White Line” Recoil
Absorber. They really “Kill that kick!" Priced

w from $2.50. See your
¥ dealer. Write for
literature.

S s

MERSHONMN
COMPANY, Inc.

Since 1935

511 E. Broadway, Glendale 5, Calif.

ORIGINAL ANIMAL CALLS

Call wolves, coyotes, foxes, cats, bears,
hawks, owls, etc! In daylight and within
shotgun range! Also,
Deer and Elk Calls.
Phonograph record and
instructions for blow-
ing the Calls.

J. A. Wilkin, (Fishing &
Hunting Baits, Lures, Etc.),
Watson, Ark., says: “It is
remarkable the distances |
have called fox, cats, hawks
and owls with your Animal
Call—Have had so much het-
ter success with your Call
than with any of the others!”
Victor Fuller, Clio, Calif., says: “‘l have quit trapping
as | can get more coyotes with your Call in a month,
than | can with traps in a whole season!”

Trappers: Unbeaten scent lure, 2 oz. for

price of 1 oz, with free methods. Write
to:

S. V. HIGLEY
DEPT. TW Burley, Idaho

DEER  ...qeZ youtt
HUNTERS s

with an "ALASKAN"

o
DEER CALL ::..
Alaskan Decr Call lures bucks to you for Q?;
a close shot. Assures results with all species™g 2
Like calls used by Alaskan Indians for hundreds of years.
S(urdily built, casy-to-use. Complete instructions. Tried
and proved the country over. Ask your dealer or 0RDER BY MAIL!

ALASKAN DEER CALL, Inc.

@ gr. 2, BOX 544 o PORTLAND 10, OREGON

ALL YEAR HUNTING
AND FISHING ALL
OVER OLD MEXICO.

Jaguar, bear, deer, jave-
lina, cougar, etc., turkey,
ducks, quail, doves, geese,
etc. Fabulous hunting.
Shots guaranteed. Fabulous
fishing. Phones 21-55-08
and 18-31-67.

IS de MEXICO S.A. OUTFITTERS
pezx 15-410, Mexico 1, D. F

TEX PURY
Lo

Also Tex Purvis. Outfitter, Phone 390, Jackson, Wyoming.
Authorized by the Federal Government of Mexico

FIREARMS & SWORDS

yYou don’t want to miss our new thrill-packed catalog.
Fascinating background and illystrations of 1300 au-
thentic pieces. Exceptional values in hard-to-find items.
For your 120 page catalog No. 28 simply send 50c¢ to cover
postage and handling with your name and address.

ROBERT ABELS **llvuianiny™
40

The Law Came Late

(Continued from page 16)

Photo of $750,000 in high-grade ore stored
at one time in the State Bank and Trust
Co. vault, Goldfield. It was from the Mo-
hawk Mine.

Theater. For the more earthy, Tex Rick-
ard doled out the needful, assisted by
eighty bartenders, at his Northern
Saloon. (Tex made his first fortune in
Alaska, lost it in California, made and
lost a couple more before he went East
to promote the first million dollar fistic
gates). 3

Tex’s first fight promotion was
dreamed up to center national attention
on Goldfield (mining stocks). On Sep-
tember 6, 1906, the widely advertised
“Battle of the Century” between “Bat-
tling” Nelson and Joe Gans took place.
Added to a $30,000 purse, the world’s
lightweight championship was at stake.
Gans emerged victor after 42 rouhds of
bloody, gruelling fighting which ended
when Nelson fouled Gans. :

Wise investors had been cashing in
Goldfield holdings for some time. Quick
decline set in shortly after 1910. By
then Rawhide, Rhyolite, Greenwater,
Skidoo, and Round Mountain had si-
phoned off the rainbow chasers. By 1918,
a mere million dollars was dug.

Today Goldfield, midway between Las
Vegas and Tonopah, on Highway 95, is
feebly alive because of desultory min-
ing, tourists, and the county seat gov-
ernment. Seven sprawling graveyards
are silent but eloquent testimony to
its past and possibly its future.

Unpredictable even now, one ceme-
tery has a large enigmatic sign reading:

“CAR WASHING NOT ALLOWED IN
CEMETERY.”

e .
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“We’'d better get some dancing girls—
they're getting suspicious.”

The South’'s Largest
and Finest Hotel

" JUNG

OF NEW ORLEANS

For pleasure, business or conventions
. .. New Orleans is the most intrigu-
ing city to visit. Old World charm
and frivolous gaiety combined. In
the midst of New Orleans activity,
the new JUNG HOTEL is the favorite
of visitors. Modern throughout, com-
pletely air conditioned, luxuriously
furnished and appointed, selective
radio and television system, ice water
and servidors . . . the JUNG is the
latest in modern hotel living.

For your evening entertainment . . .
dining and dancing in the magnificent
Cotillion Room to nationally famous
orchestras and sparkling floor shows
¥ . food features are New Orleans
specialties and authentic French
cuisine.

A beautiful new Coffee Shop and
Cocktail Lounge are additional at-
tractions for your enjoyment. A
wealth of pleasures is yours . . . at
the JUNG.

AFFILIATED
NATIONAL HOTELS
ALABAMA
HOTEL ADMIRAL SEMMES. . ...... Mobile

HOTEL THOMAS JEFFERSON . . Birminghom
DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA

HOTEL WASHINGTON ... .. Washington
INDIANA

HOTEL CLAYPOOL ......... Indianapolis
LOUISIANA

JUNG HOTEL....... ..o New Orieans

HOTEL DESOTO...... ...New Orleans
MNEBRASKA

HOTEL PAXTON . .............. Omaha

NEW MEXICO
HOTEL CLOVIS.....coovivvunnin Clovis
SOUTH CAROLINA
HOTEL WADE HAMPTON. ..... Columbia
TEXAS
HOTEL STEPHEN F. AUSTIN. ...... Austin

HOTEL EDSON
HOYEL BROWNWOOD
HOTEL BAKER....

HOTEL TRAVIS .
HOTEL CORTEZ .
HOTEL BUCCANEER . .
HOTEL GALVEZ .......
HOTEL JEAN LAFITTE.
CORONADO COURTS
MIRAMAR COURT
HOTEL PLAZA ..
HOTEL LUBBOCK
HOTEL FALLS ..
HOTEL CACTUS .. .
HOTEL MENGER .
ANGELES COURTS .........

.Galveston
.. .Golveston
.Galveston

o VIRGINIA
HOTEL MOUNTAIN LAKE. .Mountain Lake
HOTEL MONTICELLO........... Norfolk

AFFILIATED NATIONAL HOTELS

True West
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Double wall, pressed steel doors for
added strength-—Non-breakable win-
dow in each door for “straight thru”
visibility. Husky chrome locking handle.

e TYRTUE TR

Full size doors for maximum clear-
ance—Large non-breakable front win-
dow located to match truck cab window
TOpening screened window on each
side.

is sturdily boxed and shipped in eighf assembled sections,

holes to drill—No fitting. Just install machine screws and nuts—may be assembled in
on your truck, drill 4 holes, insert 4 bolts and you are ready to go. Complete parts

A MULTI-PURPOSE COVER THAT IS
ADAPTABLE TO ANY MAKE PICKUP

Available in colors to match your
truck. Interior is protected with Under-
seal and painted light tan. All steel con-
struction—Completely weatherproof—
Easily installed.

each painted and ready to assemble—No
less than two hours. Set the assembled top
and assembly instructions with each top.

F.O.B. Inglewood prices start as low as $265.00. Prices vary depending upon the size and make of your truck.

RICHARDS MANUFACTURING COMPANY

5146 W.

104th St. INGLEWOOD, CALIF.

DOUGHBELLY’S DOIN’S

Taos, N. Mex.—

Can you imagine A president getting up
before Congress and saying that he is not
smart Polotically? But that he would do the
best he could for the couniry, regardless
where the votes go? He told what he
thought and then rubbed it in where it
would smell the loudest. That kid may
not be right, but he thinks he is and don't
give A dam what others think.

Stay in their soldier and pitch. You are
the best we have had in that Joint called
the white House in A long time.

He might put me to shoveling manure,
but it wont be the first time and the smell
from that apcray wont stink any worse
than some smell that has come from Wash-
ington lately.

I was raised A democrat and dident
Known till I had been in jail several times
that you could vote any other way. I
VOTED FOR IKE AND I AM BRAGGING

. RBOUT IT. I know he will just be in the

Spring, 1954

big Joint one term, for the people of today
has not heard the truth in so long they
wouldent like it if it was good.

This great old United States has pro-
duced the man for every crisis. George
Washington to free the country. Abraham
Lincoln to free the colored people. And Ike
Eisenhower to free the countiry of the demo-
gorgry (Guess where I learned that word)
and polotical big headedness that was
takin’ the U. S. just like the grasshoppers
took Kansas.

Go on Ike. I am with you. That dont
count but very, very little, but it shore
dont hurt any. Some of you readers might
not like this. If you dont like it. dont
read it ...

IF. YOU DON’T MIND high altitudes,
the Cartop Bed Camper has a lot to offer—an
all-weather canvas shelter, single bed, and
plen_ty of extra space for spare luggage. The
lot in one unit. Only 48 inches wide and 14
inches high in traveling position, it fits
snugly on any hard-topped car roof. Ladder
included. From Allender's Cartop Bed Camp-
er, Box 1231, Dept. T, Dalhart, Texas.

BRING THE FAMILY
THEY NEED A VACATION, T00!
— NOW! —

You can fish for those fighting mountain
trout all you want (catch them, too!)
You can even relax in the cool shade
of a Ponderosa Pine—but while YOU'RE
having fun, know that the FAMILY is
having a grand vacation, also!

CHILDREN ARE NOT JUST “WELCOME."
THEY ARE CATERED TO!

Delicious Ranch Style Meals ® Chil-
dren’s own Dining Room ® Comfortable
Modern Cabins ® Cool, Sleep-inducing
Nights ® Breakiast Rides to Flapjacks,
Bacon and Eggs ® Picnic Rides Over
Beautiful Mountain Trails ® Evening
Steak Fries and Square Dances ® Hila-
rious Horse Show ® Kiddies Play
Grounds ® Freedom from Traffic Wor-
ries and Crowds ® Well-trained Horses
and Ponies ® Friendly Informal At-
mosphere

MAKE THIS THE BEST VACATION EVER
BY WRITING TO THE PERFECT FAMILY
VACATION SPOT FOR RESERVATIONS

Ah! Wilderness Guest Ranch

Durango, Cclorade
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Does
CALIFORNIA

Interest You?
For Holiday Travel . . .

For Business . . .

For Future Living

If you want to know the real California
Send for a free sample copy of

FORTNIGHT

California’s Own Newsmagazine

The only Publication That Covers

All Aspects of California Life
Politics, business, people and personalities,
theatre, religion, art, travel, books, motion

pictures, civic affairs, etc.

FORTNIGHT
748 North La Cienega Bivd.
Los Angeles 46, Calif.

Gentlemen: Please Check One
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: Please send me a free sample copy O :
+ Send me the next 7 issues for $1.00 ] :
: Enter my subscription for one year @ $5.00 [] «
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New Mexico
REAL ESTATE MORTAGE LOANS

Business — Ranches — Homes
All kinds of Insurance and Bonds

JAMES H. RUSSELL AGENCY

Radio Plaza Building
216 East Marcy Santa Fe. N. M.

“Leathercraft : Leatherwork”

FUNDAMENTALS
The latest book you must have to succeed. A
$25 course of step by step lessons for $1.75
Make your work look expert. Many new sub-
jects and Trade secrets by a professional
with 50 years ex ence. Each operation and
use of tools photographed. Lessons on Hand
Se alone worth $1.75. Patterns, Designs,
150 Photographs.

LEATHER
358 E. Broadway Dept. W. Long Beach, Calif.

I OWN A PIECE OF TEXAS

My Atomic retreat, a section of flat land
(640a) located just West of the Pecos,
in West Texas & overrun with coyotes &
tumble weeds. May decide to cut it up
into five acre tracts, or more, and at a
price all can afford, a few bucks per
acre. Write me if interested, so I can see
how large a tract is more desirable, and
then make up my mind.

‘ ED BARTHOLOMEW
8242 Travelair,

Houston 17, Texas
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“With a swish and a roar, the bronc left the ground.”

o

BRONC TO DINNER

by C. M. Blasingame

ROLLERS got his name from the roll-
ing noise he made in his nostrils. He
was a mean horse. His gray hide cov-
ered 1100 pounds of hard bone and
muscle; he showed the whites of his eyes
a lot. He bucked like a scalded hound
at the least excuse and was hard to set.

The Matador cow outfit was camped
on No Mouth Creek, Cheyenne River In-
dian Reservation in South Dakota, where
this natural irrigator stream spreads
out into a vast flat before seeping on to
join the Missouri. It came Roller’s turn
to go under the saddle. And since every-
one there knew that the reckless bucker
cared little where he went when trying to
throw a rider, a man on a horse was
needed to haze him away from the cook
tent and bed wagon.

Those were the days when a cowboy
saddled and rode a rough horse right out
in open country, for there were few cor-
rals, other than the rope corral the cow
outfit used to pen the remuda in while
changing mounts. If a bronc was too
salty to saddle without considerable
trouble, he was roped and snaked out
of the corral, where a good stout hand
would get a twist on the bad one’s ears
while the rigging was buckled on.
Twisted ears usually kept a wild horse’s
attention away from the saddler. Like-
wise, with his mind on his ears, a bronc
could be mounted easier. There was
danger in all of it, for such horses would
kick, paw and often bite, but the men
took it in stride.

It produced horsemen who could con-
tend with a savage mount’s cussedness
and still do his share of stockwork. If
the horse broke in two several times a
day, and at unexpected moments, he did-
n’t usually unseat his rider. Most cow-
boys were good riders. They had to be.
To get unloaded could mean a fifteen
mile walk, if not injury or worse. Cer-
tainly no one doubted that Rollers would
come off second-best in a bucking bout
with the Matador cowboy who had him in
his string and was preparing to ride him
that day in late Spring, 1905.

«p’]l pilot him out of camp for you,
Ike,” offered the Frenchman, Ambrose.

“Suits me,” the bronc rider answered,
easing the humped-up-ready-to-explode
Rollers around, facing the big flat before
mounting him.

Walker Krump was cook. Dinner was
over and Walker, as was his custom after
the cowboys had finished eating, was
allowing: some Indian visitors to clean
up the grub left in the kettles. At the
time there was about ten old blanketed

bucks squatting around in the tent, stuff-
{)x}g their bellies—a deal they went for,
ig.

AS usual, Rollers squatted half on his
belly, rolled his nose-rollers with a
hell of a racket, as the roughstring rider
got hold of his ear and swung up. With
a swish and a roar, the bronc left the
ground. He came down on one foot, swap-
ped ends, bawled and hard-bucked
straight for the roundup tent, with Am-
brose close-riding his side, supposedly
to turn him away.

Among those who knew the pranking
Ambrose, there was a sneaking suspicion
that he did a little bit more to haze
Rollers toward the tent, than away from
it. Bucking his damndest, Rollers hit
the back of the tent. His forefeet caught
the guy rope as he went over. The pin
pulled up, the tent flopped to the middle,
flattening out, but for bumpy spots of
serambling Indians underneath, and Rol-
lers bucked his 1100 pounds of hell-raisin’
right up onto it.

With every lunge skyward he’d hit the
ground hard, stiff-legged and bounce
right up again. He’d swap ends, “up in
the East, down in the West,” tromping
hell out of everything a half dozen times
right in the center of the canvas, before
he bolted on past the wagon. And on all
sides there were black heads and braids
and beads and grunts and a howl or two
busting out from under the tent side-
walls—Injuns, making their getaway!
Walker Krump had dived under the wa-
gon when he heard pounding hoofs at his
back door.

In spite of doing his worst, Rollers
was ridden and spurred until he was
ready to pull up his head, forget his
temper and help with the work—at least
until the next saddling.

Back at camp, no one could figure how-
come Rollers missed the feasters, but he
only landed on one Injun foot, mashing
it up good in his moccasin. Another got
his hand in the way, and Rollers nearly
tore his thumb off and left his knuckles
squashed. and painful.

The cowboys doctored the injured In-
dians as well as possible, gave the whole
bunch a chunk of beef for a feast, some
tobacco and prunes, which fixed things
up fine—all but the cook tent, and it sure
was a tangled up mess.

After that fracas, the Matadors out-
lawed Rollers and another horse, Danger,
as saddle horses. They were broken to
harness, teamed up together, and eventu-
ally made a good work team.

True West



One Year $2.00 Single Copy 25¢
Grubstaker: The late Scotty Allem

The Pony Express

Stories of Pioneers and
Old Trails

NUGGETS NATURE MAGAZINE
INTERPRETER OF HE GREAT OUTDOORS

MAGAZINE

Will bring you each
month some of the
JOY, Entertainment
and Inspiration of
Nature’s Wonders.

Loan on Jackass Hill

IT WAS a cold, stormy night back in
December, 1855, when a stranger
knocked on the door of the one room
shack belonging to Jim Gillis.

After yelling to come on ir, Jim saw
the newcomer was a sorry looking speci-
men even for California’s Mother Lode
country. The stranger apologized for the
intrusion, and explained that he was
combing the Southern Mines for story
material. “I'm a writer and have already | THE MAGAZINE FOR HOME, SCHOOL and LIBRARY

a Wr V
sold a few stories in the East. NATURE MAGAZINE interprets the out-of

Special offer 8 ISSUES FOR $2.00
(Regularly 50 cents a copy—=$4.00 a year

Herb 5; Ha’nlm' Editor So affablg Jlm Gi,llis made the writer doors as does no other publication. It makes

Address All Mail to at home at‘his diggin’s there on Jackass glll?E r:ellllm of lm;t;)s, lﬁgn%l,gsiv:sngupgzg'r

Hill near Sonora. When the writer was » allve, real, appealing. e

THE PONY EXPRESS ready to leave, Gillis gave him a letter | por® S fheS2miy fhe desire fo get out fn
795 Sutter Street of introduction to his brother who beauties that surround them.

worked on the Golden Era in San Fran- It is clean, wholesome, popularly written and

San Francisco 9, Calif. cisco. beautifully illustrated. Absolutely accurate

as to facts, it entertains and instructs.

As the goodbyes were being said, Gillis
Published Monthly at Placerville, askedh shrewdly: ?“How much money do Take advantai;ef of t:;i:ymoney saving
: you have on ya?” €L
California, Formerly Hangtown “Only $2.52,” mourned the stranger.
i So Gillis forked over a $20 gold piece NATURE MAGAZINE TW-2
and pushed him out the door. 1214 16th St., N.W., Washington 6. D.C.
- Legend has it that Jim Gillis was visit- Please send me the next 8 issues of
TRAV-L-TRAY! ing San Francisco some time later and | NATURE MAGAZINE at the special price of
7 ran into the young man he had befriend- $2.00, Payment is enclosed.
Something new for ed. He ran up to him, said hello and ex-
travelers is a ‘‘hold- tended his hand. NAME

it"’ tray you can easi-
ly attach to the dash-
board of your car. It
holds maps, cigaret-
tes, refreshments,
drinks, etc.l It swings
out of the way under
the dash when not in 8
use. No lhﬂl? edges
for safety, it is rattle

rroof. stevonh spill-

The young man, impeccably dressed
in the latest fashion of the day, looked at Street & No.
the ill-garbed mining man with disdain
and pointedly refused the proffered City
hand. Adjusting his monocle the writer
drawled, “Aw, really, me dear fellah,

yogiﬁlilsl’s’[rx?gurt?xisfﬁlc{);%gd open, then he N Ew M Ex I co !

Zone State

Ry an meeny gvels snapped back:
The 'i'lux-l.-rmvhcmu in durable carmine- “T}{ﬁt’f lzlgslsible- But if yotll( pungllle Ranches — Homes
ST Sl o BRI || gl ) e youon ks KL || e Spociaiize in Al Kinds
fo chalrs, tables, oic., alse selle Tor o5 et So red faced and embarrassed, Bret of Business'
Harte, fresh from his literary triumphs
Order yours todary! of “Luck of the Roaring Camp” and oth- Phones: 3-2421

N. S. SALES CO. ers, pungled up the long standing loan. izﬁ;

P.O. Box 161.TW Cadillac, Michigan PINKSTON REAL ESTATE

THE MOTHER LODE'S STRANGEST DUEL

613 W. Central Avenue, N. W,
PERHAPS the strangest duel ever Albagusaus, sy Mexics

fought in those rough and tumble
Gold Rush days in California took place

"RANDALL MADE”

the FINEST YOU CAN BY

KNIVES

outside Sonora on September 20, 1859. MINERALIGHT
FOR ALL MILJTARY AND SPORTING PURPOSES The fight was betwef%n a_Colonel E. An intriguing, profitable
Litetime knives, handmade of Swedish ool stesi-14 Estabrook and his junior in grade, a hobbyl Discover and
years in pe ng these, the finest ol nable. 80 Major Wllham H. Knight The exact enjoy beautiful, valuable
different models, with Hel . Pri .00. v i
Bénid 0% foe fiidee ' St e ;::ﬁ:- cause of the fight is not known, but the oo st
structive knife 50¢ for knife pair had been arguing heatedly about Dept TWor FREE Bulletin. Price $34.50
W. D. RANDALL, Jr. Box 1988-W ORLANDO, FLORIDA the outcome of yet another duel fought ULTRA-VIOLET PRODUCTS, INC.
between two other principals‘ South Pasadena, California
MOOSE HEAD RANCH (Continued on following page)

Y
Informal, hospitable guest ranch in beautiful, historic Jack- $250 FI_URIDA HUMESITES sto

son Hole and Grand National Park. 33 miles south of Yel- %
lowstone. 1deal for families. Cool climate, fine fcod. modern, ::a):-ﬂélf)fl'-'och"sq"lyi.n?:wfgw ::;"3;‘;"%2:&?";}?'
accommodations; all outdoor recreation, plenty of rldinz,_ rolling. many trees, Colossal hunting ami fishin: |§
fishing, hig game hunting—accommodations for the ladies, 1 RS, 11 B:YS

9 FRESH and SALT WATER RIVE
while the men folks hunt—fun for everyone. References and GULF OF MEXICO. Government Game Preserve
required. For information, rates. write

nearby, Grow oranges, grapefruit, vegetables. Almost
. virgin area. BEST BUY IN FLORIDA TODAY.
pen May 15 to Nov. 1 Free folder.

FRED J. TOPPING K. MATHEWS, Owner
Jackson Hole Elk P.0., Wyoming Joi Jace Asheville, N. C.

High School Course
CIMIJUTT Mony Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course

BARBECUE TABLES!

6’ Redwood Barbecue Tables, with 2 6° Ben-
ches, knocked down, F. O. B. Redwood City,
Calif., $19.95. Order today!

HESS LUMBER COMPANY

P. O. Box 1032 Redwoed City, Calif.

equivalent to resident school work — prepares for college
entrance exams. Standard H. 8. texts supplied. Dlglomc.
Credit for 8. subjects already completed. Single subjects if
h sel lucation is very important for advancement
iness and industry and socially. Don’t be hand
life. Be & High Suhﬁl.mdmh. Start your training
Bulletin on request. No obligation.
AmericanScheel, Dept. H391Drexel st38th, Chicago 37
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AMERICAN WOODSMAN

A JOY TO GIVE.....
A PLEASURE TO RECEIVE.....

There is no nicer gift for yourself or your friends than a good factual magazine.
And there is no better factual magazine than AMERICAN WOODSMAN. Each story
brings back fond memories of days afield. The whole atmosphere is one of hominess
where you seem to sense the nose tingling aroma of woods smoke as it spirals
skyward.

If you're tired of the same old routine stories ordinarily found in cutdoor magazines,
you'll welcome AMERICAN WOODSMAN. It's different! It's the most complete out-
door magazine in America. Besides good well-illustrated stories, articles and how-
to-do-its you will find complete
depariments on:

® Hunting ® Fur Farming

® Fishing ® Travel

® Trapping ® Camping

® Boating ® Natural History
® Dogs ® Qutdoor Hobbies

Every department conducted by men
who are recognized authorities in their
| field. You can believe it if you read it
in AMERICAN WOODSMAN.

With so many good things to read each
month AMERICAN WOODSMAN is such
il a treat and good buy for $2.00 a year
that you’ll want a subscription for
yourself and all your outdoor friends.
| A gift subscription to AMERICAN
| WOODSMAN will end all your giit
worries and your thoughtfulness will
extend throughout the year. No gift is
easier to give and none can be re-
ceived to give greater pleasure. Just
fill out the coupon below and mail at
once. Attach a separate sheet with
friends’ names to whom you want to

Send all subscriptions to:

A MER l c AN wo o DS M A N : give a gift subscription. We shall rush

out a gift card giving them the welcome

news.

’ ’
)y $2.00 15 mo. $2.50 2 yrs. $3.50 ’
’ ¢
’ Name g
’ ’
‘ /
¢

¢ Street or Route ’
’ ¢
s ¢
¢ ’
] . ’
’ City State ’
’ ’

RANCH FOR SALE - $3.50 Per Acre!

If you're interested in a "dream ranch,” you can't read over the full descriptions of
these two Mexico ranches without sprouting goose bumps!

No- 1: 43,300 acres, located 25 miles from Cuatro Cienegas, Coahuila. On high,
tick-free land. 1,450 acres cleared for farming. Grass, ramonal, evergreen wild oak,
guajillo, blackbrush, huisache, huisachillo, goatweed, cactus, etc. Watered by five tanks
and three wells. Springs and seeps in wild canyons. Deer, bear, mountain lion, and
other game. 3,500,000 feet of lumber ready to be cut. Also, 1,000,000 cedar fence posts;
100,000 girders or utility poles. There is pine, fir, cedar, oyamel, beech, elm, oak, ash,
palm, sotol, guayule, etc. $3.50 per acre. Reasonable terms if desired.

NO. 2: 54,000 acres, 120 miles below the border in high country. Divided by
nature into natural pastures. Abundant water piped all over ranch. Wild, beautiful
canyons. Good ranch house. Landing field big enough for anything up to DC-3. Small
hangar. Modern guest house in beautiful canyon. Bear, deer, turkey, lion—great potential
from hunting club operations alone. American ranch owners as neighbors. Cattle can
be included in transaction. $8.00 per acre. Write

P. O. Box 5008,

MEXICO LAND COMPANY Austin, Texas

Strangest Duel—

(Continued from preceding page)

So it was an affair of honor and had
to be settled on Cannon Hill, a favorite
location for those wishing to resolve
their differences by the code duello.

The sun, a huge round, steaming Sep-
tember ball, came over the eastern Sier-
ra, and the men were ready. Incidentally,
among the spectators were the town’s
entire medical profession.

The more observing spectators noticed
Colonel Estabrook was perspiring while
his opponent seemed calm and even
somewhat relaxed. This in itself was odd
because of the excellent reputation the
golod colonel had with the duelling pis-
tols.

At last all was ready. The two took
their positions some 15 paces apart and
raised their weapons. At the cry of “one,”
Colonel Estabrook pulled the trigger. At
the same time Major Knight snapped his
own trigger, but the pistol misfired.

He stood there with shock written on
his tanned countenance, then he fell for-
ward on his face to lie still upon the
dusty ground.

The colonel looked contemptuously
down at his victim, blew the smoke from
the pistol barrel and walked casually
away with his admiring seconds. The
felled major was carefully placed on a
mattress in the back of a wagon and un-
ceremoniously hauled away.

Spectators gazing after the departing
“dead man” suddenly saw him raise to a
sitting position and let out a giant roar
of laughter. He was joined by his sec-
onds and their mirth reverberated
through the hills.

The duelling pistols that September
morn had been loaded with cork bullets.

They said Colonel Estabrook never
really got over the joke they played on
him. He soon departed for more gentle-
manly surroundings.
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“That’s much better. You're not bounc-
ing as far!”

True West



Truly Western

Indian Uprising!

If there’s any' one thing us limber-
jawed Texans is noted for, it’s for stir-
ring up trouble. In the last issue, we pub-
lished a letter written by one Edwin
Sigler of Wichita, Kansas, who gave us
some clear-cut advice on how to handle
Indians.

Well, as it turns out, we should have
thrown that letter away. Seems the Indi-
ans are not interested in being handled—
especially by Mr. Sigler. In fact, from
the flood of letters that came pouring
in, as a result of Sigler’s advice, we’re
not sure but what the hostiles are fixing
to go on the warpath again.

What’s got us so puzzled is the fact
that, contrary to all we’ve ever read or
heard tell about Indians, these are not
after Mr. Sigler’s scalp. What they seem
to want is his teeth!

Dear Sirs: :

In regard to a letter . . . written . . .
by Edwin Sigler, if he can back up what
he says in the phrase “dirty, stinking,
treacherous, bloodthirsty savages,” I
will gladly give his a chance to kick me
in the teeth, but only once will he do it,
because he will take a bath in his own
blood. The way he talks, he has never
%lived on an Indian Reservation, and I

ave.

I'm half Comanche and was raised on
a Reservation and know it isn’t so easy
to make a living on land that wouldn’t
support a prairie dog . . .

Mr. Sigler might like to consider how
come about 12,000 Indians enlisted in
the armed services in World War II to
protect people such as him.—Al J. Hol-
man, (Indian name: Running Bear),
Bozeman, Montana.

Dear Mr. Sigler:

Your letter in the Winter issue of
“True West” interested me, since I am
Indian. I will begin by saying that I am
misbehaving. Now, let’s see you come
up here and kick my teeth in “until I
decide to behave.” I believe that is the
treatment you prescribed for unruly
Indians.

About these Texans exercising their
jaws: a good many of my friends come
from Texas, and I find their hearts are
just as big as their talk. Moreover, they
back up their talk. How about you?

A word now about these authors: too
bad they don’t fall in line with the mov-

.ies for your part. These fellers tell the
truth and facts as it happened. 'm not
siding with them. I don’t need to, be-
cause the truth hurts, as I can see by
your prejudicial letter.

Now, Mr. Sigler, just suppose some for-
eign people came to your place over
there on 546 Ellis, told you to move, so
somebody could take over your house?
How would you react? Especially, if it's
your home?—Richard Pierce, 1369 W.
Cedar. Missoula, Montana,

Gentlemen:

In regard to “Pretty Good—But”, writ-
ten by Edwin Sigler . . . maybe you
should get this gentleman to go to work
for your magazine, as an author, be-
cause without doubt he is well informed
on all things, since he was there! And I
would just imagine he has many of the
teeth of you limber-jawed Texans and of
us dirty, stinking treacherous savages
lying around . . .—Buckles J. Shell, 1235
S. Chestnut, Casper, Wyoming.

Spring, 1954

To the Editor:

I won’t flatter your magazine, except
to say that it should come out monthly.

In your winter issue, Dear Edwin Sig-
ler had a nasty article concerning our
Indians. Does he mean adult males? And
what do they do while he is kicking their
teeth in? I do believe he is prejudiced,
quite bloodthirsty himself, and not all
there. As for a Texan jawing, I'm sure
we cannot compete with this joker. So,
until your next issue, and a good-night
Dear Edwin. Don’t take any Indian-head
nickles!—Bill Suvia, 406 Stimson, Pismo
Beach, Calif.

Gentlemen:

Have just finished my issue of True
West and, in my opinion, it is one of the
best magazines yet.

Also, have read Mr. Edwin Sigler’s
letter to you. There is not a doubt in my
mind that this man is a historian, author,
Indian fighter, ete.

Obviously, he does not believe there
are two sides to every story, or perhaps
he has been taken by some Indian and
bears a grudge. But if he should ever
wander up in Montana and should like to
try to kick my teeth out, he would be
most welcome to try. My advice to him,
stay in Wichita and enjoy True West.—
S/Sgt. L. J. Reddog, USAF (A “blood
thirsty savage”), Box 754, Wolf Point,
Montana.

If it was us, we’d go one step further.
We’d bury our uppers and lowers in
some deep hole and try to wipe out the
sign!

Gentlemen:

Thanks for your wonderful magazine.
I greatly enjoy reading it. However, I
am’ slightly mad, and deeply hurt over
one of the letters you published. If I
may, I would like to direct the rest of
this letter to Mr. Edwin Sigler of Wichi-
ta, Kansas.

How long have you lived around Indi-
ans? From the sound of your letter, I
am in doubt as to whether you even
know what one looks like.

Mr. Sigler, I do. I live about 21 miles
from San Carlos, Arizona. As you prob-
ably know, it is an Indian town. I go to
school with the Indians. I am their
friend. My dad works with them; my
little brother plays with Indian children;
my mother carries on a conversation
with Indian women just like she does
with white women. Indians visit us and
talk with us. Also, some of my best
friends are Indians.

Now, sir, I'm 14 years old and a fresh-
man in high school. However, I think
that I know much more about our Indi-
an brothers and how to get along with
them than you do. I have found that

(Continued on following page)
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To the West

s a trailer. The trailerist takes his home
wherever he goes, parks by his job or vaca-
tions along the Rio Grande with equal non-
chalance.

State and Federal Parks are his cost free
summer home if he chooses, and he winters in
Arizona or Florida, where luxury trailer parks
offer free entertainment and private swimming
pools . . . for twenty or thirty dollars a month.

He xcan spend weeks on the beaches of South-
ern California, where he is welcome to stop
near the ocean and use free public facilities.

Teail-7R-WNews

Magazine is the authoritative national month-
ly trailer magazine, edited by experienced
trailerists, and chock full of trailer news . . .

* New Parks e New Models

e Travel Articles e Trailer Shows

e Towing Tests e Trailerists’

Organizations

If you are interested in trailers or in travel,
you will like TRAIL-R-NEWS! So we make
this offer: We will send you the next eight
issues of TRAIL-R-NEWS at a saving to you
from news stand prices of sixty cents. Simply
write your name and address on a piece of
paper, attach a dollar bill, and mail to:

Teail-7R-WNews

534 W. Colorado Glendale, Calif.
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HEY MAN!
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Free catalog of unique items with order

STAG SHOP

EARN $100 PER MONTH EXTRA!

Raise 5 ounce gentle, odorless, clean labor-
atory animals for us. Can be raised anywhere
—spare room, garage, etc. Make a few min-
utes spare time per day pay a good dividend.
Thousands needed and we pay CASH for all
you raise.

RUSH POSTCARD TODAY FOR DETAILS

DARE LABORATORY, Manteo, N.C.
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TOWEKEILS
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Truly Western
(Continued from preceding page)

the only difference between a white and
an Indian is the color of their skin. Their
hearts are in the same place as ours,
so is their liver, stomach, etc. They are
subject to the same diseases that we
are and they get sick just like we do.
Indian parents love their kids just like
you love yours. There are about 50 Indi-
an children going to our high school in
Globe. Indian kids are in 3/4 of my
classes. I like it that way. They are nice,
friendly, and fun to play, study, talk,
sing, and be friends with. They work.
They work hard, too. Harder than a lot
of white people I know.
— - + The Indian  has
faults, sure. But so do
we. We whites have
just as many faults as
the Indians. Maybe
more because we’re
prejudiced. Prejudiced
a little too much. Right,
Sir? We whites are
pretty treacherous, too.
Yes, sir, Indians USED
to take scalps, but so did we. We took
the scalps of men, women, and children.
Why? Not because it made us a better
warrior, but because we could get money
for Indian scalps.

In Globe High School, sir, two ways
of life have met, and two ways of life are
existing. They are very healthy, too. The
Indian has changed; so have we, and
neither of us has had “to go”. We both
used to live by plunder and murder and
took each other’s land by killing every-
body on it. We both lay in the sewer,
and when we reaped the consequences,
neither of us were man enough to take
it. The Indians, I am sure, did just what
we did when they got the chance.

We're at peace with them, aren’t we,
sir? The white men aren’t as “ornery” as
they used to be, and the Indians are
definitely not ‘“dirty, stinking, treacher-
ous, blood-thirsty savages.” Everybody
around Globe is still wearing his own
hair. I think the articles in TRUE WEST
are true. Sir, the Indians aren’t, and
never have been, any worse than the
white man. I'd like to add, Sir, that if
you want to live, never, never kick an
Indian in the teeth. If you have to argue,
argue. But never kick an Indian in the
teeth. Why? Because they fight back and
besides it hurts them to get kicked in
the teeth just like it does you and me.

In closing, I would like to say, God
doesn’t look at a person’s color. He looks
at the person.—Saundra A. Davies, Rt.
1, Box 18-A, Globe, Arizona.

i Z
Saundra Davies

“Don‘t know what they sent this thing for.
We've already got one out back.”

Correction
Gentlemen: .

Have just finished reading Vol. I, No. 3
of True West. I enjoyed the stories very
much and was especially interested in
“Brave Warriors,” since I have just
finished working with the Nez Perce
Indians after twenty years.

There is just one statement I would
like corrected; on page 10 there is a pic-
ture of White Hawk, (John Miller, to
me). Yes, he was proud, but not ARRO-
GANT. If Mr. Wiltsey had known White
Hawk as well as I did, he would have not
used anything but the very best words
to describe him. :

The first aged Indian that ever invited
me to have a sweat-bath with him was
John Miller; and believe me, when you
occupy a space 4 x 4 with any man and
there is nothing between you and him
but some hot steam, you can be sure
that envy, arrogance and pride disap-
pears like magic. Try it, sometime.

White Hawk and I were good friends
up to the time of his passing. He greeted
me (a poor white man) with a warm
smile and handshake whenever we met.
I shall always consider him a good,
honest Indian.

A side line—The Indian on page 35,

Alex Wilson, is a young Nez Perce Indi-
an, but is now also an attorney, practic-
ing in the state of Kansas having passed
the bar examination over a year ago.—
N. A. Powell, 417 Vista Ave., Lewiston,
Idaho.
Thanks, N. A. We're glad to get this
info. Our readers have made such com-
ment on this photo as a character study
that we think it deserves a repeat with
cover prominence—as you have already
noticed.

Lost & Found Department
Editor, True West:

I know, you’re gonna cuss, but this is
a hungry yowl from the wilderness.

From a kid up, I've read just bare men-
tion here and there of the “Battle of
Adobe Walls.” Of this or that character
who was in on the ruckus, but never one
hint of what state or what part of which
state it happened in.

I can pinpoint about every other scrap
that ever took place of any importance,
from coast to coast and border to border.
From Lew Wetzel to the end of the
Peacemaker. But I've studied maps till
I'm blue in the left brain and just can’t
locate Adobe Walls.

I haven’t the crust to ask you to print
the story. If everybody had their wish,
your next issue would outweigh the
Encyclopedia. But when one of your
“Friday’s” rouses from his nap, will
you please ask him if he’ll scratch on
the enclosed scrap of paper at least the
approximate location of Adobe Walls?

Enclosing “scrap of paper” and self-
addressed envelope, and will thank you
for above information.—H. J. Stiner,
Ashland, Ore.

The battle of Adobe Walls was one of
the most important fought on the west-
ern frontier. The engagement is usually
considered by historians as breaking up
the coalition of Cheyenne, Kiowa and
Comanche Indians organized by Quanah
Parker.

TRUE WEST will treat this battle in
fuller detail in several future issues—in
articles dealing with Parker’s life, and
also with the history of the Comanche
tribe, probably the fiercest in the west.

Adobe Walls was little more than a
cluster of buildings used by buffalo hunt-
ers. The site can presently be reached by
driving along State Highway 117 to a
junction with a graded road 47 miles

True West



from Plainview and some 50 miles from
Amarillo.

In 1864 Colonel Kit Carson with a force
of 396 Federal soldiers fought some 1,000
Indians very near the same site, but the
more historic battle was in 1874 when
28 men and one woman fought off
Quanah Parker’s army of some 1,500
Indians. It was an unusual battle for
Indians to fight, which TRUE WEST
will deal with later, as it was one of the
few instances in which the red men at-
tacked at mnight. How Quanah Parker
was able to overcome the superstitions
of his tribe and get them to dare the
wrath of the high spirits must be told in
a fuller article. The attack was discovered
by accident. by a buffalo hunter named
" Billy Dixon, and so the white men were
not taken by surprise.

Quanah was wounded in the fighting,
causing his followers to abandon the
attack.

Both battles occurred in present Hale
County.—Curt Bishop.

Apparently, our good man “Friday”
Curt Bishop wasn’t completely awake
when he composed the above answer to
Mr. Stiner’s query. If yowll notice, he
never did get around to mentioning
which of our 48 states Adobe Walls was
located in. When he mentions such
glaces as Amarillo and Plainview, he’s

ound to be talking about a couple of
towns up in the Texas Panhandle.

: Guns
Dear Sirs:
A friend and I hope you can settle
this for us.

According to the book “Wyatt Earp,
Frontier Marshall,” by Stuart N. Lake,
Wyatt packed a Colt S. A. .45 with a 12-
inch barrel in an open holster. The
book claims he still had the fastest draw
of his time, in spite of this extra barrel
length. We think he must have had a
trick holster of some kind. Surely that
4 inches would slow him enough, so that
some other man could at least equal his
speed.

We were kinda wondering, too, what
kind of holster and gun Frank “Pistol
Pete” Eaton packed. —A/3¢ Jimmie L.
Hurst, 14476121, 43 A and E. SQD,
Davis Monthan AFB, Tucson, Arizona.

Would some of you old gun-slingers
try to help these boys out?

More Guns and Gunmen
Dear Sirs:

. . . 'm not much of a “letter to the
editor” writer, but am so enthusiastic
over your apparently new venture that
I couldn’t resist telling you so. The rea-
son for all this is that article, “Farewell
Peacemaker” by Hart Stilwell. It is the
best of its kind that I've ever run across,
and here’s a vote for more about guns
and gunmen!—F. R. Winchell, Waukesha,
Wisconsin.

Well, thanks Winchell, but don’t ever
brag on writer Stilwell, out where he
can hear you. He’s so cocky now that we
can hardly get along with him.

Another Gunman
Dear Fred:

I'm writing to you on the same subject
many others have done and will con-
tinue to do. I bought my first issue of
True West today and, to tell you the
truth, it’s the greatest of all books now
on the market. I enjoyed your story on
the .45 Colt Peacemaker very much. You
see I'm a handgun fan and there’s never
been a gun made that I want more than
a .45 Colt Peacemaker. Maybe you could
give me some tips on buying one and
where I can get one in good condition.
I'm only 18 years of age and my state
has no law which says I can’t have any

Spring, 1954

handgun. The book I got, I believe, is
No. 3 issue. I enjoyed your story of
Brave Warriors and hope to be able to
finish it in the next issue. But, wrapping
it all up together, it’s the greatest book
I have read. Thanks and will see you in
the next issue.—Ted Taylor, Deerwood,
Minn.

That’s the sort of letter to make us
editors drool. Will some of you gun
cranks tell this boy where he can get
him a good .45?

Lost Dufch Oven
Dear Sir:

One of the articles I enjoyed most in
the latest issue is Walter H. Miller’s
article on the Lost Dutch Oven mine.
While I do not claim to have any magic
device for locating gold, the idea of
some day joining the search for the lost
mine has plagued me ever since I read
the article. Is there anyone who could
give me the directions to the general
area where Tom Scofield made his dis-
covery? Is his campsite still known?—
Jerry Jones, Carroliton, Ill.

All right, writer Miller, this one is
yours. Had a letter from several read-
ers wanting to know where to discover
this mine. Why don’t you writers get
these lost mines located for our readers,
anyhow? Us editors ain’t got the time

to do it!
Tom Scofield, 102

I would like to order
12 copies of your maga-
zine (Winter Issue con-
taining the story of the
“Lost Dutch Oven”.)
We have, living here in
a shack, the “Tom Sco-
field” finder and
loser of said mine.
(Enclosed late picture.
He will be 102 this
July.) We have had quite a few tourists
here inquiring about the Clipper Mts.,
etc. We are getting the magazine for
our neighbors on this Desert.—A. E.
Anderson, P. 0. Box 12, Essex, Califor-
nia.

Tom Scofield

Dudes Read it, Too!
Dear Sirs:

True West is most interesting, and
our dudes get a thrill from reading those
“wild” tales of the west. Few people
in this day can comprehend that the
winning of the west was a true story
fifty and a hundred years ago, instead of
just exciting recreational reading for
them to enjoy. And the old timers who
lived those days are fading away.

Please accept our best wishes for the
continued success of your publication.—
Fred J. Topping, Moose Head Ranch,
Elk, Wyoming.

We accept, with thanks, and hope
Your dudes keep right on getting a kick
out of reading True West.

(Continued on following page)
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Try a Brooks Patented Air
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Truly Western
(Continued from preceding page)

Here are a batch of letters we could-
n't squeeze in the last issue so are getting
them in here before they mildew any
more. Dadgum, but you gents and gals
have snowed us under with letters! If
we seem to be late answering, it’s not be-
cause we haven’t read every one. Keep
flooding us under! “Flooding’’—what a
wonderful word! The dust here is now
knee-deep to a tall dogie!

Now back to the letters.

Lost Marshal
Dear Sir:

Enclosed, you will find a check for
three dollars. Also, I would like for you
to let me know if there ever was a man
by the name of Matt Dillon, U. S. Mar-
shal. If so, send me information on how
to get his books.—U. G. Taylor, Parker
Lake, Ky.

Youwve got us, Mr. Taylor. We never
heard of such a Dillon. Can any of you
readers help us out?—Ed.

What King?

... Il admit that the King’s English
takes a beating, (In True West, he
means.) but for my money that makes
the magazine.—Hubert B. Ferneau, Wash-
ington C. H., Ohio.

Wasn’t no king along the Meskin bor-
der where we picked up our brand of
English. What’s wrong with it, anyhow ?
—Ed.

Us Worriers

You are the answer to my prayers. I
received the first two issues you sent me
and they were twice as good as I had
expected. It is a great and unique maga-
zine and just couldn’t be any better. I
lay awake nights, worrying about your
ceasing publication for some reason or
other . . —Bill Secrest, 1427 Dakota Ave.,
Fresno, Calif.

Just between us girls, Bill, there are
nights when we lay awake, worrying
about exactly the same thing.—Ed.

Sitting Bull

Dear Editor:

Here is your 3 bucks. Now, I want
some exFlaining on your story about Sit-
ting Bull. :

In the story, it states the Eighth Cav-
alry was the troops that rode in and
dispersed the Indians. Will you find out
for sure if it was the Eighth or Seventh
Cavalry?

My Dad was a paper boy at that time,
carrying papers to the Fort. He thinks it
was the Seventh. He said they brought
back the headdress of Sitting Bull, and
7 Indian ponies. The ponies were sold
to the paper boys and the headgear was
in the window of Mehl & Schott Drug
Store on the corner of 5th & Delware,

. Leavenworth, Kansas. There was also 2
other chiefs’ headgear, but forgot who
they were—Mark E. Crawford, Jr., Rt. 1,
Guemas Island, Anacortes, Wash.

- All right, you Bull experts, what about
it? Was it the Seventh or Eighth?—Ed.

“Dirty, Stinking, Palefaces!”
Howdy, Mr. Editor!

I sure liked THE FIGHTING CHEY-
ENNES. Norman Wiltsey done told the
truth about the way the Palefaces treat-
ed them.

.~ Once, while I was living in Tucson,
Arizona, I knew a Hopi named Luie.
That Indian was smart. He could catch
hold of a rope and it came alive like a
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snake. When I said that roping was a
cowboy stunt, he replied, “Who do you
think taught the cowboys?”

They still treat the Indians bad. They
call them a government charge, won’t
let them vote, or buy liquor, and don’t
do much for them but take away their
natural livelihood and let them starve
or else. But come a war and the Indian
is plenty good enough to fight for Uncle
Sugar.—Julian V. Gibson, Herold, W. Va.

No Left-handed Indians?

Good Morning!

The article “The Fighting Cheyennes”
is an excellent brief history of a little
known tribe. It brings to mind a charac-
teristic of Indians which I have observed
over a number of years spent in the
Indian Service, and which others may be
able to corroborate or disprove.

With a rather intimate acquaintance
with the Indians on the Flathead Reser-
vation in Montana, the Fort Peck Reser-
vation in Montana, and the Uintah & Ou-
ray Reservation in Utah, I have never
known a left-handed Indian of full In-
dian blood. So far as I have been able to
determine, there is no tabu among In-

MAGAZINES
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“Yes Sir! TRUE WEST comes in today on
the three o'clock stage.”

dians regarding the left hand, as there
is, for instance, among the Moslems.

Possibly related to this rarity of left-
handedness is, in my observation, the
rarity of twins among full-blood Indians.
In checking over the family history of
several thousand Indians, I found that
twin births among full-bloods were very
rare. In the winter of 1898-99, the wife of
a missionary at Randlett, Utah, on the
Ute Reservation, gave birth to twin boys.
The Indians could not understand this,
their comment being: “All same dog;
all same rabbit.” Shortly after this, an
Indian woman gave birth to twin daugh-
ters, and it was only the intervention of
a white couple, who took one of the
girls to raise, that prevented the father
from killing one of the twins!

I would like to see this subject dis-
cussed by those who have actual knowl-
edge of conditions. The discussion should
be confined to cases of left-handedness or
twins among full-bloods, for I have
known a number of cases of both among
those of mixed blood.—G. G. Commons,
2601 Bridle Path, Austin 3, Texas.

We could publish here a letter from R.
L. Templeton, Collinsworth .County
Judge, of Wellington, Texas, telling how
he and his wife fell out with each other
when he tried to make her read The
Woman’s Home Companion, instead . of
his True West, only it would sound like
bragging, and then, too, we think it’s a
good policy to stay on the good side of
the law just as much as possible!

No Mistake Here

. ... Joe, we enjoyed every word of
your editorial. It’s a dilly. But—have a
complaint to register. You mentioned
“gents” in it several times and never
mentioned ‘ladies” once. How come?
Don’t you know us western women like
to read early-day TRUE WESTERN sto-
ries? Now, don’t you slight us “gals” in
your next editorial.—Julia Labadie, Box
1015, Grass Valley, Calif.

Bless your heart, honey, we’re making
all sorts of mistakes, as you can see by
reading some of the above letters; but
there’s one mistake us Texas men never
make—and that’s slighting the “ladies.”
Now, you just be patient and give us
time. We’re slow and a little awkward,
but once we get going, look out! We're
as hard to stop as a cyclone!—Joe.

On The Spot
Dear Joe:

Brother! If you think you are on the
spot as a result of your new venture,
your left hand knoweth not what your
right hand doeth.

. ... Your editorial in Volume 1—No.
1, was a masterpiece of honest and hum-
ble appeal to the very people who are
suffering from ptomaine poisoning of the
intellect, and who will rally to your
fresh new diet with enthusiasm. But
dont jump to conclusions, Bud. I am no
starry-eyed dreamer, gullible hero-wor-
shipper, no impractical theorist. Your
correspondent happens to be a hard-boil-
ed old realist of the old-fashioned school
of “Horse Sense” and hard knocks. He al-
so happens to have kept abreast of the
publishing game through writers maga-
zines and “Writer’s Yearbooks” for many
years, through book reviews, book-trade
publications, the columns of critics and
commentators, and the obituaries of
many highly publicized periodicals which
expired because they lacked the HUMAN
TOUCH.—Roy Brandt, 61 Hialeah Drive,
Hialeah, Fla.

Well, the “Human Touch” is what
we’ve drawed a bead on, Roy, and we
sure hope our aim is good enough to
keep us out of them obituaries you’ve
been reading—Joe.

Anything Can Happen
Parents of the New Rag:

Well, as they say, anything can happen
in this dad-blamed world . . . . Like a
fool, I opened Vol. 1, No. 1 of this new
“rag” and found to my amazement that
this was the best magazine I have ever
laid eyes on. I started with the first story
of true adventure and never stopped
reading until I fought every Indian war,
lived in the wilds with Jim Bridger,
drank in the saloons with Hootchy-Koot-
chy Kate in Gateway, Montana (my old
stomping grounds,) and panned gold
around Virginia City, home of the Vigi-
lantes.—James R. Hein, Hq. Sq. Section,
3700th Air Base Group, Lackland Air
Force Base, San Antonio, Texas.

Well, that’s fine, James, but there ain’t
a thing to be amazed about, on account

. of we planned it that way. We aim for

every issue of True West to grab every
reader by the ears and shake him till
his teeth rattle!—Ed.

True West



Gudebrod introduces
its G-5 Nylon Floater Line as a truly modern advance for fly fishing. G-5—

Nothing like it, you'll say, for pleasurable fly fishing.

like all Gudebrod lines is smooth, strong . . . accurately calibrated for pre-
cision performance. Gudebrod has given G-5 the special finish that keeps
it afloat for easy riding on the surface. You can use G-5 all day—and never
worry about a water-logged line. Line dressings are not necessary to sup-
port the floating qualities of G-5. Use of a dressing on any fly line is a
matter of your own choice. Ask for Gudebrod’s G-5 Floater Line at your
favorite dealer.

YOU CAN BUY G-5 FLOATER in GREEN and in THREE TYPES

"G-5" Double Tapers

Packaged: 1—30 yd. coil per plastic leader box
Sizes: HDH, HCH, GBG

"G-5" Torpedo Tapers (3 diameters)
Packaged: 1—40 yd. coil per plastic leader box
Sizes: HDG, HCF, GBF, GAF
"G-5" Level Line
Packaged: 4 —25 yd. coils per plastic utility box
Sizesi 't E, D, C. B
Test: 24, 28, 32, 36,40

G-5
FLOATER
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Write Dept. T44 for our New Catalog
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DANGDEST TRUE PHOTO WE'VE EVER SEEN!

Hold up there, Podner! Must be Jane Russell's swimming under there. Posed picture? Nope, it's

the McCoy.

Just like an Ithaca FEATHERLIGHT Repeater with you shooters after it. That's the
way it is, boys. from a fish eye view—you've got us outnumbered. We're pouring on
the coal, though, and if you'll tell your gun man NOW you want one, you'll be set for
the 1954 season.

Travel farther, finish fresher, and ge! into action quicker with an Ithaca FEATHER-
LIGHT Repeater.

ITHACA GUN CO. INC.
P.S.—The FEATHERLIGHT has bottom ejection:
protection for YOU and your gun. B 0X 6 I T H A c A N Y
’ ’ . .

P.S. No. 2—Big catalog with tips on shooting, for 10c.






