TOP GUNHAWK-MANNEN THE GREAT

M

Jk CkaftCton

~Nubfceatton

May 35e

MASSACRE
VALLEY
AND THE
SAVAGE
SIOCX

FANTASTIC
STORY OF
THE BULLET
THAT KILLED
BILL HICKOK

W EST

mRobert Stanley



Cannibal

Indians!

Stranger than Fiction!

WEIRD! INCREDIBLE!

Yet every word based on fact

by ED KILMAN

SSM

by GEORGE HENDRICKS

MORE GOOD BOOKS

By LHand Lovelace
Get this book for in-
formation on_ millions-
of dollars oi hidden
and lost treasure A
top-selling book 54.00

By Oren Arnold. The
Lost Dutchman Mine
in Superstition Moun-
tain near Phoenix —
how and where to

look
for it *2.00

HORRIBLE MAN-EATING GIANTS

ONCE

THE SCOURGE OF OUR OWN SOUTHWEST

The blood-chilling true story of the
treacherous Karankawa Indians who were
once lords and masters of the Texas Gulf
Coast region YOUR BLOOD WILL
RUN COLD when )on read of their hid-
eous rues and practices, their inhumane
ceremonies and customs. They actually
ate the flesh of living victims®

Learn how the deceitful savages became
smirking sheep in wolves clothing, pos-
ing as Christian converts so they could

win the trust of the white settlers wha
were to be their next victims. CAN-
NIBAL COAST tells how the blood-
thirsty savages fought to kill to the last
man the white invaders of their hunting
grounds. How white men became slaves
of savage red tribes. Why the merciless
giant cannibals brought about their own
destruction and became extinct. Fascina-
ting, exciting reading about an almost
forgotten era in American history. Aof
recommended for timid readers.

NOW! Read the TRUTH

about the fabulous gun-toting

BAD MAN of the WEST

How did he live? How did he die? What did he actually look
like? Read about his peculiar code What made a "killing” dif-

ferent from a murder?

You've seen them on TV. Now meet them face to face. Find out

what really made them tick

chose fast-drawing, ruthless bad
men who made the West a legend

Intimate, personal stories,

every word true. Many never before told in print. The notorious

fames Brothers. Billy the Kid

hundreds of others.

Illustrated

with numerous photographs ot famous outlaw’s and lawmen. A
genuine expose of the Old West Add it to your collection of

Western books today

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE!

Mail the coupon to us today, or

drop us a letter telling us which of these good books you want to own.
Keep vour books for ten days, read them, examine them. If you are
not fully satisfied, return the books within ten days and your money

will be refunded in full

These books are published by
The Naylor Com?any, San Antonio, Texas —
nationally known for its hundreds of fine book’
of *tronf regional interest.

To;

REAL WEST BOOK DEPT. RW-f
Charlton Advertising Corp.

Charlton Building

Derby, Conti.

To;
REAL WEST BOOK DEPT RW-9
Charlton Advertising Corp.

Charlton Building

Derby, Cotin.
1 accept your mone!
lease sent

-oack guarantee offer. | enclose $.
me the books checked below. If I am no;

satisfied | will send the books back within ten days for a full
refund of my purchase price

Please send me tcheck the books wanted)
t > CANNIBAL COAST b> Ed_Kilman, $500

i ) BAD MAN OF THE WEST by George Hendricks,

$5.00

t ) LOST MINES AND HIDDEN' TREASURES by Leland

Lovelace. SA00
/ GHOST GOLD by Oren Arnold. S2
f ) LAW WEST OF THE PECOS by E

By Everett Lloyd. The
original manuscript, the

Story of Judge Roy ADDRESS
Bean, self-styled “Law CITY ..
West of

the Pec&_sd)

0"
rett Lloyd, $2.00



Route 66— Only 39 Miles from America's 7 * Fastest Growing City

ALBUQUERQUE?NEW MEXICO.,.

An Acre of Your Own in

THE VALLEY OF THE ESTAHCIA

RANCHETTES

MEMBER ALBUQUERQUE
CHAMBER OF COMMERCE

FULL ACRE

FULL PRICE *395

Suddenly - almost without warning - the land boom is on in New Mexico. All at
once Americans have discovered the "Land of Enchantment”. .. and homes and ranch-
ettes are springing up on lush verdant tracts which until now were enormous ranches,

And especially is this true of the lovely valleys surrounding Albuquerque, the queen
Of New Mexico. This exciting city is bursting at the seams and homes are spilling out
in all directions. Albuquerque has become America's "7th fastest growing city” — and
is picking up speed at an astounding tempo.

Astounding? Please consider: In 1940 Albuquerque had less than 36,000 people.
By 1950 it had soared to 97,000. And in the last 10 years it has rocketed to more
than 260,000!

There are so many reasons for this fantastic rate of growth. Nowhere in America
is there land more beautiful than the rich valleys that rim Albuquerque. The climate
is possibiy without equal in ail of America - a summertime of balmy sunny days’
and bracing nights — blanket-sleeping nights; and in the winter equally sunny days* —
shirt-sleeve weather. Health? This is a region whose mildness and purity of climate
have given new life to people from all parts of our land - where, in respiratory ail-
ments alone, thousands of cures have been miraculously achieved by the mild weather,
the dry air, the abundant sunshine, the low humidity. In the words of the Encyclopedia
Brittanies the Albuquerque region is "a health resort”! And what about sports, enter-
tainment, activities, opportunity? In the lofty close-by mountains are fishing, swim-
ming, hunting. Skiers wear shorts. Golf is played the year 'round. Albuquerque itself
is crammed with magnificent shops, theatres, churches, schools - including the Uni-
versity of New Mexico with 7000 enrolled students, bright new college buildings and
modern football stadium. Albuquerque has the 5th busiest airport in the United States.
Its industry and employment potential are boundless. Its 3 television channels and 9
radio stations, its opportunties in land ownership, jobs, small business; its sunniness,
its freshness and sparkle - all of these mark the personality of a great city.

The wonder is not that Albuquerque is growing so rapidly. The wonder is that one
can still buy a lovely Diece of land close to the city at so low a price as $395 an acre!
All you have to do is «»take a look at the six cities which in all of America have grown
even faster than Albuquerque. What would you have to pay for an acre of comparable
land only 39 miles from their shops and theaters?

Cost Per Acre ol

b " CENTRAL CITY>
THESE P'SAISES INCLUDE OUTSIDE Comparable Land

Rate ef Rise 39 Miles from
Papulation 1950-1960 Downtown

1. San Jose, Calif 639,615 120.1% $2,500 - $ 5,000
2. Phoenix, Arizona 652,032 96.5 $3,500 - $ 7,000
3. Tucson, Arizona 262,139 85.6 $1,500-$ 3,000
4. Miami, Florida 917,851 85.4 $5,000-$10,000
5. Sacramento, Cai 500,719 80.7 $2,000
6. San Diego, Cai. 1,003,522 80.2 $4,000 - $ 8,000
7. Albuquerque, N. M. 260.319 78.7 $395 (Valley of

The Estancia
Ranchettes!

Last year Jpr example, there were only 8 days thal were not sunny

DOWN
A MONTH

These .statistics are eye-openers, aren't they? Yet real estate man are saying that
the prices you have just read will soon apply to the Albuquerque region!

And as lovely and luxuriant an area as Albuquerque can boast is The Valley of the
tstancia Ranchettes. Rimmed by mountains, lying flush alongside the most important
highway in the West, Route 66, and only 39 miles from Albuquerque, The Valley of
the Estancia Ranchettes is the essence of the enchanting Southwest. Please read this
carefully! The Valley of the Estancia Ranchettes are not barren desert tracts. They are
lush and green! Water waits to be tapped. The soil is so fertile as to bear fruit trees
and truck gardens. Our Route 66 neighbors frame the landscape with their low m ;;;ee
ranchettes, homes, motels. Our next door neighbor is the famed $200,000 icegscrn
Museum of the Old West ... Oh yes, this is a very lovely land.

As our headline says, an acre in our beautiful VALLEY Of THE ESTANCIA RANCH-
FTTES costs $395 complete! And the terms are $10 down and $10 a month per acre.
That's it - no extras, no hidden additional costs. You may reserve as many acres as
you wish. ANO YOU TAKE NO RISK IN SENDING YOUR $10 TO RESERVE YOUR ONE ACRE
RANCHETTE SITE. Your $10 reserves an acre for you, but you have the unqualified right
to change your mind. As soon as we receive your reservation we will send you your
Purchase Agreement and Property Owner's Kit. The package will show you exactly
where your property is and will include full maps, photographs and complete informa-
tion about your property. Other maps will show you nearby Arizona — even old Mexico
itself, 250 miles away. You may have a full 30 day period to go through this fascinating
portfolio, check our references, talk it over with your family. If during that time you
should wish to change your mind (and you don't have to give a reason either) your
reservation deposit will be instantly refunded. (ALBUQUERQUE bank REFERENCES)

Experienced realtors think that the Albuquerque area presents the most exciting
acreage buy in America. On the outskirts of the city, land is now going for $5000 to
$6000 an acre. One day soon the Valley of the Estancia Ranchettes could be a suburb
of Albuquerque. Act now. You'll be forever grateful that you did

1
VALLEY OF THE ESTANCIA RANCHETTES s
, Dept. LH-39

I 2316 CENTRAL S.E.. ALBUQUERQUE, NEW MEXICO

Gentlemen: | wish to reserve acres in the VALLEY OF THE |
|  ESTANCIA RANCHETTES. | enclose a deposit of $---------------(Please send i
deposit of $10 for each $395 acre, you reserve.) Please rush complete details,
including my Purchaser's Agreement, Property Owner's Kit, maps, photo-
graphs, and all data. It is strictly understood that 1 may Change my mind
within 30 days for any reason and that my deposit will be fully and
instantly refunded if I do.

O N tYJfO

RN

Name.



OW accurate was the old time six

gun? We get many questions on
this. The answer, if the record of the
old time shooting matches and the
gun fights are correct, is that the ac-
curacy was good at two feet, fair at five
feet, and beyond that the most so-called
expert gunman would have difficulty
hitting the side of a barn.

The Dragoon Colt, the percussion
six gun common in the West before
1870, was a huge and awkward wea-
pon, weighing close to five pounds,
with a barrel so poorly rifled, if it
could be called that, rhat nobody had
any idea just where the slug was going
after it left the barrel. Stories of gun-
men cutting the throats of chickens at
a hundred yards with a Dragoon Colt
are pure fiction.

Others types of guns followed, but
probably the most effective and suc-
cessful was the Colt single action .45
caliber brought out in 1872. This wea-
pon has been called "The Peacemaker,”
"The Equalizer,” "The Frontier Six
Gun,” and the plain "Frontier Model.”
It was a vast improvement on the Dra-
goon Colt as it weighed only 2-1/2

pounds and could be handled with
greater ease, yet its accuracy wasn’t
great if we judge what happened in cer-
tain famous gun fights,

Phil Coe, the Texan, supposed to be
able to knock heads off nails at twenty
yards — stood toe to toe with Wild Bill
Hickok in their gun duel in Abilene.
He fired twelve bullets and all missed
Hickok. Hickok fired eleven of his
bullets and the last one hit Coe in the
groin.

So the marksmanship of the old time
gunmen, with even the Peacemaker,
wasn’t anything remarkable,

Q: One reads that there were fifty
saloons and dives in Little Texas, that
area south of the railroad tracks in
Abilene. Is this true? John Graham, St,
Paul, Minnesota.

A: J.B. Edwards, who lived in Abi-
lene during those wild days, later -wrote
that there were only four saloons and
two dance halls in Little Texas. Since
Little Texas covered less than two
blocks, it would have been impossible to
have had fifty saloons and dives.

Q: Who was Ben Daniels and what
can you tell me about him? Robert
Curry, Allen Military Academy, Dyon,
Texas.

A: Ben Daniels was quite an out-
standing character. He started out as a
teenage buffalo hunter in the Texas
Panhandle, now Lamb County. He was
in the famous Indian battle at Yellow
Houses in that same county. He went to
Dodge City with Bat Masterson and
served as a police officer. After that he
wandered over the southwest serving as
a peace officer, bartender, and any
work he could get. He was a tall, hand-
some man, considered cool-headed with
a gun. He enlisted with Teddy Roose-
velts Rough Riders, fought at San Juan
Hill, and Teddy called him the bravest
of the brave. Teddy made him United
States Marshal for Arizona after the
war.

Q: The man of mystery in the old
West was Jack McCall, the Killer of
Wild Bill Hickcok. I have been unable
to find anything about him. Do you
have any information? Jake Smith,
Kansas City, Kansas.

A: There are many stories about
jack MccCall, but none have been ac-
cepted as the facts. McCall claimed at
the time he killed Wild Bill that Wild
Bill had shot his brother in the back,
but at the time he was hung, a sister in
Kentucky wrote the authorities saying
that he was an only son. A nephew
secretly wrote a magazine, saying that
McCall was from Missouri and that he
was never bung. Nobody seems to know
much about this mystery character.

(Continued on Page 69)

These guns, used by Western characters, took impressive, but many of them were not always too effective in gun fights.
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The great enigma of Indian life
was the medicine man. The picture
we get of this character from fiction
and TV is of an evil, fat-faced vil-
lain whose weird control over the
tribe and the Chiefs is all power-
ful. Quite the contrary is the truth.
The medicine man was the family
doctor to the tribe, a kindly counse
lor, and while some may have beer,
evil, the great majority were not.
We may laugh at his wierd rites and
shenanagans, but they were based
on ignorance, which can't be said
about the white traveling medicine
men, who were really the doctors
for che white settlers.

The truth is those early day
pioneers had far more faith in the
curative powers of the Indian medi-
cine man than they did in the white
doctors. Behind the hocus-pocus of
the Indian medicine man’s tricks was
a deep knowledge of the medical

qualities of roots and herbs, and
even today some of our best known
medicines were given us by the In-
dian medicine men. Besides treat-
ing the sick, che medicine man was
che father confessor to all Indians,
che man they respected and admired.

If you are interested in books on
the Indian medicine man. why nor
cake a try at exchanging whatever
you have with some reader who has
these books or pamphlets. Our Trad-
ing Post, starting with this issue,
will be a good means for the ex-
change



HE number of letters we are getting

from foreign countries would in-
dicate there are many Western buffs
outside this country. The majority of
letters come from England and the
writers complain they can’t get enough
Western material in their country.
Mexico and Argentina are next, but
letters also come from Australia,
Greece, Austria, and Norway. Most of
the letters are written in English, which
must mean that a lot of people in those
countries can read English. It can be
added that their grasp of the essentials
of the history of the West is remark-
able.

We are indebted to Mrs. Jesse Ed-
ward James, wife of Jesse James, Jr.,
for this interesting letter, which should
settle once and forever the question
about her children.

My Dear Mr. Rand:

I would like to answer the question
that was asked by Mr. Samuel K. Long
ir November Real West about Jesse
James’ grandchildren. | am the mother
of four of them, all living in Los An-
geles, California. | married Jesse Edward
James, sometimes referred to as Jesse
James, Jr., in 1900. Jesse James left
two children, Jesse six and a half, and
Mary, three and half. Mary had three
sons, all living in and near Kansas City,
one daughter who died in infancy. My
family of four daughters — four grand-
children — and three great-grandchil-
dren, with two son-in-laws, three grand-
son-in-laws, are a very closely-knit fami-
ly of seventeen. We have a wondereful
family relationship and family gather-
ings.

My husband Jesse Edward passed a-
way in March, 1951. He lies in beauti-
ful Forest-Lawn Memorial Park, in
Glendale, California. Mary James Barr
passed away in 1935. She was buried in
the old family cemetery in Kearney,
Missouri. If there is anything more
that Mr. Long would like to know a-
bout the Jesse James family | would be
pleased to put him straight. | do ap-
preciate people who seek the truth.
There are so many pretenders. There
6

have been eleven gbost-Jesse James
come; to life since | have been in the
family. One fake, Jesse James the Third
who is getting some publicity in Col-
orado Springs, Colorado. He would
need to be the son of my husband jesse
Edward. We did not have a son.

Sincerely,

Stella James

(Mrs. Jesse James, Jr.)
4124 W. Slauson Street
Los Angeles 43, California

We are sure our readers will appreci-
ate very much the information given
in Airs. James* letter.

AN ENGLISH READER

Dear Sir:

| have just bought a copy of your
magazine Real West, Vol. 2, No. 8§,
1959, from a news agent here in Lond-
on. As | am really nuts on the Old West
and its fabulou. characters, | think this
is a gem of a magazine for a lover of
the Old West.

It’s a mighty shame we can’t buy
magazines regularly in England, as
most people over here seem to be West-
ern mad the way they keep oh clamour-
ing for new Westerns that are shown
on the T.V. networks over here.

| have just been reading the Tragic
story of Wild Bill Hickok by Jay San-
dell in Vol. 2, No. 8, and | find it hard
to believe what he writes. Wild Bill
has been my Western hero for a long
time, and will always be. | have read
quite a few articles and short stories
about the deadshot Marshal.

Here’s wishing your magazine tre-
mendous success’

| remain,

Yours faithfully,
Harold M. Staples

63 Belgrade Road
State Newington
London N. 16
England

This is a sample of the letters we
are getting from England.

FROM VENEZUELA

Dear Sirs:

For some time | have been a regular
reader of "Real West” and have en-
joyed greatly the interesting factual
stories of the old west. However the
Qualey story of Little "Dick the Ter-
rible” was hadly off on facts.

To begin with, in the story of the
Coffeville raid by the Dalton Bros.,
the lame horse of Bill Doolin is ac-
curate. Where Qualey really begins to
stray badly is in his account of the bat-
tle of Ingalls. Little Dick West was, as
| know, present at this battle. However
the facts are that Marshals Speed and
Houston were actually killed by "Ar-
kansas Tom” from his vantage point
in an upper story room of a hotel. |
might add that an innocent bystander by
name of Dal Simmons was also killed by
the same person.

Tom, as recounted by Qualey, was
captured and after serving a long pri-
son term, went straight. Another glar-
ing inaccuracy is the story of the "Rose
of the Cimarron.” True she was a nice
girl who was caught in Ingalls on a visit
to her boy friend, the outlaw "Bitter
Creek.” The story is thus: Bitter Creek’s
rifle was put out of action by a mar-
shal's bullet which hit the magazine
as he held it across in front of saddle
mounted on his horse in street in front
of Pierce House at start of battle.

The bullet deflected and went down
his leg inflicting a more or less severe
wound. The "Rose” heroic role was
carrying him another rifle thru the
heavy cross fire of marshal and outlaw.
After death of Bitter Creek she married
a prominent person, raised a family,
etc. Her indentity was also kept a se-
cret by Bill Tilghman.

Little Dick West may have been
captured by the latter but not instantly
killed as per Qualey, as I recall he was
wounded and captured south of Elgin,
Kansas in Indian Territory, loaded on a
Santa Fe train at Elgin and later died in
Oklahoma. He was also, according to
attending physician Dr. Jeffries of

(Continued on Page 7i)



c:T"\o you avoid the use of certain

Lt words even though you know
perfectly well what they mean? Have you
ever been embarrassed in front of friends
or the people you work with, because you
pronounced a word incorrectly? Are you
sometimes unsure of yourself in a conver-
sation with new acquaintances? Do you
have difficulty writing a good letter or
putting your true thoughts down on paper?

"If so, then you're a victim of crippled
English,” says Don Bolander, Director of
Career Institute. "Crippled English is a
handicap suffered by countless numbers of
intelligent, adult men and women. Quite
often they are held back in their jobs and
their social lives because of their English.
And yet, for one reason or another, it is
impossible for these people to go back
to school.”

Is there any way, without going back
to school, to overcome this handicap?
Don Bolander says, “Yes!" With degrees
from the University of Chicago and North-
western University, Bolander is an author-
ity on adult education. During the past
eight years he has helped thousands of
men and women stop making mistakes in
English, increase their vocabularies, im-
prove their writing, and become interesting
monversationalists right in theirown homes.

BOLANDER TELLS
HOW IT CAN BE DONE

During a recent interview, Bolander said.
“You don't have to go back to school in
order to speak and write like a college
graduate. You can gain the ability quickly
and easily in the privacy of your own
home through the Career Institute
Method." In his answers to the following
questions, Bolander tells how it can be
done.

Question What is so important about a
person’s ability to speak and write?

Answer People judge you by the way you
speak and write. Poor English weakens
your self-confidence - handicaps you in
your dealings with other people. Good
English is absolutely necessary for get-
ting ahead in business and social life.

‘It's easy," says Don Bolander.
‘and you don't have to go back to school!”

You can’t express your ideas fully or
reveal your true personality without a
sure command of good English.

Question What do you mean by a “com-
mand of English™?

Answer A command of English means you
can express yourself clearly and easily
without fear of embarrassment or mak-
ing mistakes. It means you can write
well, carry on a good conversation —
also read rapidly and remember what
you read. Good English can help you
throw off self-doubts that may be hold-
ing you back.

Question But isnt it necessary for a person
to go to school in order to gain a com-
mand of good English?

Answer No, not any more. You can gain
the ability to speak and write like a
college graduate right in your own home
—in only a few minutes each day.

Question Is this something new?

Answer Career Institute of Chicago has
been helping people for many years.
The Career Institute Method quickly
shows you how to stop making embar-
rassing mistakes, enlarge your vocabu-
lary, develop your writing ability,
discover the "secrets" of interesting
conversation.

Question Does it really work?

Answer Yes, beyond question. In my files
there are thousands of letters, case his-
tories and testimonials from people who
have used the Career Institute Method
to achieve amazing success in their busi-
ness and personal lives.

DON BOLANDER, Career Institute,Dept.

How to Speak and Write
ke a College Graduate

Question Who are some of these people?

Answer Almost anyone you can think of.
The Career Institute Method is used by
men and women of all ages. Some have
attended college, others high school,
and others only grade school. The
method is used by business men and
women, typists and secretaries, teachers,
industrial workers, clerks, ministers and
public speakers, housewives, sales
people, accountants, foremen, writers,
foreign-born citizens, government and
military personnel, retired people, and
many others.

ke

uestion How long does it take for a per-
son to gain the ability to speak and
write like a college graduate, using the
Career Institute Method?

Answer In some cases people take only a
few weeks to gain a command of good
English. Others take longer. It is up
to you to set your own pace In as
little time as 15 minutes a day. you wiil
see quick results.

Question How may a person find out more
about the Career Institute Method?

Answer | will gladly mail a free 32-page
booklet to anyone who is interested.

MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOKLET

If you would like a free copy of the 32-page
booklet. How to Gain a Command of
Good English, just mail the coupon be-
low. The booklet explains how the Career
Institute Method works and how you can
gain the ability to speak and write like a
college graduate quickly and enjoyably at
home. Send the coupon or a post card today.
The booklet will be mailed to you promptly,

E-1195, 30 East Adams, Chicago 3. Il

Please mail me a free copy of your 32-page booklet.

NAME.
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MANNEN the Grea

Many writers have painted Mannen Clements as outlaw Kkiller,

but true tacts picture turn in a tar different and Jieroic tight,

By Carelton Mays

ITERS give the date as August 14, 1874 and add

that a cloud of fear and horror hung over the town

of Wichita, Kansas. At the edge of the small settlement

two hundred angry Texans, so the story goes, were

marching with guns drawn to the center of town, boast-
ing they would blow the place to hell.

Citizens are pictured as hiding behind doors and some

in cellars. Against this horde of Texans was only one

man, Wyatt Earp, who was called the marshal in

Wichita. Alone and without fear he is supposed to havt
walked to meet the oncoming Texans, his hands on the
butts of his six guns, ready to draw with lightning speed.

As he neared the mob, a tall and raw-boned Texan,
Mannen Clements, who has been described as a blood-
thirsty outlaw, stepped forward. Wyatt Earp said, "Man-
nen turn your men around or I'll blow you all to King-
dom come,” The story goes on to say that this Mannen
Clements, backed by two hundred armed Texans, paled



Mannen Clements learned the rough and tough life of the old West first as rider for a number of wagon trains.

with fear and frantically pleaded with his men to go
back and not try to shoot up the town, the suggestion
being that the cold eyes of Wyatt Earp had struck terror
in the heart of Mannen Clements and the two hundred
Texans.

A dramatic and touching story, one of the favorite
western yerns. The only trouble is that there is not a
grain of truth in it. In 1874 Wyatt Earp was not a mar-
shal or an assistant marshal in Wichita. Nyle H. Miller.
Secretary of the Kansas State Historical Society, and
Joseph W. Snell, have compiled a remarkable work on
the marshals of the Kansas cattle towns. They have gone
through newspapers of all the Kansas cattle towns and
have told the truth about many of the so-called heroes.

They show that the police force of Wichita in 1874
consisted of William Smith sis, marshal, his assistant was
Dan Parks, and the policemen were James Cairn, John
Behtens, and William Dobbs. In. June, Sam Botts was
hired as an extra policeman. Earp is not mentioned as
being on the force.

N April 21. 1875 he was appointed as a policeman

(not marshal or assistant) and his tenure of office,
which was not outstanding, came to an abrupt end in
April 1876 when he was discharged from the police force
for disorderly conduct. Also, Miller and Snell unearthed
an order dated May 10, 1876 by the city council to the
marshal to enforce the vagrancy law against two Earps,
one presumed to be Wyatt.

Not only is the part Wyatt Earp is claimed to have
played in this great Western drama fiction, but Mannen
Clements and the Texan’s part is wrong. On the day
Mannen Clements was said to have been in Wichita lead-
ing two hundred angry Texans, he was in Commanche
County, Texas, trying to be of some help to his cousin,
Wes Hardin, who had taken the outlaw trail. In a fight
with Deputy Sheriff Charles Wedd, Hardin killed the
deputy.

Hardin escaped, but his brother joe Hardin and ocher
members of the gang were lynched. The hanging of Joe
H :xlin was a tragic mistake. He was older than Wes, a

respected citizen and a prominent lawyer in Commanche.
He had tried without success to persuade his kid brother
to give up crime. When he heard that Deputy Webb had
been shot and a mob had formed to lynch his brother,
he grabbed a shotgun and ran ro help him. Instead of
accomplishing this, he ran iinto the mob and got hung
with the other outlaws, while Wes Hardin made his es-
cape.

(Continued on next Page)

Wes Hardin, cousin of Mannen, was a burden to him.
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NNEN Clements would have probably met the

same fate if he had arrived in time. As it was, he

got there right after the hanging. Even then he raised

enough furor over fhe hanging of Joe Hardin that he

barely escaped the noose. The supporters of Wyatt Earp

have painted Mannen Clements as an outlaw and the
number one badman of Texas,

There is no evidence to back this up. Mannen Clements
was never convicted of any major crime, or ever had a
price on his head. He was tough and hard, able to take
care of himself with fists or six guns. It was an era when
only such men survived.

The fiction of Wyatt Earp forcing Mannen Clements
to back down didn’t appear until long after his death,
and the death of those who knew him. This fairy tale
must have caused many an old timer to turn over in his
grave. No man or beast ever made Mannen, The Great,
as he was called in those days, back down or run away
from a fight.

Emanuel Clements, nicknamed Mannen, was born in
1830 near Round Lake, Texas, now called Smiley Lake. As
a youth he rode for Columbus Carrol and Jack Johnson,
and soon became known as one of the best trail drivers
in Texas. Tall and powerful physically, with a trigger
quick temper, he was a man few cared to face in either
a fist fight or a gun duel. Yet he had a deep sense of
fairness and was always ready to fight for the underdog,
which often got him in trouble. He had a domineering,
way about him, never offensive, that caused men to turn
to him and early in life he got the nickname, “Mannen,
The Great.”

When young Joe McCoy, the ex-union soldier, came

to Texas in 1867 and persuaded some of the Texas cattle-.

men to risk driving a herd North to Abilene, Mannen
Clements was one of the first trail drivers. He got his
herd through with fewer losses than any other trail
driver.

IS fame increased and every year saw him taking a
herd north. Like most men in those rough days, he

often faced trouble. He soon proved to all Texas that he .

After Mermen Cle-
ments had been fried
for the shooting of
Joe and Adolph Shad-
den, he went to San
Antonio, but  Wes
Hardin didn’t permit
him to remain there
long. When Mannen
heard that his cousin
had been falsely ar-
rested through the
treachery of a sheriff
in east Texas, he rode
to the town and freed
Hardin from the jail.

could handle six guns with amazing speed and skill, but
he always stayed within the law and often helped peace
officers.

On the drive North in 1871 Joe and Adolph Shadden
were two of his trail hands. There was some question a
bout their reputation and it was believed that they plann-
ed to work with rustlers to have the herd stolen, one of
the favorite tricks of rustlers used on herds going north.
Planting a couple of men with the herd, made the theft
that much easier.

Whether the Shadden brothers wanted to kill Mannen
or not is disputed, but they did everything possible to
anger him into a fight, figuring that two guns could

This letter, published by courtesy of Kansas State Histori-
cal Society, was written by the city officials of Wichita
and ordered the Earps out of town for vagrancy.



Manner* Clements posed with his children in Austin.

silence one easily. The Shaddens were supposed to be
cop gunmen. On the night of April 28, 1871 Mannen
Clements' herd was nearing the Kansas border on the
Indian Territory side. They stopped near a small creek
for the night. Joe Shadden, the older of the twm, had
been ribbing Mannen about his refusal to fight. As a
trail driver, Mannen Clements always tried co stay out of
trouble with his men.

Buc Joe Shadden kept ribbing Mannen and then sud-
denly jumped to his feet and yelled, "You God-dammed
coward.” He reached for his gun. His brother, Adolph,
was behind him, near a wagon, and he went for his gun
at the same time. Mannen Clements beat Joe Shadden to
the draw and his bullet hit Shadden in the heart, and as
his gun roared, Mannen Clements went down and the
bullet from Adolph Shadden’s gun zipped over his head.
That was the last shot Adolph Shadden ever fired. A
bullet from Mannen's six gun ploughed into his chest
and he fell face forward dead.

T became apparent that the Shadden brothers had out-

side help, probably men following the herd ready

to attack as soon as Mannen Clements was dead. When

the herd arrived in Abilene, news of the shooting had

preceded it and Wild Bill Hickok, marshal at Abilene,
arrested Mannen Clements and threw' him in jail.

Wes Hardin was in Abilene and he went to Wild
Bill Hickok. “Listen, Bill,” Hardin said, "you made a
mistake when you threw Mannen in jail. He’s my cousin,
but he’s not like me. Mannen wouldn’t kill a man unless
it was a fair gun fight and he couldn’t help it, and I'll
vouch for that."

"The charge has been made against him/’ Hickcok
answered. "l had to arrest him."

"Release him,” Wes Hardin said.

"l can’t do that," Hickcok answered.

"You can if they set bail and 1 put it up,” Wes Hardin
said. “I'll guarantee that Mannen stands trail. He has
nothing to fear. The Shaddens tried to kill him.”

Wes Hardin won his point and Mannen Clements was
released from the Abilene jail. He went back to the In-
dian Territory where he was tried for the killing of the
two Shadden brothers. Witnesses from his outfit appear-
ed for him and the jury promptly found him not guilty

The part Wes Hardin played in helping Mannen
Clements showed his complex character. Wes Killed
his first man at 15, shot him in the back, and today he
w-ould be called a homicidal juvenile delinquent. He was
probably one of the most cold-blooded killers in the
history of Texas, yet his background certainly should
have made him a different man. His father was a Met
hodist preacher, and his great grandfather was Colonel
Joseph Hardin of Tennessee. The Hardin family was one
of the most respected and prominent in Texas in those
years.

ITH Wes Hardin's homicidal complex, he had a

deep sense of loyalty to friends and especially to
his family. Clements mother was a Hardin. Wes Hardin
never turned against a friend or a member of his family,
and when any member was in trouble, he would risk
even-'thing to help them. He always had a deep affec-
tion for Mannen Clements and his act of getting him
free from jail fitted into his strange personality.

Mannen Clements also had a sense of loyalty to the
family, and while he never approved of Wes Hardin's
killings and outlaw activities, he was always willing to
help him. It wasn’t long after Mannen Clements was
freed of the charge of murder that the chance came for
him to return Hardin's favor.

(Continued on Page 56)

Joe Clements was prominent cattle man and lawman
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WHERE THE DEAD
CRT

The Crying Dead was only one of the mysteries of those

ancient cities of the prehistoric Cliff Dwellers*.

By Major George Fredericks

HE ghastly, terrifying scream of death echoed
through the still air of those high cliffs, a wailing
lamentation that seemed to penetrate every crevice and
rock. It came from the Sun Temple at the top of the
cliffs, and inside this Temple Indian priests danced
and yelled and waved grotesque head gear and banners.
The victims of the bloody sacrifices, young men and
girls, stood naked, waiting the death that was to come to
them from rhe heavy rock tomahawks, wielded with a-
anazing skill by their executioners.

This took place over a thousand years ago in that area
of the northern Navajo country called the "Four Cor-
ners/' because one standing there can see Arizona, New
Mexico, Utah, and Colorado. The Spanish explorers
called it "Mesa Verde" (Green mesa).

What took place in that Sun Temple where the vic-
tims were sacrificed to the Gods of the Cliff Dwellers
has to be a matter of conjecture, yet enough has been
learned from the legends handed down by the Indians
believed to be the descendants of this ancient race — the
Hopi. the Zuni, the Acona, the other Pueblo Indians —
to know that these sacrifices did take place. Today these
Indians claim that the ghostly cries or the dead can still
be heard among the ruins of the one time fabulous cities
in those cliffs.

O were these ancient cliff dwellers and where did

hey come from? The answer to these questions

are lost in antiquity, but modern archaeologists, proi>
mg into the ruins they left, have come up with some in-



A study of this picture will show
the excellent masonry of these
prehistoric people and the myste-
rious shapes of their house. Ar-
chaeologists haven’t yet figured
out all the answers to why the
houses were constructed in such
a strange manner, but they are
convinced that it had something
to do with the underground world
of the city. Burial crypts, remains
of strange rituals and sacrifices
indicate a good part of the life
of the cliff cities was spent in the
dork underground areas which
went deep and stretched in all
directions. The lighting system,
made up of a series of torch
niches, was unique in the way
the lighted torches threw their
rays into distance.

reresting information about the first known men in
the West. The geological formation of that land, which
made possible che cities of the Cliff Dwellers, has cer-
tain interesting angles.

Countless ages ago the earth crust exploded upward,
leaving vast plateaus on top of red stone hills. Later
these were subject to a wearing down process of erosion,
and the climate of the Southwest, hot and dry, had much
to do with the forming of the broad mesas, high walled
canyons, and the desert areas. Rains washed the boulders
and rocks leaving a deep layer of fertile soil on the tops
of these cliffs.

Earth movements raised the hills and cliffs to the
north co over 9,000 feet, while on the southern end, mo
hundred miles south, to an elevation of only 2500 feet,
and in some cases much less. Pinyon and juniper trees
gre\s in the top soil, as well as some plants and scrubs.
Wild game lived on this vegetation when thelirst stone
age man climbed those cliffs to find a soil where he
could grow corn, squash and other food. How long ago
this was is not known. Archaeologists digging into the
ruins of the ancient cities have found chat these cities
were built on che ruins of more primitive and smaller
cities. It is believed that these early ruins date back
10,000 years, which provides the interesting fact chat
man was on this continent at the same time as he ap-
peared in the Middle East.

ONTRARY to the general belief chat these early in-
habitants  built their cities high in the cliffs for
protection from animals and enemies, archaeologists
say today chat these cliff sites were chosen for the sim-
ple reason they provided che only fertile soil to be found
in that area, the lowlands being mostly desert. Also the
rainfall at the higer elevation was greater than in the
desert, making the high cliffs the only place where corn
and crops could be grown successfully.

The .early Spanish settlers were the first to discover the
abandoned cities of the ancient Cliff Dwellers. On Au-
gust 11, 1776, Father Escanlate, leading an expedition,
camped at San Geronimo in che La Plata Mountains,
near the present village of Hesperus. Ascending the

cliffs he came on one of the abandoned villages. Fifty-
four years later, on November 19, 1829, Anconio Armijo
and his party camped at Mancos Creek at the southwest
edge of the Mesa Verde and discovered two of the cities.
The Spanish left the cities intact, which cannot be
said of some Americans who came later. The first
American to discover the cities was Professor J. S. New-
berry, who on September 9, 1859 climbed to the summit
of Mesa Verde and saw a great city of white under the
cliffs, The man who brought these cities to the attention
of the country was the famous photographer. William
H. Jackson. Hearing about these prehistoric ruins, he
made an expedition to the Mesa Verde and found a cliff
(Continued on next Page)

Bodies were buried after Christian fashion facing east.
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Two thousand years old basket equals modem skill.

dwelling in the Mancos Canyon, which he called "The
Two Story Cliff House.” His pictures of this dwelling
were printed in papers over the country. The following
year W. H. Holmes, leader of a government survey
party, found another city in the cliffs. By this time a num-
ber of ranchers had settled in the Mancos Valley, as
well as miners. When word spread about these ruins,
cowboys and miners climbed the cliffs to loot the ruins
of valuable relics which they were able to sell at a good
price.

This kiva was home of Cliff Dwellers,

ATAHE damage done to these mins for future archae-
-1- ologists is hard to estimate. Practicaljy all the do-
cumented records were dug up and sold. Even the walls
of the houses were tom down in the frantic search for
anything that might bring a few dollars. It wasn’t until
1907 that the government took over Mesa Verde and
Hans Randolph was appointed the first Park Super-
intendent. His first job was to have his men dear the
rubbish left by the looters and camping parties.

Rangers were stationed at the ruins to keep looters
away. Many of the walls of the houses had been made
unsafe by the looters and the first step was to shore
them up.

It wasn’t until 1920 that archaeologists started their
real work on the ruins. They were handicapped by all the
valuable things having been taken, and they had to dig
in the ruins ro find the clues of this lost civilization.
They determined that these cities had been built about
2,000 years ago, over the ruins of another city. One of
the unique ways of learning the age of the cities wa*
through the development of the "Ring Dating Calen-
der.” On the semi-arid southwest the annual growth of
the pinyon pine, yellow pine, and Douglas spruce de-
pends on the rainfall, and the amount of rainfall each
year can be determined by the width of the growth ring.

A master chart, which can only be interpreted by
authorities gives, from cross sections of the beams in the
building, the accurate date of the construction of that
specific building. Scientific tests give the age of the pot-
tery and baskets found. From this information the
archaeologists have established that these cities were
constructed about 2,000 years ago by a people called
Basketmakers.

(Continued on Page 64)

having fire place, air ventilator, and rock beds along the walls.



BILL WEST'S HEAD

Tom Starr and 8ill West were brothers-in-law and companions
in crime, but Bill's head was worth $2,000 and to old Tom this

sum was much preferable to friendship or kinship,

ly Stoea Emgla$

VERYBODY at Younger’s Bend in the old Indian

Territory knew that some time Tom Starr and his
brother-in-law, Bill West, would fight it out to death.
Both were huge men physically, and powerful as giants,
and both were ruthless killers and notorious outlaws.

Tom Starr stood six feet six in his bare feet, was the
father of five bandits and the father-in-law of the ill
famed Belle Starr. As a young man he had been disown-
ed by the Cherokees and condemned as an undesirable
and a price of $5,000 was put on his head by the
Cherokee Tribal Council. This made little difference
in the life of this horse thief, bandit, and murderer.

Bill West had no better reputation and there was
$2,000 up for his capture by the Tribal Council. He had
more physical power than Tom Starr or any man in the
Indian Territory. A blow' from his fist was as deadly as
a rattlesnake bite or a bullet from a six gun. There is
no record of how many died from such a blow, but the
number was many.

Tom Starr and Bill West were partners in crime, but
men like them had no respect for friendship or any
individual. Whether the rewards on their heads was the
cause of the famous fight between these two giants isn’t
known. When they started drinking, which was often,
either would fight a buzz saw.

The rumor was that their fatal quarrel started over
dividing loot from a robbery. Both were drunk and Bill
West decided then and there to dispose of his compan-
ion in crime with one crashing blow to the head. Bill
West lashed out at Tom Starr when he thought Starr
wasn’t looking, but the wily old Cherokee had eyes in
the front, the back, and the sides of his head. He ducked
the blow and the force of the blow sent Bill West
whirling around, and as he did, arm flailing the air, old
Tom Starr came up, his knife in his hand, and the steel
blade was plunged into West’s side, penetrating his
heart.

E went down with a gurgling groan and was dead

when he hit the floor. Tom Starr stood up, wiped
the blood from the knife on his trouser leg, and viewed
his dead brother-in-law" with casual interest. Then sud-
denly this interest increased. At that moment, despite
the loot he had from a robbery, Tom Starr needed
money badly. He stared down at the head of Bill West
and saw a chance to pick up some ready cash, even if it
did involve some risk to him with the higher price on
his head. (Continued on Page 47)



SLUMMOCK'S
MYSTERY MINE

Three quarters at a century ego the gold of Slummock wm a
baffling mystery and even today no person, and hundreds
have Med,,has been able to salve this strange mystery.

By Sidney Allison



N 2 crisp morning in the early spring of 1889, two
officers of the British Columbia Provincial Police
stood on a sandbar of the Frazer River, a few miles from
che coastal town of New Westminster. They had just
grapnelled a battered, waterlogged corpse from the rag-
ing stream. Gently turning the body’ over, they were
shocked to see that it was a young Indian woman.
Searching the dead girl for identification, the officers
found a small deerskin bag slung between her plump
breasts. Pulling at the leather drawstring, one_ of the
policemen spilled a dozen rough gold nuggets into his

and.

"See the reddish quartz?” the officer exclaimed, hold-
ing up a piece of the ore. "The gold Slummock is throw-
ing around is streaked like that.”

"Slummock’s Gold!” In 1889 this gold was the great-
est mystery of the northwrest and in many other parts of
the West. Nobody knew how many men it lured in the
summer of 1888 when an Indian named Slummock ar-
rived in New Westminster, ragged and emaciated from
a prospecting trip. He promptly embarked on one of the
most monumental "benders” that hard-drinking town had

ever witnessed. Everyone was his guest and he paid the
enormous bills with handfuls of raw gold nuggets.

IS rawboned body had an insatiable lust for the

soft-fleshed tarts who swarmed in the scores of
cribs and' bars of New7 Westminster, The girls were a-
greeably surprised to find that Slummock wasn’t too
fussy what they looked like. He never used the same one
twice. As long as the)’ were fairly young and didn’t
spend any time on conversation, he was happy to slake
himself on any girl — and pay generously for her ser-
vices.

Wily traders, prospectors and saloon-rats constantly
plied Slummock with questions about rhe location of
his gold strike.. Harlots and honky-tonk girls were
bribed to wheedle, flatter or cajole the big Indian into
revealing the source of his wealth. Slummock laughed,
danced and w-enched. He was constantly surrounded by
girls and greedily curious rogues, but he said nothing a-
bout where he had found his apparently inexhaustible
cache of gold.

(Continued on Page 61)
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WILD DILL’S
FAMOUS BULLET

The bullet Captain Massey carried around in his arm
can be called West's most famous bullet.

By Raymond W. Thorp

TPHE sneaky little man entered the front door of Carl
Mann$ No, TO Saloon in Deadwood and slid
over to the bar. He rested his elbows on the mahogany
with his back to the mirror, looking across the room at
four men who were seated, playing cards. The bartender
glanced up from the glasses he was polishing, sniffed,
and turned back to his work.
_Several patrons moved along the bar, away from the
little man, as if he were unclean. He was tawdry, un-
kempt; clearly a pariah. He was known to many as
"Cross-eyed” Jack McCall, to others as "Buffalo Curley.”
He had been maligned; he was not cross-eyed, but wall-
eyed; right eyeball rolled upward, as if he were inspect-
ing the ceiling. He was a swamper — one who cleaned
up the filth and debris of saloons, hence — oarticularly
in this surrounding — he lacked important!i. The man
who had looked at him felt cheated, as he wfli not worth
a passing glance.

But the foregoing was a matter of only a few seconds.
The elbows of the little man, unworthy of a passing
glance, were only momentarily on the bar. Tike an alley-
cat he slithered across the room to a position directly be-
hind one of the card players. Smoothly he flicked open
his coat, drew a revolver from his waistband, pointed it*
and fired. The bullet passed through the skull of the
victim and emerged from his right cheek. In that split
second his life had flown. He fell forward in his chair*
his head thumped the table-top.

He did not draw two revolvers and cock them as some
writers have claimed. He did not spring to his feet and
make a half-turn toward his assailant, as others have
claimed. His death song did not leave one Shakespearean
quotation for posterity, as have those of latter-day movie
kings.

The only sound heard was the thumping of his "aqui*
line nose” striking the table. When a bullet traverses a



Raymond W. Thorp, as a young
man of twenty, knew Captain
Massey personally and heard the
Captain often tell the story of the
shooting of Wild Bill Hickok and
how he (the Captain) got the
famous bullet in his arm and how
he was offered large sums for it.
Thorp as a young man worked on
the Mississippi river boats and is
today one of the best authorities
of that great and exciting era.
He claims that the story of Wild
Bill's death bullet is one of the
strangest and most unusual stories
of that time.

man** skull — any man’s skull — he is post-mortem,
like the words of the old song, Wild Bill Hickok was
“cold, stone dead in de market,” if we may use license
in thus describing a frontier saloon. We’ll leave him
there, as we are following the fortunes of the bullet.

EATED directly across the table from Wild Bill when
the fatal shot was fired was another famous per-
sonage — whose fame and adventures antedated those
of the dead man —, Captain William Rodney Massie.
The shooting occurred August 2, 1876, and on the fol-
lowing Dec 6, this man testified at the trial of Jade
McCall: "My left arm was resting on the table when
the pistol was fired. | felt a shock and numbness in my
left wrist . .. The ball was not found on examining my
arm. It is there yet, | suppose.”

It stayed there. This bullet, possibly the most con-
troversial in American history, because no person living
knows its caliber or the make and model of the gun from
which it was fired, stayed with the greatest and most
famous steamboat pilot who ever navigated the Mis-
souri river. Since it was in his left forearm, and he was
left-handed, it might be surmised that it caused him
trouble at rimes, but if so, no one ever heard him com-
plain. He had a much worse wound in his hip, caused
by the presence of half a stone arrowhead. | knew Cap-
tain Massie, and after a steamboat career of ray own,
determined to follow him and the famous leaden ball.

This man whom | knew during my boyhood was born
November 5, 1829, on the river bluffs in Franklin
County, Missouri. The 600 acre farm was worked by
slaves, who also cut and piled cordwood on the river
bank for great woodenhulled, woodburning steamboats
on their voyage to the mountains. His home in itself
was a Missouri river landmark, well known to steamboat
hands such as myself in the recent past — some 45 to 50

years ago. While a deckhand on steamboats, 1 used to
see the eagles nesting in a huge cottonwood in Berger
Bend, just below the plantation, and | am told that even
today — when steamboats are no more — the grandsons
of those birds still come there to nest in that tree.
(Continued on next Page)

Wild Bill Hickok sensed that death would come to him
on that day in the saloon at Deadwood, South Dakota.
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APTAIN MASSIE was one of the greatest of the
forerunners of civilization in the West. He was the
highest paid captain and steamboat pilot who ever lived.
At the age of 18 his salary was from $1800 to $2000 per
month, more than a Mississippi river pilot earned in an
entire year. In 1850 he established the head of naviga-
tion at Milk River, later advancing it to Fort Benton.
Steamboat owners vied for his services, and gold flow-
ed into and out of his hands like water. His salary for
one month in those days would build a three-story brick
mansion on a choice lot in St. Louis, and furnish it
throughout in splendor, with interiors of solid walnut
and mahogany.
In the days before the Civil War, when the steamboat
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trade was in full flower, more than a hundred great
packets cleared St. Louis for Fort Benton, of which he
was always offered his choice. He carried more army
men and supplies, and was shot at more times by Indians
and bushwhackers than any other captain.

He it was who — after having been wounded himself*
and having several of his pilots killed — instituted the
placing of boiler-plate around the four sides of the pilot-
houses.



Copfain Massey was probably one of the best known
characters along the Mississippi over a long span of
years and knew the river and its strange stories better
than any man of his time. The above letter, written
by acquaintances, confirms this.

He was the acknowledged king of the Missouri. He
trod the roofs of the great steamboats in sartorial
Splendor, With his high-topped, fancy boots over broad-
cloth trousers, white satin vest and cutaway coat, silk
topper, and belt around his waist holding two of the
latest model Colt six-shooters and a Bowie knife, he was
ready for business. He cared nothing for St. Louis mans-
ions, as he had other uses for his money. He was a
great poker player, and he drank barrels of fine whiskey.

°“AnNc

/"YNE little incident connected with the great captain*~
v-F scorn for money concerns the steamer Fannie Ogden.
The Ogden was one of 12 great packets owned by the
famous Captain Joe Kinney, or Boonville, Missouri.
Captain Kinney was the man responsible for stern-wheel
boats on the Missouri. He said: "If a wheelbarrow can
run on one wheel, so can a steamboat.” In those days
the naming of a steamboat was the whim of a moment
Captain Joe had a new boat nearing completion at Madi-
son, Indiana, in 1861. Three young ladies were visiting.
Mrs. Kinney at Boonville, and she had them draw straws
to learn from which of the trio the new boat would take
its name. Miss Fannie Ogden, daughter 6f L. C. Ogden
of St. Joseph, won the contest.

(Continued on Page 59)
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The most terrifying cry in the Old West
was "Child Lost" and when that cry was

heard in Nebraska that summer day another

story of a lost child was added to the list

HEY called them "The Sandhills of Death,” those

wild and impassable hills in Western Nebraska.
They spread over the horizon like a sea of sand, a hun-
dred miles in each direction, a desolate wilderness that
held the bleached bones of hunters, traders, prospectors
who ventured too far into them.

There was something weird about those hills. All
looked alike and a traveler venturing in them was soon
lost in this maze of similarity. Tough buffalo grass
covered them, but the shifting sand covered this grass,
in some place one day and the next day in another place,
until there were no land marks to guide the unfortunate
who tried to go through them. The hills were a terror
and horror to homesteaders and cattlemen, who gave
them a wide birth.

And among those bleached bones were small ones,
the skeletons of children who had wandered in those
hills never to be found. This was the greatest terror to
the fathers and mothers living near the hills, the call
of ...

"Child Lost!”

On March 10, 1891 this terrifying message spread
over the settlement of Thedford, the country seat of
Thomas County, near the center of the Sandhills. It
was a common cry of anguish, and what happened in
this case was fax too often repeated in the West.

N March of that year a German family by the name of
Haumann had settled near Thedford. The family

of such tragedies.

By Bernice Chrisman

consisted of the mother and father and their ten children.
Poor, as were all the settlers, the older Haumann chil-
dren had to work to provide food for the smaller ones.
Hannah', the oldest girl, went to work for a Mr. and
Mrs. Gilson, who lived about a mile and a half from
the Haumann home.

Hannah made it a rule to return home on Sundays to
help her mother and play with the other children. On
Sunday, May 10, Hannah did not return home as usual.
Her employer Mrs. Gilson wanted her to stay with her
while Mr. Gilson made an unexpected trip to town. The
other Haumann children, who looked forward with
great pleasure to Hannah's week-end visit, were greatly
unhappy when Hannah did not appear. Tillie, 8, and
little Retta, 4, coaxed and teased their mother until she
agreed to let them go over to the Gilson’s to see Hannah.
They were told to stay only an hour and then return
home before evening.

The children arrived safely at Gilson’s, had an en-
joyable visit with their sister and, at 4 o’clock, Mrs. Gil-
son started them off down the trail for home. The
Spring season is the only beautiful period of the year
in the Sandhills. The two children started down the
path to home but were soon engaged in picking the
lovely wild flowers along the way for a bouquet for
their mother.

As they laughed and played along the path, running
farther and farther off the trail to pick a flower even
more beautiful than the last, they became lost among the



identical hills and dunes of sat'd. Looking for the path,
or for signs of the Gilson’s buildings or the small build-
ings at their home, they saw only the great sea of sand-
hills stretching before them, wave upon wave.

Distraught, the eight-year-old TilHe ran this way and
that, holding her four-year-old sister by the hand and
pulling her along as fast as her little legs would travel.
Night fell and the children failed to rerurn home. By
this time the worried parents sent out the alarm.

A lost child alarm in the West was responded to by

every man and woman in a community like in no
other crisis. Indian scares, horse thieves, bank robbers —
none of these caused men to throw down their shovels
and leave their plows, and ranchers to order all their
men ro report at once. Despite the lack of telephones,
the news of a lost child spread rapidly and within two
hours a hundred men, some on foot and some on horse-
back reported for the search.

Monday afternoon. 24 hours after the children left
their home, trackers picked up the children’s trail in the
changing sands. That night a party of searchers camped
on the trail, expecting to easily pick up the trail in the
morning. By daybreak the trail was dim, farcing the
trackers to sometmes crawl on hands and knees to detect
the small footprints in the sand.

But the children were still together, their weariness
and their wanderings written in the sand and grass along
the way.

Here Tillie had carried Retta. Here they had walked
side by side. Here they had sat and rested. Here, up
and pushing along bravely to find their home.

Tuesday night the disappointed searchers camped again
by the trail. Had they only known, they were but a snort
distance from where the children slept that night. Wed-
nesday morning they found the imprints in the sand
where Tillie and Retta had passed the night in each
other’s arms, lying close together to avoid the chill of
the early spring morning.

Mrs. Bernice Chrismem, who wrote this article, was ¢
very young child when her parents migrated to Nebra-
ska. She says she grew up with the country and she
has first hand information about the disappearance of
the Hauman giris and the tragic death that came to one.

EDNESDAY morning a stiff breeze blew from the
W northwest and the sand drifted, blotting out the
trail. Much time was lost. The women of Thedford were
preparing food and coffee which was sent out to those
on the trail. Every person in the whole sandhill area
was contributing their utmost to the search for the lost
children. Their distraught mother had to remain at home
caring for the other small members of her brood. Near
noon, on Wednesday, one searching party consisting
of Mr. Haumann, the children’s father, accompanied by
Mr. Stacey, Mr. Maseburg and Dr. Edmunds, picked up
a new trail and found little barefooted Retta carrying
one shoe, its sole completely worn through. She was
burned black by the sun and was cared for tenderly,
her mind being somewhat affected temporarily by her
terrible experience.

The search for Tillie continued. Gradually the reason
for the children’s separation was learned. Early Wednes-
day morning Tillie had told Retta to wait at the base of
a high hill while she went to the top to see if there was
a house in sight. Upon reaching the top the child must
have seen another hill which, as all sandhill residents
know, always appears higher than the hill you are on.
While going to get a better view either Tillie became
lost from little Retta or the younger child attempted to
go around the hill to meet her sister. Anyway they were
separated, never to meet again.

That afternoon a party of searchers from Dunning,
Nebraska, about twenty-five miles east and south of
Thedford, had formed a long line of men and women
stretching across the hills and moving northwest to-

(Continued on Page 64)






WHEN RODEOS WERE
ROUGH!

Old times rodeo performer gives us a vivid picture of the days

when Rodeos were really rough, and the comparison makes the

modern show, with all its color and flamboyance, seem tame.

By Robert J. Lindsey

~jf/’THENEVER | go @ a Rodeo today, | think of my

boyhood friend, Johnny Eagan, one of the greatest
of all Rodeo performers, and the peculiar quirk of fate
that made him the great rider he was. Fate was waiting
there for me at the same time, but I wasn’t a Johnny
Eagan and my fame as a bronco buster never traveled
very far.

How different was the Rodeo in those old days from
the modern show. Then it was not a marter of riding a
steer or bronco a few seconds; it was the strength and
ability to ride him as long as he bucked. The stock we
rode were usually the roughest, most dangerous animals
in the wild herds. It was a challenge that enticed young
men. for in those days, the man who could ride a bro-nco
to submission was not only considered the hardest rider
on the range, but was envied by all his pals.

In the throngs that watch the rodeos today, there is
in occasional old cowpoke, "born to the saddle,” who
sell favors an injured limb sustained in some rigorous
roemdup in which he took part before the mustangs
were tamed and flank straps used ro induce them to
"'prrrS

FT ne-.tr forget that day at the turn of the century
fcher: J and I. 16 year old farm youths, sat on the

rail the corral near the spreads of our parents
forrv Fi\e miles west of Halhart, Texas and thirty five
rjle> south of Clayton, New Mexico. We were watch-
ing cowboys riding mustangs and not having any idea
mat this day was to be the start of Johnny’s famous
career.

The riding progressed for about an hour, when a cow-
poke brought an old brown horse with a bridle into the
corral The fellow pulled a saddle off the fence, drop-
ped the reins and saddled the nag which stood half
asleep while the cowboy was tightening the cinch.

HEN he led him over to where, Johnny and | were

perched, and said, 'Til give either of you five dol-

lars if you can ride him the length of the corral. Which
one of you guys wants to make some easy money?”

Johnny and | looked at each other and then at the

horse. When | looked back at Johnny be had a frown

on his face, but | was certain anyone could ride that old

skate, and | could sure use the five dollars the cowboy
was waving in front of us.

"You go, said Johnny, pushing me off the fence.

| stepped into the saddle lightly and the cowboy hand-
ed me the reins. The old horse appeared to be taking a
nap.

But the instant | kicked him in the ribs and started
to pull him around, be blew a dust cloud with his nose
almost touching the ground and his heels went higher
than the top rail of the corral. Then he began spinning.

| guess it was on the third round that | hit the dust
and heard the roaring and whistling.

"1 figured there might be a catch to that,” said Johnny
when | crawled up beside him.

"And you shoved me right into it,” | said sarcastically.

Johnny grinned and jumped to the ground. "I’ll cake
your offer.” he said ro the cowboy who was leading rhe
horse away.

"Think you can ride him. huh?” asked the cow-boy.
"Well, he's all your'n.”

To my amazement and the cowboy’s chagrin, Johnny

(Continued on next Page)

The author as a youth before he ran away from home
with friend to try his hand at riding in the old time rodeo.



26

rode him until he was winded. Going home that eve-
ning Johnny displayed his five dollars with pride while 1
eased my bruised shoulder against the jolts of my trot-
ting horse

HAT was the beginning of our careers as rodeo
performers, but compared to Johnny Eagan mine
wasn't spectacular. Of course, we had a lot to learn, and
we were cocky enough to have to take some pretty bad
falls before we got the lesson. We were tricked into
tackling outlaws. It took a lot of courage to mount a
wild bronco which was roped, saddled and the rope
slipped off over his head when you were seated, as was
always the case when we began to compete with the
professionals. But we never shied away from the wild-
est bronco.
One Sunday, a year later, when Johnny and 1 were

Today Robert Lindsey remembers that first experience
whenever he watches present day rodeo riders perform.

coming home from Tom Wailkerson’s ranch, he said,
"Bob, let’s you and me get up early Thursday morning
and go to the Fourth of July roundup.”

"What's the sense of that?" | asked. "We can go
with our folks.”

"Yeah, but 1 want to get there ahead of them. I'm
entering the wild horse pitching contest. How ’bout
you?”

"You're what?” | gasped. "You’'re fixing ro get a
trouncing. And if a horse don’t do it your pa will."

"I may get thrown, but I'm going to cry my luck," he
said assuredly.

"Well, 1 ain’t as good as you are,” 1 admitted. "You
tellin’ your folks?"

"Heck, no!"

Johnny’s plan was to come by my place at four-thirty
Thursday morning, and we would go to the picnic
grounds, make arrangements with the roundup manager
to ride in the pitching contest, and keep it a secret from
our folks when they arrived later in the day. | didn't

like the idea very well, but Johnny was just like a
brother to me.

HERE was a tap on my bedroom window that morn-

ing of the fourth. A dark silhouette showed in the

pale moonlight. | eased out of bed and returned Johnny's
tap to tell him | would be with him in a minute.

We got a big thrill stealing away without getting
caught, but we were sure our folks would know where
we had gone. For weeks we had talked about the round-
up constantly, but why we had left so early might
arouse their suspicions.

We did not have to ride hard to reach the Perico,
where the roundup was to be held, long before anyone
arrived for the day’s festivities. Johnny had brought
along two bacon sandwiches apiece wthich we ate on
reaching the picnic grounds.

The Perico was an arroyo about ten miles north of
our homesteads. At one place the channel had a hundred
foot bluff of solid rock on one side. On the other, the
torrents of flash floods had eaten into a sandy hill leav-
ing a flat vallev a quarter of a mile long and three hun-
dred feet wide." The sloping sage-covered sand hill faced
the bluff, and at one end "of the valley a locust grove
grew. It was a natural ampitheatre, except that there
were no corrals to hold the stock, but that was not a
necessity in those days.

While we were eating we saw a herd of cattle and
horses being driven toward the picnic grounds by five
men. We hurried to meet them and recognized Buck
Williams, one of the largest ranchers on the range, and
the man who owmed the grounds where the roundup
was to be held.

Johnny rode right up to him. "Mr. Williams,” he
said, "Are you gong to be in charge today?”

"Yeah," said the rancher.

"W e want to enter some of the events. Any objections?”

"What events for instance?” asked Williams.

"The bronco riding for one.”

would have bet my new lariat Williams was going to
object, say we were too young and inexperienced,
but my heart missed a beat when | heard what he said

"Suits me. It’s free for all. But remember, you're tak
ing a pretty big risk. Them are all outlaws up yonder
on the prairie."

Johnny’s face was all aglow. The biggest day of his
life had come. His one purpose in life at this age was
to become a famous rider.

We made our acquaintance with the cowboys, and
Johnny told them Williams had asked us to help hold
the stock together. They looked rather skeptical about
that remark, but said nothing.

About ten o’clock, wagons, buggies, buckboards and
riders began coming from all directions. We helped
drive the herd down against the bluff and took positions
to hold them.

The vehicles stopped on the sandy hill overlooking
the canyon and the narrow valley. The horses were
unhitched and tied to the wagon or buggy as the case
might be. Each parts- brought a big picnic dinner and
a cream can or barrel of water, for there was no Wind-
mill within miles of this remote location.

Buck Wailliams, being master of ceremonies, finally
appeared on a jet-black horse. "Folks, please clear the
arena,” he shouted through a cardboard megaphone as
he rode up and down the narrow valley covered with
grama-grass,

(Continued on Page



tODDY
DEATH

More terrifying to the early settler than an Indian raid or a
prairie fire was sudden death under a falling sod roof.

Editor’s Note: Grandma Donnelly is 91 and lives
with her daughter in Kansas City. As a child Grand-
ma came West to the Plains country where she lived
for fifty years. Her memory of those days is still
livid, and she dictated this story to her daughter, Mrs,
Emery Birchfield.

It had rained for five days in our prairie communify
vest of what is now Garden City, Kansas, On that fifth
night the rain was still coining down, Luther Sonner
and his family — wife and four young children — were
sound asleep in their sod house five miles from ours.

There was a gushing sound, not loud enough to wake
am of them, and then this gushing noise became a ter-
rifving roar. Luther Sonner and his family never heard
that roar as tons of mud and dirt crashed down on
them, suffocating and killing them without their know-
ing what happened.

It wasn’t until the next day that Jim Rhodes, riding
past the Sonner sod house, saw the fallen roof and the
tangled wreckage. He roused the community, which
consisted of four families, within a radius of five miles. 1
was only eight then and | remember standing there and
watching my father, Rhodes, and the other men, dig
the bodies of the Sonner family out from under the
debris of the fallen roof.

N those days we called it "Soddy Death.” We feared
this more than we did Indians or disease, and there

Mrs, Emery Birchfield

wasn’t much anybody could do to prevent such tragedies.
Not only were sod houses death traps, but living in them
was one of the trials and tribulations facing the early
settlers on the prairies.

The settlers who had stopped in the eastern part of
Kansas had plenty of good timber to build log cabins
and rocks to make stone houses, but once the settlers
went further west and were on the prairies, the only
mnoods were thin willows and cottonwoods, growing on
the banks of the creeks which seldom had more than a
trickle of water in them.

Willows and cottonwoods were too soft to be of any
value. Those early settlers were an ingenious lot. They
faced impossible problems and quickly solved them. The
craving for a home and land of their own caused them
to suffer the heat, the dust, and often mud — and haunt-
ing loneliness that cannot be described.

The first settlers on the prairies, finding no wood or
stone for buildings, made the famous dugout. These
were built in the side of a hill with a roof of sod. They
were not satisfactory. When it rained, the home would
be flooded, and it was always damp. The windows were
small and there was little light. Prairie rats would dig
into it to eat the food.

Who the first settler was to conceive of building a
house out of sod is unknown, but whoever it was, possess-
ed certain engineering knowledge. | remember well watch-
ing my father and brother build our sod house. They

(Continued on Page 74)
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Thh town's stories, of gold finds were wierd and fabulous, most

c# them unbelievable, but fhe mcs# fantastic, and yet true, we$

the story of Bill's Golden Frog and the millions if brought to

the one man smart enough to believe Hie wild myth.

By Jan Young

/'YCTOBER 10, 1855, waned as had other days inas-

mnch as John Huron Smith had a snootful when
be staggered into Martha’s saloon, conveniently locat-
ed at Main & Jackson in Columbia, California*

John called for a bucket of suds, while dilating on
rsi$ prowess as a tosspot. Martha slid the pitcher to
loho just as he expansively swung his arm in em-
phasis. The pitcher smashed to the caulk-scuffed
floor. Martha, a graduate in rough labors gave John
a curse-tinged haircut as she waddled from behind the
bar. John blinked red eyes stupidly and mumbled his
drunken apology. Martha didn’t button up. John
poshed her into a chair, announcing ” , . nuff’s 'nuff.
Hie . When Martha mouthed another four letter
word. John replied with a cuff on the chops.

John Barclay, a gambler presently playing house
with Martha, slithered through the rear door. He
looked once, then spoke with his- stubby derringer,

lobn Huron Smith looked amazed, then sank to the.

floor, dead.

Now in the 50s, even a misguided wolf whistle
sis likely to be answered with buckshot, but Martha's
reputation was as unsavory as her saloon. Barclay was
>z cur lower. The lynching spark was fanned by J.
W. Coffroth, a rabble-rousing state senator. Coffroth
ranted for pure, but prompt justice. In minutes, 3,000
Columbians milled to hear the stump-thumping
peroration.

4 noose mysteriously appeared, and Barclay was
collared. The lust-inflamed crowd pushed Barclay
down the Gold Hill road to where a water flume crossed
40 feet above. The torchlighted lynch jury convened,
with Coffroth still imploring action.

"Guilty,” the jury hysterically agreed.

The noose was slipped on Barclay, the rope was thrown
to the flume beams. When the sheriff attempted to stop
the lynching, he was knocked out and bound. Unnoticed,
Barclay, who hadn’t been tied, skinned up the rope and
dung there far above the frenzied crowd. Miners above,

tried unsuccessfully to shake him from the rope, as he
pleaded for mercy. Lynchers rugged at the rope till
Barclay was within reach, then took revolvers and smash-
ed his grip. The Columbia Gazette summed it up next
day:

.. drawing up his legs, the prisoner gave a few con-
vulsive kicks then hung straight in the red glare of the
torches and bonfires .. ”

Barclay’s lynching marked the blackest page in Col-
umbia’s history. But in a grass-roots-rich boom camp,
the brutal, the brusque and burlesque are always admix-
ed. All this because one of Dr. Thaddeus Hildreth's
helpers was too lazy to wash his drapers!

Hildreth & Company had prospected in the reddish-
brown hills for months. On March 6, 1850. they camped
beside a sparkling mountain stream. Needing clean
clothes, but too lazy to scrub them, one miner hung his
long-johns from a stream-dipping willow branch. Re-
trieved next morning the drawers were practically gold-

. plated with flitters of yellow metal. Panning produced

even richer values and the rush was on.

A patriotic group soon renamed “"Hildreth’s Dig-
gings” to "Columbia, Gem of the Southern Mines,” and
history was satisfied. Fire, and water shortages vacillated
Columbia’s fortunes. But when the final bonanza scale
was balanced, Wells Fargo alone had weighed out 855
million in gold dust. One chispa, about rwice the size
of a red building brick, toledoed at $8,000. But it was
Pitch-Pine Billy who found the golden frog that grew.

ILLY, who head-toted pinewood for four bits a
bundle, spotted a lump of free gold, startlingly re-
sembling a crouching bullfrog. Weighing a troy pound,
the frog represented more than a year’s wages to Billy.
But he refused all offers.
"Frog gonna grow. Then rnebbe sellurn,” Billy pro-
claimed.
Accordingly, Billy weighed his frog daily in the Long

{Continued on next Page)
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Murder, robbery, crooked gambling — everything went
in Columbia, and standing in the midst of all the wan-
ton lawlessness was this church, silent and deserted.

Tom saloon. For awhile miners laughed when Billy ap-
peared each afternoon with his golden frog: for the
daily stand-off at one pound. But Billy’s confidence
never wavered.

Still, Billy's eyes nearly popped out that day when the
golden frog finally tilted the one pound weight. "Frog
grow, frog grow,” was all Billy could choke wildly.
Miners crowded around the scales, and several tried the
balance. Sure enough, the frog pulled the balance down.

Pirch-Pine Billy rushed out hysterically, leaving his
pine bundle behind, but still clutching the miraculous
golden frog in both hands. Someone else must have be-
lieved the miracle. He waylaid Billy with an axe. The
frog was apparently melted down, for it disappeared too.
But the murderer got no more than one pound of gold,
about $250. For when the golden frog tipped the bal-
ances at the Long Tom, it wasn’'t because the frog had
grown, but rather that a joke-loving gambler had secret-
ly filed metal from the one pound weight.

IKE Billy’s frog, Columbia's fortunes fluctuated too.
Fire was a vicissitude, but concomitandv responsi-

ble for many of the remaining buildings. After several
devastating fires torched Columbia, brick replaced build-
ings of cloth and plank. It was fire’s tepid teachings
also that almost created an international incident. In
1857, King Kamehameha ordered a fire engine “"Pape-rre’
from a Boston Company. The hand-pumper was ‘hip-
ped to San Francisco, but no vessel plying between
Frisco and Hawaii could haul the vehicle and shipment
was stalled. The King waxed hot, and sent brusque
notes to the State Department demanding deliver?

Diplomatic notes became red hot when the San Francisco
Fire Department, deciding they wanted to get out from
under, sold the pumper to a Columbia Committee look-
ing for protection of their city. The shiny little engine
fulfilled its promise many times, and is still on display.
In Columbia leathern buckets have disappeared but buf-
falo hide hoses remain. What the King received is not
known.

So frantic was the gold-grubbing. Father Slattery often
stood armed guard to prevent greedy miners from under-
mining his beloved St. Ann's Church, perched atop Ken-
nebec Hill, and erected chrough miners’ donations. An
additional s1500 was donated to purchase the sweet-
toned bell from New York, which still tolls. The faithful.
Cypresses, planted by a grieving widow, stand vigil over
a pioneer’s grave near the entrance.

Old timers were certain St. Anne's had escaped the
tunneling and washing which laid bare surrounding
areas, but in 1910 the Church began to sag and buckle
When reconstruction plans were financed in 1920, engi-
neers discovered Kennebec Hill was honeycombed with
tunnels secrerh driven by miners trying to avoid Fathei
Slattery's earthly vengeance.

OLUMBIA still brims with tales, lurid and poignant.
and the curious traveler on Highway 49, can hear
many: The depredations of Murietta, Vasques. Three-
Fingered Jack, and Black Bart are discussed as enthusi-
astically as current events: the pitiful story of Nate

(Continued on Page 46)

This building once housed the Wells Fargo office where
over the years more than fifty-five million in gold dust
was handled with only a fraction lost to the robbers



If there was any beauty to this rough, coarse, and filthy mining

camp, it was buried deep beneath murders and sin, and could

only be found in the Midas wealth of the cold earth.

By James Hines

f | 'WO copper miners on their way to work one morning

about daybreak paused on the Anaconda Road
overlooking the fabulous city of Butte, Montana, and
ce* miser remarked: "Looky at ’er, Al. She’s as ugly
23 bell now, jest cornin’ to life. Looks like some ole
pasted hag that’s been up all night.”

"Yep,” Al said, looking down upon the sprawling
town. Butte's as ugly as sin all right, but she’s shore
got a big heart!”

Yes, as the miners put it. Butte, Montana — the
greatest copper mining town in the world, is ugly on
the surface, but underneath that surface there is beauty
unsurpassed: big-hearted; spirited, and the people are
unequaled as neighbors. Here you are likely to find
a United States Senator strolling down the street,
his arm linked with some bum, looking for a hand-
out. The caste system is not known in Butte. One per-
son is considered just as good as another. The girl from
the red-light district is considered just as good as the
lady from the best residential section. The miner does not
look up to the banker, and the banker does not look
down on the miner.

Butte. Montana! It has had many a hectic day. It has-
always been an exciting town. Basically, it is a huge
mining camp on the richest bill in the world. One-third
of all the copper mined in the United States comes from
Butte!

The first white men known to have visited Butte were
Judge C. E. Irvine and a party from Walla Walla, Wash-
ington Territory, in 1856.

They found an ancient hole, several feet deep, which
became known as the Original Lode. Scattered around
the edge of this hole were elk horns, which had been
sharpened in the ends and looked as if they had been
used, as picks in searching for metal. Whether a wliite
man had been here before is not known. Some b.plleve
that the elk horns belonged to the Indians.

HE discovery of gold was made by William Allison
and G. O. Humphrey, on Butte Hill, in July, 1864.
The famous placer-mining camps of Virginia City and
Bannock were reaching their peaks at this time, all with-

in several hundred miles of Butte.
(Continued on Page 18)
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Get with if Partner!

M | WEST'S

is OPEN/

WHAT DO
YOU HAVE
TO SWAP
OR TRADE?

SOMEONE WANTS
WHAT YOU DON'T
WANT-AND THEY'LL
SWAP YOU FOR
SOMETHING YOU NEED!

Send your information to:

REAL WEST TRADING POST
CHARLTON BUILDING
DERBY. CONNECTICUT

H v «e* brand that means the best of the fteai West



HIUs

If isn't only the red stone in those

New Mexico hills that gave them name of
Bleeding Hills but the blood that flowed there in old days.

TAHEY named them well, those weird looking hills in

the Pecos valley along the Pecos River in New
Mexico, They were washed by the blood of countless
dead. It was old Jim Boyd who first called them, "The
Bleeding Hills.”

On August 23, 1879 these hUIs were to witness the
beginning of the strangest gun battle and double killing
in their history. The cause of this fight had complica-
tions. In the background was Bob Ollinger, a would be
badman, who let his hair grow long trying to.ape Wild
Bill Hickok, but Ollinger was no hero and his courage
was nil. He had two favorite ways of disposing of an
enemy — either shoot him in the back or get somebody
else to kill him.

He worked for young John Beckwick and he hated-
Beckwick. Beckwick was no expert with a six gun, and
Ollinger knew that Beckwick"™ men would cut him down
if he tried to take advantage of his young boss's weak-
ness. Since he had expressed his hatred for Beckwick in
such a loud voice, he knew a noose would be around
his neck if he shot Beckwick in the back.

So Ollinger used different tactics. He rode to the
spread of old Frank Jones in the Guadalupe foothills.
One of old man Jones’ sons was Johnny Jones, a young-
ster with a quick temper and lightning speed with a six
gun. Several months before he had delivered some catrle
to Beckwick and there had been words between the two
youngsters, but nothing very serious.

By Monk Lofton

Ollinger knew Johnny’s weakness and how to phr
on it. "Beckwick called you everything a brave man
won't take without shooting.” he told Johnny. "He’s
after you and says he’s going to shoot it out on sight.
And he’s the best there is with a six gun. You haven’t
any chance against him.”

OHNNY'’S pride in his ability to use a six gun was
J the weak point Ollinger played upon and he didn’t
have to fAlk long before Johnny was roaring mad and
ready to 'face Beckwick, who Ollinger kept repeating
was faster with a six gun than any other man in New
Mexico. After Ollinger got Johnny steamed up to a
fighting pitch and saying he was going to shoot it out
with Beckwck. Ollinger returned to the Beckwick spread
an4 told Beckwick Johnny Jones was coming after him
with fire in his eyes and his six gun ready.

So on August 23rd Johnny Jones, was riding a3ong the
Pecos River. leading into "The Bleeding Hills.” Behind
him were the foothills of the Guadalupes, blue of the
distance, and the salt cedars that grew along the river’s
edge had turned from a dark green to almost crimson
red.

There is a bend in the Pecos River, now bridged over
with a small board structure, where Beckwick had his
corrals and an old adobe bunk house. The bridge spans
a narrow portion of the Pecos River just east of the

(Continued on Page i8)
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Wften Captain Johnathan Thorn set sail with theTonquin, he
little dreamed of the strange fate awaiting him, his crew, and

the ship, when attacked by headhunters of the Northwest.
By Sob and Jan Young



APTAIN lJohnathan Thorn, pacing the quarterdeck,
acdsred acknowledgement of the "God speed” sig-
Eil froen che "Constitution” as she abandoned escort
derr for the "Tonquin.” Captain Thorn felt a sense of
relief, despite that in September, 1810, there was a dis-
trict danger of interception by British men-of-war rov-
irsg off New York. Though he was an officer in the
United States Navy and had distinguished himself in
the Tripolitan War, Captain Thorn had a savage, un-
compromising, independent spirit which rebelled at any
exercise of authority, except his own.

The wind was fresh and fair from the southwest,
giving no hint of the tragic consequences which the
Tonquin” would meet as she beat her way around the
Horn into the Pacific Northwest. The 290 ton ship,
armed with 10 guns, manned by a crew of twenty, was
making the first serious effort to control the fur trade,
opening a sea route from Oregon to the States. Also
aboard the "Tonquin,” stuffed to the rigging with barter
goods, were four sub-partners of John Jacob Astor
(sponsor of the voyage), in addition to clerks and

French-Canadian voyageurs. As strange an admixture as
ever set out to shape a nation’s destiny.

Captain Thorn, openly contemptuous of his lubberly
passengers, because of their lax discipline, their sea-sick-
ness, their disregard for his authority as master, quick-
ly unsheathed his stern, determined nature. He ordered
all ship’s lights extinguished at eight p.m. to the pro-
found disgust of the high-living, independent fur trap-
pers, and the partners who considered themselves equals
of the haughty captain. Open rebellion flared when one
of the partners, M’'Dougal, threatened Thorn with death
if he imprisoned anyone for infraction of his unwar-
ranted regulation. A compromise was reached. With ic
the first crisis passed.

ITH a fair wind nudging at the sails’ shoulders,
Captain Thorn found time to conduct swooping,
unannounced searches into the "lubbers’ nests,” cloaked
as sanitation and health checks. He roused the green-
faced, sea-sick voyageurs out of their bunks, forcing
(Continued on Page 72)



MASSACRE VALLEY

A monument has been erected in this valley to mark the spot of

the bloodiest and most terrible battle of the Old West, a battle

between the Sioux and Pawnees in Nebraska started by the

most unique type of treachery practiced by the white man.

By Cart Uhiarik

HEY looked like they had fallen heir to all the sad

indignities ever heaped on the Red Man bv the
White. The Pawnee brave hunched swaying on his borte-
rired pony. He rvas one of the more fortunate ones,
Whiie mutilated in spirit, his body was untouched bv
wounds.

The squaw, broken arm dangling awkwardly a; her
side, a festering wound in hex face, stoically trudged be-
hind, dust-clouded, carrying their few salvaged camp
belongings. Behind her naked children ranged, scolded
»long by a tottering old man.

They were part of the pitiful straggle returning to

M

their village on the Loup River from the buffalo hunt-
ing grounds to the southwest where Sky Chief’s band of
300 Pawnee warriors, 400 women, children and old men
had been rut to pieces and all but annihilated.

But for once this was not the White Man’s doing. It
was the Pawnee’s friendliness to the White Men that led
so his final degradation. The disastrous defeat was suf-
fered at the hands of the Pawnee’s hereditary enemy, the
Sioux. Annais of the West record it as the last great
battle between Indians tribes. It took place in south-
west Nebraska, in what is now Hitchcock County, os
August 5, 1873-



Native to Nebraska, the Pawnee were essentially cul-
tivators of the soil, but also were brave and cunning
fighters and great hunters. The Sioux were wanderers,
living by horse, tepee and the hunt. They swept into
prehistoric Nebraska from the northeast, driving the
Pawnee and other village tribes before them in their un-
ceasing quest for hunting grounds. For hundreds of
years the Sioux and Pawnee engaged in fierce tribal
battles over territorial rights.

In 1857, the Pawnee, traditionally friendly to the
White Man. signed the Treaty of Table Rock ceding
all their landb which lay north of the Platte River to the
government, holding only a tract along the Loup jn
central Nebraska where their reservation was establish-
ed. The Sioux, in 1871, after 40 years of plundering and
killing emigrants and settlers, were placed on the Red
Cloud and Spotted Tail agencies in northwest Nebraska.
By government treaty, the Pawnee and Sioux were to
continue their hunts for the migratory herds of buffalo
in neighboring but restricted areas.

N mid-july, 1872, Sky Chief and his people, accom-

pained by 1,200 ponies and 1,000 dogs left their vil-

lage on the Loup for the semi-annual hunt to replenish
their meat supply.

The schemes and weakness
of a white man lured the
Sioux and Pawnees into this
valley to fight the bloodiest
of all Indians battles, leav-
ing behind hundreds of
dead and the Squaws and
children who escaped mai-
med and crippled. The
Pawnees lost the battle and
never recovered from the
blow, losing their hunting
grounds to the Sioux. But
the Sioux were a long time
recovering from the losses
in this battle, which showed
the ghastly brutality and
cruelty of Indian against
Indian,

Fresh in their minds as they set out on the slow, 150
mile trek was the great hunt of the year before when
the entire Chaui Pawnee tribe of 4,000, led by Ruling
Chief Peta-Lah-Shar, had slaughtered more than 1,000
buffalo, giving them meat enough to fill out their fare
of maize and squash for the next half year.

The time of the hum was the rime when the blood of
young braves, turned sluggish with measly government
handouts and the monotony of reservation life, stirred
hot again. It was the time when old men recalled the
former glories of the Pawnee people as they made coup
on their enemies, the Sioux, Comanche and Cheyenne, it
was the time when the wide sweep of land and sky would
be theirs again as it had been before the White Man
came.

Ay-oh! Peta-Lah-Shar's hum had been a memorable
one. Heading the long column were a dozen braves
carrying ceremonial buffalo staves in honor of the Great
Spirit upon whose will the success of the hunt would
depend. Then followed Peta-Lah-Shar, surrounded by a
guard of his bravest warriors, all mounted on the finest
ponies.

Ahead, other braves had fanned out to scout from
high hills for game or enemy even before the hunting

(Continued on next Page)
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grounds were neared. Trailing behind the leaders was
the column, the hunters, squaws, children, old men and
women, dogs and pack horses and horses dragging
travois loaded with tepee skins, poles and camping gear.
Squaws and children and those ancients who dared make
another hunt, all walked. Riding was only for the braves.
After a march of 15 or 20 miles, completed by early
afternoon, a campsite was found with plenty of wood
and clear, running water. Squaws erected the lodges and
lir campfires for the afternoon and evening meals.
Though the fare was skimpy — fired bread, boiled
prairie roots, berries and an occasional jackrabbit (even
a dog when the need for meat became acute) — there
was little complaining. Their feasting was to come.

RESH also in the minds of Sky Chief and his people

was the afternoon when the scouts sped back to camp
on foam-flecked ponies shouting that a band of enemy,
the hated Sioux, had been sighted. Warriors had strip-
ped naked (wounds made through clothing were harder
to heal), put on war paint, grabbed spears, bows and
arrows, mounted their fastest horses and sped out in
pursuit. Their disappointment had been cuttingly keen
on finding their quarry gone.

And then came the day for which they had endured
months of enervating reservation life! The column had
been moving slowly along a creek flowing into the
Republican w-hen the outriders raced back to report a
grear herd in a broad, grassy valley ahead.

With shouts of excitement, 800 warriors stripped
bare, crammed quivers with arrows, grabbed bows,
mounted their best ponies and galloped off. Nearing
the herd, they cautiously made the surround, a maneuver
in which the hunters on the swiftest ponies raced to the
front to turn the frightened cows and calves back into
the milling bulls while other warriors ringed the herd
from the sides and rear.

Then the killing began. The rawhide bridle knotted
around the pony’s lower jaw went slack and, urged by
knee and heel, the steed, caught up in the frenzy of the
chase, made for the buffalo, Approaching behind the
beast, the hunter twanged the arrow back of the buffalo's
ribs. In the killing shot, the arrow-head, made of White
Man’s scrap iron, ranged upward to piece heart and lungs.
The chase was not without danger. Sometimes a wound-

Sioux who took part in the battle at the 50th
anniversary of the massacre, photographed at
Hitchcock, Nebraska. (Left to Right) Julian
Whistler, Chief White Cow, Chief Eagle Head,
Charley Brave, Frank Good Lance, Chief Flying
Hawk, Chief White Wolf. Chief Spotted Weasel.
J.W. Williamson, Chief Two Lance, and American
Eagle. The last five were survivors of the massacre.
No Pawnees were at the celebration. Below, Sky
Chief, Head Chief of the Pawnees who was killed
at the battle in Massacre Valley while leading
Pawnees in a futile charge.

(Only the last five Sioux named are pictured due
to damage to the photo)



ed bull would pivot on its front 5es*tv whirl and gore
horse and rider.

Only bow and arrow were used in the Pawnee hunts.
They were primitive, but in the hands of skilled hunters,
had tremendous power. Any Pawnee hunter could drive
an arrow with killing force. Some of the strongest could
send the arrow all the way through. The slaughter con-
tinued until the grass was dotted with bodies almost as
far as eyes could discern. Beasts rhat escaped were left to
stock the prairie for other years and other hunts. Unlike
the White hide hunters, the Indian took only what he
needed.

YV/'HEN the squaws, children and old men reached

** the hunting ground with dogs and pack ponies, the
women -went to work skinning and butchering. It was a
stinking, bloody business but a happy one amid yelping
dogs and the distant yapping of waiting coyotes. That
night, fires were kindled of dried buffalo chips for rhe
grand gorging which was to last three days.

Chief Peta-Lah-Shar had ceremoniously signalled the
feasting by cutting long ribs from calf halves which
had been broiled to a turn and handing the meat, steam-
ing with the-savoriness of its own juices, to Sky Chief
and other sub-chiefs.

Over their own fires, families reveled in calves’ heads
baked in glowing embers. Baked in embers, too, were
the round bones from which delicious marrow was suck-
ed out -with happy gustatory sounds by toothless old men
and women. The kawis of the buffalo bull was pot-
boiled. Braves ate the boudins raw. And, so it had
gone, the happiest time for all, including the dogs fed
on tossed bones and scraps and stolen offal.

After the feasting had come squaws’ work — skin-
ning. peg stretching the bloody hides in the sod and
later draping them on frames for drying. Hair was
tanned off the summer hides which were unsuited fot
robes. On the reservation these hides would be fashion
ed into clothing, mocassins and tepee skins. All the
meat — nothing was wasted — was cut into strips and
laid out in the hot sun to cure. Tongues were dried
whole. Once dried, the meat was packed in skin bundle*

for the return to the reservation. The grand hunt had
provided meat enough to feed the tribe through the
bleak and blizzardy Nebraska winter.

It proved to be the Pawmee’s last successful hunt.

T>EFORE Sky Chief set out on the ill-fated hunt the

following year, the hunt which was to make history
as the last great battle between Indian tribes, he had to
secure permission from Indian agent William Burgess.

In 1869. because of scandals in the Indian Service
which reached into high Washington circles. President
U.S. Grant had turned the Indian Department over to
the Quakers. Much headway had been made by cleaning
out the thieving, dishonest rascals who had been shame-
le«lv exploiting the wards of the government. But,
countering this good work were mistakes in judgement
made by the new Indian agents sent out from the east.

Burgess was a Quaker appointee. "Love your enemies/*
this kind and gentle man preached to the Pawnee. "Do
not war against the Sioux and rhe Sioux will not war
against you.” The Great White Father, he promised,
would not allow the Sioux to molest them.

With this assurance and with the assignment by Bur-
gess of John Williamson as trail agent. Sky Chief and
his people set out for the lush short-grass hunting
grounds to the south and west. It was Williamson's dutv
to notify the few scattered wettlers that they had nothing
to fear from the friendly Paw-nee who were on the hunt.

But, at the same time Burgess gave Sky Chief permis-
sion for the hunt, the Quaker agents at the Red Cloud
and Spotted Tail agencies gave the Sioux permission
to hunt in the same country. Trail agent for the Sioux
was Nick Janis and he. like Williamson, was to reassure
the settlers. The Sioux hunt was made up of more than
1,000 warriors in addition to the squaws, children and
the old ones. They were Ogallala and Brule Sioux,

He hunt promised to be as memorable for the pawnee

as the one in 1872. The country south of the Re
publican was said to be swarming with the shaggy,
humpbacked beasts. When the Pawnee were about to
(Continued on Page 51)

Typical Pawnee village at time of battle where three hundred Pawnee lived before massacre and only forty after.



Teddy Roosevelt may have become
a great hunter in later years, but
killing his first buffalo was far from

heroic and one of the jokes of West,

By William J. Bice

OLLOWING the completion of the Northern Pacific
Railroad through North Dakota in December of
1881. many stock-minded Easterners, iured by the open-
ing up of the vast tracts of grasslands in Dakota and
Montana, due to the extermination of the buffalos and
simultaneous conquering of the Sioux, journeyed to those
two territories to seek fate and fortune.

The late Theodore Roosevelt, then a lad of only
twenty-four, was one of these. Other than this writer,
young Roosevelt was probably one of the greenest nov-
ices that ever set foot in the prairie lands. A tenderfoot
jusz can't hide that fact, and young Roosevelt got a
thorough initiation the second day he arrived.

"If you wish to become a stockman, you must learn to
ride,” said one, and a horse was brought around for him.
Some of these old-time horses will stand like some old
plow-horse while being saddled. But when mounted and

Teddy's ranch was not luxurious, but it was comfortable
and rough, the way he wanted his life in the old West.

urged forward, all heck breaks loose. The ground was the
only place he could land, and the young man from New
York state landed there quickly and plenty hard. Bui
did he quit? Indeed not — Roosevelt was a fighting man.

Again he was thrown on the hard dirt streets of Me-
dora, and it wasn't funny. The bystanders expected him
to give up now, but he didn’t. He tried it the third time,
and this time he stayed on, and much to the admiration
of the crowd.

This was only che first part of an initiation for a tend-
erfoot. There was the matter of drinking, a test that
showed, as they said in those days, how much hair a man
had on his chest. Roosevelt stood up under this with fly-
ing colors, and astounded most of the men around him.

Then one of the men yelled that the renderfoot had
to dance. Guns came out and bullets hit the floor around
Roosevelt’s feet. He danced for a moment and then
stopped. "This,-" he said, "is a lirtle silly. What about a
drink all around.”

Tj\3R a moment the men stared at this tenderfoot in a-
® mazement. None had ever shown such nerve. Then
the crowd let out a wild cheer and crowded around the
bar. Roosevelt paid for the drinks and this ended his
initiation, He had proved himself, and from that day on
the rough westerners had only the highest respect for
Theodore Roosevelt.

He quickly acquired the name of Ted — later Teddy,
for some time he made his home with a rancher by the
name of Henry Britt who owned a bunch of cattle along
the iittle Missouri River in Western North Dakota.
Young Roosevelt had done some hunting in the East and
it was not long before he was doing considerable in
Dakota, and coyotes, antelopes and grouse fell before his
unerring rifle.



To his friends in the West, Roosevelt was known as ‘'Ted”

It was his hunting that caused Teddv to pull a bonei
that even to his death brought roaring laughter from him
whenever he remembered it. At first his western friend™
weren’t sure whether they were mad at him or only a-
mazed. Teddy later said, "They should have strung me
up. | thought | was a great hunter, but | was just a plain
young fool."™

NE evening he came in carrying a big piece of buf-

falo meat rolled up in a buffalo hide behind the
cantle of his saddle. As he rode up to the Britt shack, he
called out: “Hey, Henry, come out here.”

Brirc, who had just started a fire in the old cookstove
came to the door. “Look what we've got for upper,
Teddy’s eyes feasted upon the buffalo hide behind him.

A mingled expression of surprise and then disgust
came over the face of Britt. He exclaimed. “Great god.
Ted. what will you do next?”

Surprised and taken aback, Ted asked:
what's wrong?”

"A lot’s wrong. I'd say. You’'ve Kkilled the last dog-

"Why —

and didn’t get the nickname Teddy until some years later.

gone buffalo on the American continent.”

For a moment, Teddy was speechless. Brirt added: "1
never thought to tell you. It’'s away over enr. -five
miles down there. Guess Tsort of figured you wouldn’t
get that far away. But what the countryside will say when
they hear about this — well, | don’t know,”

"Well, I'm sure sorry — | just saw this one and, of
course, | wanted it.”

"This poor old renegade was the last of his kind, and
there wasn’t a white man nor an Indian who would have
kilted him, even on a bet. It was just the fate of the old
monarch that some well-meaning cenderfoot would come
along and lay him low.”

When one old-timer was told about it. he denounced
che tenderfoot by declaring: "Why, that's the darndest,
meanest man in che world.”

"Oh,” said another, “he was a tenderfoot; he didn’t
know.”

"And that old buffalo was twenty-five, if a day, and
one buffalo couldn’t reproduce, you know.”

(Continued on Page 55)

Peaceful Valley Ranch, Medora, North Dakota, now the headquarters of Theodore Roosevelt National Memorial Park
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lawyer. Judge, killer—they called him Terrible Terry. Any man

or women between San Francisco and Denver, who had any-

thing to do with him, was ready to admit he was well named.

By Bob Young

the curling, gray fingers of dawn on a marshy

meadow near California's Lake Merced, two men,
dressed identically in tight-fitting black suits and soft
black hats, faced each other. Carefully observed by their
seconds, they chose identical Belgian pistols from an
opened case and moved into position.

One, David Terry, his handsome, delicate face tinged
by a smile, moved quickly and confidently towards the
assigned position 10 paces from his opponent.

In contrast, David Broderick moved slowly and mas-
sively, his face still suffused with rage over having been
thoroughly searched by Terry’s second to disclose the
use of any protective shield. Even the tiny pistol seemed
no more chan a toy in his huge hand.

With both men located, one of the seconds stepped
back from the line of fire and called, "Gentlemen, are
you ready?”

"Ready,” Terry snapped immediately,

Broderick simply nodded.

The ominous, fatal count began: “One . . . ” Bro-
dericks pistol flared. His shot thudded into the sod,
missing Terry by several feet.

"Two ..

Terry aimed quickly, almost carelessly, then fired. At
first it appeared his shot had also missed. Broderick still
stood before him. Then the huge man dropped his pis-
tol, swayed, then sank slowly to the ground.

"Too far to the right, | think,” Terry remarked non-
chalantly to a companion who had rushed up. "It is not
a mortal wound.” Arms folded, he stood for a moment
watching those who attended his fallen opponent, then
whirled and walked with equal nonchalance from the
meadow,

ERRY'S estimate of his markmanship proved to be

in” error. Three days after the duel, September 16,
1895, David C. Broderick died of the wound received
from Terry’s pistol. Even in those tumultuous days of
California history, marked by all too frequent gunfire
and violence, it was regarded as a battle between rwo
titans. Broderick, was a Northern sympathizer and
California State Senator; Terry, a former State Supreme
Court Justice and ardent Southerner. The duel had been
born out of their bitter slavery and anti-slavery dif-

ferences. But even though it would end in Terry's own
sudden death some thirty years later, with Broderick s
name still echoing in his ears, it is doubtful if David
Terry, one of the West’s first and most fabulous lawyers,
considered it more than a minor highlight in his tur-
bulent career.

If there is truth in the saying that "law came late to
the West,” it might well be because it took a peculiar
kind of courage for a man to go into court in those wild
days and defend a client. But from the day he first
opened his law office in San Francisco, David Terry was
known as a lawyer as quick to press a decision with s
bowie knife or a pistol as he was with a lawbook.

AVID S. Terry came by his aggressive, intense per-

sonality understandably. Born in Kentucky, March
8, 1823, to a family of fighting men, frontiersmen, and
adventurers, he had few ancestors who had not met
boots-on death. When young Terry was eleven the fam-
ily moved to Texas in the vicinity of Houston. He played
his part in the states’ war for freedom from Mexico and
later served as a member of the fabulous Texas Rangers
in the Mexican War, coming unscathed through the
vicious hand to hand fighting at Monterey.

There is little doubt Terry was completely at home in
the vigorous, hard-drinking, bellicose frontier life of
Texas which followed the war. Along with acquiring
exceeding skill in the use of the bowie knife, he also be-
gan to read law in an uncle’s office. Temporarily sting-
ing from his rejection by a young beauty, Cordelia,
Tterry took off to join the massive, throbbing gold rush
to California in 1849-

Though most mining disputes were settled with the
gun or knife, there were a few that finally reached the
courts. It was there Terry decided to pan his California
gold. He opened offices at Stockton, then the principal
distribution center for the southern mines. Like the ot-
her attorneys daring to practice in those days, Terry at-
tended court well-armed, both with weapons and the
courage to use them. Involved once against a rowdy
litigant appropriately named Roadhouse, Terry delivered
a particularly scathing address to the jurors.

"You can’t say that about mel” Roadhouse bounded
from his seat.



The judge rapped for silence and fined Roadhouse
$10 for contempt. After throwing down the required
fine, Roadhouse added some extra money to the pile.
"And that’ll pay for what 1’'m going to say now to that
lying lawyer, Terry." Whereupon he began to denounce
Terry profanely, offering to fight him.

fT>ERRY, grim-faced but unemotional, moved slowly
A toward Roadhouse, who towered over him in size.

But Terry didn't offer to put up his fists.

“C’mon, goddam you, put up your hands,” Roadhouse
bellowed.

Terry continued to move iithely forward, then within

Casey being led to his hanging down the streets of
San Francisco, one time friend of Terry, the Terrible.

distance whipped out a keen-edged bowie knife! Dodging
a wild swing, he drove the knife into Roadhouse’s
shoulder. The wounded man -wes hurried away for treat-
ment, and Terry was fined by the court for his precipi-
tous action, though the minor size of the fine indicated
chat the court actually approved of the subduing of Road-
house.

After that, Terry’s terrible temper was frequently seen
in the courtrooms, where violence in any form was not
unusual. Terry soon found it necessary to bring a com-
panion w'ith him, also well armed, who would protect him
from an attack from the rear while he was addressing
che jury!

Some editors took public exception to Terry's con-
duct. One, J.H. Purdy, of a San Francisco newspaper, was
particularly violent in his remarks. He published a par-
ticularly vicious anonymous actack.

Though Terry might have employed the laws of libel
in righting these wrongs to his honor, he immediately
charged into the editor's office and demanded a retrac-

tion. It was just as promptly refused. Terry raised hi$
cane then broke ir over Purdy's shoulder. When the editor
still refused, Terry pulled out his bowtie knife and press-
ed it to the editor’s throat:

"Tell me who wrote that story, or you’'ll die,” Terry
threatened.

HE men were separated before the throat was slit,

but not before Terry had reversed his knife and de-
livered che editor a stout whack on the skull. Terry paid
a $300 fine for assault with the remark: "It was worth
more."

Terry’s career was long remembered by these some-
times outrageous outbursts. But in partnership with an-
other lawyer, Duncan Parley, he did a thriving business
and amassed considerable wealth. From the inception of
his legal career. Terry had indulged in politics. Fie non
became a power in Democratic politics in California,
which strangely favored southern causes. But finding
their pro-slavery was not aggressive enough for his
fiery tastes, Terry, who had been given the honorary
title of Captain now, joined the Know-Nothing Party/

Through this party’ he became a Supreme Court
Justice in 1855. Captain Terry was then 32 years of age.
one of the youngest men ever to' serve on the high
California court. By now, Cordelia had relented and
joined him in California, where they had a young son
and the start of a family. Captain Terrv seemed to have
settled into a life which would be peaceful, prosperous,
and uneventful. But Terry was not of that cut.

AN FRANCISCO was in the throes of another
crime wave, and a Second Vigilance Committee was
formed. Their first action was to deal with Charles
Cora, a gambler who had killed a United States marshal.
Through the use of skillful lawyers, Cora had persuaded
the jury to hang itself instead of him. While Cora’s se-
cond trial was being arranged, a James Casey shot James
King of William, editor of the San Francisco Bulletin.
_When it seemed orderly justice again might fail. Wil-
liam T. Coleman was named to revive the vigilantes.
Their lawlessness was scarcely expressed by the other
scamps that roamed San Francisco’s streets, but at least
they were, organized, well-armed and determined.

Twenty-five hundred Vigilantes marched on che jail,
took both Cora and Casey from their cells, then tried
both men in typical drumhead tradition. Both were
quickly found guilty. Hinged platforms were constructed
outside of second story windows on Fort
When the funeral cortege of the murdered King Wil-
liam passed, both men were put on rhe platform with a
noose aroaind their necks, and a white cap on their heads
A bell tolled slowly and an executioner cut the ropes.
Two bodies dangled and swayed in the San Francisco
breezes.

Not content with one victory, rhe Vigilantes decided
to sit in judgement of other people whom they con-
sidered undesirables, punishing and deporting many. This
went on for several weeks before Governor Johnson
finally ordered them to disband.

Insolently they refused.

The Governor, lacking arms for a militia, called on
federal forces. They refused aid, despite a state of in-
surrection declared by Johnson. The Vigilantes con-
tinued their high-handed ways.

HE Committee wanted a certain James Maloney to
appea **efore them and sent Sterling Hopkins to

(Continued on Page ?2)
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sUpreme
killer

Mead this article' ait the
cougar to (earn things
about this animal you
never knew end which
will probably be an eye
epener — if wild animals

end their habits- interest

you.

fey Ferris Weddle



TN ehe old West ail killers were not two legged gun-

men or the savage redskin. While no exact figures
are available, it is probable that more pioneers were
killed by wild animal killers than humans. The animal
kingdom gave to the world the grizzly bear, the rattle-
snake, the wolf and — the cougar.

This cat killer was as much a controversial character
in the West as Wyatt Earp, Wild Bill Hickok. or Billy
the kid. Arguments even today wax violent among old
timers when opinions are expressed about this giant
felines prowess with its natural enemies. Vet it is gen-
erally agreed that stories of the great cat killing humans
has been greatly exaggerated.

Here are some of rhe opinions you hear during these
arguments.

"I saw a bull elk ‘count ten' on alion once. The big
cats won t attack unless they have the advantage.”

That Devil’s spawm. the wolverine, can put a cougar
up a tree real fast.”

"A wild jack burro won’t back from a puma — he'll
attack if his harem is in danger.”

"l won’t say a catamount can’t be bested, sometimes.
by natural enemies. The big cats will by-pass a grizzly
all right, which is being smart, not cowardly. Saw one
whip a black bear once, and | saw one put' a band of
javelinas on the run.”

Even the correct common name is a point of con-
troversy in these vehement comments by woodsmen.
Cougar, mountain lion, puma, catamount, panther,
painter, Mexico lion — all refer to the big cats of the
species Felis Concolor. Some thirty sub-species are gen-
erally recognized by biologists.

nPHE last speaker quoted was my father, a spare, six-
" foot four inch Texan who should have been born
fifty years earlier so he could live like a "wild man " ac-
cording to my mother.

Dad wasn'’t really alive unless he was on the trail of
~ome game species with arifle, a pack of hounds — or
just plain“spying” with the keen interest of a frustrated
naturalist. His restless feet took him all over the south-
west and into the high mountains of Colorado. A spell-
binding teller of campfire tales, the lion was one of his

Uoyd Beebe, well 1<nown photographer for Dis-
ney, spends all spare time taking pictures of
animal®, and his animal pictures are among the
best in the country, including this one above
Below, Beebe caught cougar in tree top, a spet
this animal is supposed to prefer, not because he
or she is afraid of dogs, but because instinct tells

favorite topics. He had hunted them with dogs, trapped
. the cougar where there are dogs there are men
them, and observed them. He had known the peculiar : .
. . " - . and men really frighten him.
sensation of being "stalked” by a lion that was merely
curious.

And once he had seen a rare sight in nature — the
duel between a black bear and a cougar.

Hunting in a New Mexico wilderness country, he wa>
returning to camp one late fall evening when the quiet-
ness was torn apart by hair-raising sounds.

His rifle ready, he crept to the top of a slight ridge
that overlooked a clearing. Screams and snarls of fun
filled rhe clearing as a black bear and a cougar roll-
ed in a gory battle to the death.

Apparently, there had been several rounds, since boch
combatants were blood-stained. At the moment, the cat
had its fangs — capable of slashing through an inch-
thick rope — buried in the bear's throat. The heavily

»clawed hind feet were viciously ripping, palling out fur,
md digging deep gashes in the bear’s underparts.

With a gurgling cry of pain, the bear flung itself for-
ward, trying to crush the tawny cat with its heavy body.

hen bruin rolled, slashing at its opponent with a
ponderous paw. The blow partially stunned the cougar,
ind there was the crunch of broken bones. The cat, hiss-
ng and spitting, moved back.

(Continued on Page 51)



THE TRADING
POST

IS OPEN FOR BUSINESS®
What do you have to swap or trade?

35 MM cameras, light meter, 22
rifle, ice states, TV boosters, HO
train cars, antique radio, TV and
radio rotor & etc., for bugle, metal
locator.

Thomas Rohiand

RR 3

Martinsville, Indiana

HAVE
Tate Magazines, radio p<trt$, transi-
tors, tubes and other parts, Lois
books, WANTED old strap type
watch fobs, advertising farm and
road building machinery, or what
have you.

John Haynes

Doe Run

Mo.

TRADE Campaign buttons
John Hyland
226 West 14th
Anderson, Indiana

W Il trade lower Mississippi Indian
ott'sliheadt for projectile points of
other states Majority of these above
are average in size, worked from
buff brown or shale. Will also swap
white ganoid armored Garfish scales
formerly used by Louis'ana redmen
for birdpoints hafted to arrow
shafts. Have several academic books
to swap on North American Indian
Archeology and Ethnology.

Steve Watson

904 North Bengal Road

Cherokee Park. Metairie,

Louisiana

| have in my possession two books.
One is the Pictorial Atlas of the
Spanish  American War. and the
other is the Great Fire of Boston.
Do you know if they are of any
value, if so where could | find a
purchased in the USA.? | have also
a small pocket Library Commercial
Almanac BlackiVs 1846"

Mrs. May Murel

PO Box 588
Pestou, Nova Scotia
Canada

| have a real Damn Yankee Belt
Buckle Serial no. 460. This Buckle
is in three parts, consisting of
buckle, brass with silver overlay,
latch +?460 and belt adjusting hook.
This belt was ivorn by a fellow by
the name of Hurd, of Fortscot Kan-
sas. It was given to me by his son,
I would like to trade it for a real
Confederate buckle in as good shape
as this one. | am not interested in
anything but the real thing.

H. J. Berry

922 Tremont Avenue

Bristol, Tenn.

Largest collection of Historical Pic-
tures of Dodge City and her citizens
available to the public. Will trade
for pictures, portraits and scenes of
people and Dodge taken prior to
1910, or the privilege of copying
them and returning the originals of
not in my collection. All letters con-
taining self addressed and stamped
envelopes answered same day re-
ceived.

Robert E. Egan

Box 856

Dodge City, Kansas

Wi ill trade US. cavalry sabre, 1863,
for Winchester, Henry Repeating
Rifles or Civil War Pistols, or?
Den'nis Paulson
6900 16th Ave. So.
Minneapolis 23, Minn.

Semi precious stones, ocean beach,
moon stones and agate’s Lapidary
first grade polished Calf stones.
Swap for old coins, etc. (small as-
sortments each, of stones.)

James E. Swank

Box 577

Port Chicago, California

BILLY'S GOLDEN FROG
(Continued from Page 30)

Arnold, and the owl; of Diamond Bill,
and his opinion of women, or even
Nervi, the Hieroglyphographer. But the
most persistent is how Columbia missed
being capital of California in 1854. The
legend did achieve its purpose as Col-
umbia was capital-for-a-day July 15,
1945, when the entire Gold Road ghost
town was incorporated into the State
Park System,

Peter Nicholas and Captain John Par-
rott were both busy warding off the
chill November winds. Inevitable as
sex, the two drunks gravitated to the
same saloon where a fight resulted.
Nicholas fatally stabbed Parrott, a pop-
ular citizen, Nicholas, realizing he was
in the fat, but good, hired D. C. Bulton,
an early day Clarence Darrow. to de-
fend him.

Fortunately, public resentment a
gainst Nicholas was ameliorated because
of intense current interest in getting
Columbia named state capital, Petition.'
listing 10,000 signatures had been
readied for consideration by the legisla-
ture, and success seemed imminent.

ULTON staged a brilliant defense
for his client, but killing with a
knife couldn’t be condoned and Nicho-
las was found guilty. Columbia could-
n’'t afford another lynching blot on its
’scutcheon, not while the city was being
considered for the capital, so a legal
execution was demanded. Nicholas was
shipped to a distant prison for safety.
Bulton, who’d never lost a murder
case, was still trying to figure a dodge
to spring Nicholas, while he listened to
the latest gossip about the capital situa-
tion. Someone unrolled the log-sized
scroll containing the names petitioning
for the capital.

“More’n 10,000 names,” he told Bul-
ton. "That ought to do the trick. And
we’re making sure that Sacramento
gang don’t get aholt of it either 'cause
were keeping it in the D.C. Mills
bank.”

Columbia buzzed a few days later
when the bank’s massive vault door
was found blown askew. Bullion, coin
and currency remained untouched; only
the petitions were missing. The legisla-
ture selected Sacramento as capital; Col-
umbia had neither petitions nor names
to shore up its claims. Columbians were
certain the theft was the work of those
Sacramento varmints.

In the upset, no one noticed the
Governor had issued a full pardon for



Peter Nicholas. "1 submitted a personal
plea,” Bulton admitted, ™along with
other documents that seemed to con-
vince the Governor.”

Bulton didn’t explain the plea was
substantiated by a scroll listing 10,000
signatures, carefully altered to request
the pardon of Columbia's respected citi-
zen, Peter Nicholas.

THE END

BILL WEST’S HEAD
IContinued from Page 15)

So, grabbing the dead body of Bill
West by the hair, Tom Starr proceeded
to cut the head from the shoulders,
toss the bloody and gruesome object in-
to a gunny sack, got on his horse and
rode to the headquarters of the Cher-
okee Nation in .Talequah.

Blue Moon, treasurer of the tribe,
looked up when he saw Tom Starr
enter. He made no move to spread the
word Tom Starr was there because Blue
Moon had no desire at that moment to
die.

He asked, "You come to see the
Chief?"
Tom Starr grunted, "I came to col-

lect S2,000 cash for the head of Bill
West.”

He dumped the bloody head of Bill
West on a table. "Here is Bill’s head.
You knew Bill and you know it is his
head. | want the $2,000.”

Blue Moon shuddered at the sight
of the grisly object, even though as an
Indian he was supposed to be stolid in
+e face of death and mutilation. He
had known Bill West and knew this was
his head, but he also knew that Tom
Scarr had a S5,000 reward on his head.

Before he had a chance to call for
help or make any move, Tom Starr
>ulled his six gun and said, "Give me
52.000 cash before | blow you to hell."

Blue Moon hesitated and then stam-
mered, "We don’t have S2,000 cash
here.”

"Open the money box.” Tom Starr
ordered.

Blue Moon did and the box was fill-
ed with bills. "Push it to me,” Tom
Scarr ordered.

HE six gun looked like a cannon to
Blue Moon and he pushed the box
over to Tom Starr. Starr took S2.000
in bills. "1 take what | earned." he said.
Only S2,000. Tell your Tribal Coun-
cil that Tom Starr is an honest man.”
And with that Tom Starr backed out
of the room, leaving the bloody head
of his brother-in-law on the table and

Blue Moon shaking like a leaf. The
news of Tom Starr’s trick spread rapid-
ly over the Cherokee nation, and
chough he was a wanted member of
that tribe, his stunt amused the Indians.

Tom Starr rode back to his hide-out
at Younger’s Bend and that night the
outlaws in the hide-out celebrated with
a feast and whiskey and some shooting.
However, old Tom didn’t have long to
enjoy the fruits of his victory. The Fed-

eral Agents were on his trail, and the
old hellion, who had committed about
every crime in the books and had mur-
dered with glee, was arrested for the
minor crime of selling whiskey to the
Indians.

He was tried and convicted and sent
to the Federal prison in Detroit to
spend a good part of the remainder of
his evil life behind bars.

THE MAVERICK NAME

NEVITABLY, some animals evaded the spring roundup and calves
grew up and were separated from their mothers without a brand
to tell who owned them. These calves were called "Mavericks.”

This name dates back immediately following the Civil War. Texans
returning from the war found their cattle scattered all over the ranges
in thousands. By custom they were the property of anyone who could catch
and put their brand on them. In the rush a man named John Maverick
surpassed ail others, so much so that Texans jokingly said that the ab-
sence of a brand was a sure sign of a "Maverick animal.”
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BLEEDING HILLS
{Continued from Page 33)

Bleeding Hills, now known as Pierce
Canyon. The narrow place in the river
was then known throughout the New
Mexico Territory as "Outlaw Crossing.”

It was near the corral where Beck-
-wick, with a number of his wranglers,
waited for John Jones to come riding
down the river, just as Bob Ollinger
had assured him would happen on that
early morning of August 23rd.

Ollinger managed to be riding in
from the Bleeding Hills- some two hum
dred yards away, when Johnny Jones,
came riding into the horse camp of
Outlaw Crossing.

Johnny Jones called to Beckwtck,
"Ollinger said you would be waiting
for me.”

71 wasn’t hankerin' to have no trou-
ble with you, Jones,” Beckwick called
back to him.

"You already got trouble with me,
Beckwick. I’'m a cornin’ riding out of
this little brushy spot between here and
your camp. |’m cornin’ out alone so you
can make your play any time you get
ready.”

TILL riding high in the saddle. John-
ny Jones approached the horse
camp, deliberately, but with caution.
Johnny Jones wasn’t a killer. He had
been brought up under the weight of a
.44 and he had come to regard it as any
other working tool used in his daily

ranching activity. Motioning his men
away from him, as he stood there in
from of his horse camp waiting, Beck-
wick must have known the chances he
was raking in agreeing to draw with
one of the fastest guns in the territory;
but converse to the way Bob Ollinger
had told John Jones, Beckwick claimed
no merit, whatsoever, for his skill with
the six-shooter by which he lived and
died.

His hand had scarcely reached his
holster when Johnny Jones swiftly
drew and fired twice, close enough to
Beckwick for accuracy.

Beckwick’s grave is located on the

.iBanks of the Pecos, not far from the

spot where John Jones outdrew him.

Despite the rugged condition of the
New Mexico Territory, word of a kill-
ing traveled fast in rhose days and as it
traveled (not in the disguise of careless
gossip as is the case in many instances
today), instead of losing its factual
value, the truth of the circumstances
was most often personified with accura-
cy and courage.

Just how word got back ro Johnny
Jones that Beckwick’s prowess with a
six-shooter had been misrepresented to
him bv Ollinger is not dear, anymore
than is it clear how the word was car-
ried back to Bo-b Ollinger that Johnny
Jones was coming after him.

It is a know-n fact, however, that
Johnny Jones did tell his father, to-
gether with a number of his father’s
ranch hands, that Ollinger had lied to
him about both Beckwick’s brags and
qualifications in the Killing that had oc-
curred at rbe Outlaw Crossing of the
Bleeding Hills.

Groves of some of victims who met a bloody death in the Bleeding Hills.

‘Tm riding down to have a talk with
Bob,” Johnny told his father as he rode
off the Jones ranch. ”1 won’t be able
to sleep a wink at night until 1 see sure
that John Beckwick had an honorable
burial.”

HAT is the last record of any word

that John Jones ever spoke to any-
one. He left his father’s ranch on
Rocky Arroya just two days after he
had shot and killed John Beckwick. The
distance between the old Rocky Arroya
headquarters and Outlaw Crossing on
the Bleeding Hills is equivalent to a
bout a good day’s ride on horseback.
What happened in those four days be-
tween the day Johnny Jones rode off
his father’s ranch and the day he ar-
rived at the Outlaw Crossing near the
Bleeding Hills is not known today.

Nonetheless, Bob Ollinger. who evi-
dently had been warned of Johnny’s
wrath at having been tricked into kill-
ing Beckwick, was waiting for the
Rocky Arroya cowboy. Ollinger was
not waiting at the same place beside the
corral that Beckwick had waited. He
had hid himself in the salt cedars near
the spot where Johnny Jones had called
to Beckwick.

There, as Johnny Jones passed
through the little clearing where he had
first called to John Beckwick the week
before, Bob Ollinger gunned him down
from ambush.

The bullet passed through Johnny’s
back and opened up a hole in his chest
for the life blood to pour through. All
of this happened at the head of Pierce
Canyon where the Bleeding Hills begin,

HE circumstances of the two violent
deaths in one week of the two men
of the Old West are: On the headstone
of the one resting between the Bleeding
Hills on the banks of the Pecos River
near Outlaw Crossing, is this inscrip-
tion:
John M. Beckwick
Born Jan. 4. 1855
Died Aug. 23rd, 1879;
on the other, of the man who killed
him, also located in the same country,
but on the banks of Rocky Arroya be-
tween two high hills of the Guadalupes,
is this inscription:
John A. Jones
Born Jan. 26. 1855
Died Aug. 30, 1879-

The oddity of these two graves is
that rwo strong men of the Old West
could have been put to so violent a dif-
ference by a coward when actually they
were so very much alike.

Both men who poured out their life
blood in the Bleeding Hills were named
John, Both were born inJanuary, 3855.



Outlaw Crossing in the Breeding Hills was the scene of several gunfighis between Billy-the-Kid and the Jones Brothers.

There were only 22 days difference in
their ages. Both met violent deaths near
Outlaw Crossing in August. 1879. just
six days and a few feet apart. One is
buried in a lonely grave on the banks
of the Pecos; the other, in a lonely
grave on the banks of Rocky Arrova.

It is often said that the red hills, over
the spot where the two gunmen met.

UGLY BUT WONDERFUL
(Continued from Page 31)

Humphrey and Allison worked the
dry gulches by hauling the gold-bear-
ing dirt down to Silver Bow Creek and
washing it.

The news of the gold strike spread
like wildfire to the other camps, and
miners poured in by the hundreds, Even
miners from the Alder Gulch diggings
came over and helped pan the gulches.

Several camps sprang up almost over-
night: Silver Bow — named for Silver
Bow Creek. Rocker, and Butte City.
The gulches around these towns echoed
with the scrape of the miners' tools, the
swish of gravel in the pans, and the
creaking of the crude hand-make rock-
ers. Often gun-shots were heard up and
down the gulches.

The miners lived in crude tents and
shanties, anything that they could
throw together. Labor began with the
first streak of dawn over the jagged
outlines of the Continental Divide. The
men worked six days a week; but on
the seventh they usually hit one of the
little towns in the gulches and raised

still run red with blood from out-
laws and cattle thieves killed in the
early days of Outlaw Crossing. But the
dependents of John Jones, who still
live in the Rocky Arroya country, have
chi to say about the circum ranees of
the legend of the Bleeding Hills: “The
hills are still bleeding for the neediest
injustice that two brave men suffered

different kinds of hell, spending their
hard-earned week’s wages. These towns
consisted mostly of saloons, and no man
was safe without a brace of revolvers in
his belt and a bowie-knife tucked in his
bootleg.

By 1874, the placer diggings had
petered out and the populations of the
camps were only small handfuls com-
pared to what they had been. Silver
Bow was a ghost town, Rocker City was
crumbling to decay and ruin, and Butte
had a population of only about sixty
people. Almost everyone thought the
towns had gone.

UT Butte was brought .to life once

more, pulsacing, rip-roaring, more
powerful than before, by a young Irish
Immigrant named Marcus Daly. Daly
had come from Ireland when he was
fifteen, without a-red cent, and had
learned mining the hard way in the
California and Nevada mining camps.
He had gained the backing of several
Salt Lake bankers when he appeared in
Butte as the manager of the Alice Silver
Mine. He was very ambitious and was
alwavs on the lookout for new ventures.
He became a partner with Michael Hic-
key, an ex-soldier of the Union Army,
who had located a copper lead in L882
on his location and had named it the
Anaconda, which in due time became

at the hand of a coward in their midst.
As for Ollinger, his cowardh life
ended a short time later when Billy-thc
Kid. who had a venemous hatred fo:
him. blew most of his head off with a
blast of buckshot when the Kid made
his famous break from the Lincoln

Countrv jail.
RW

the largest copper mining, smelting, and
fabricating organization in the world.

Presently, Daly, ever-ambitious, pur-
chased the Anaconda Copper Mining
Company from Hickey. Then the young
Irish immigrant set to work exploraz
pushing developments fast and A
a three hundred foot level, ¢ -*d .uck
struck. Instead of finding silver, he
found copper! This was 1882, a great
year in mining history. This discovery
of copper resulted in making Butte the
greatest mining camp on earth!

Three billion dollars in mineral
wealth came from Butte in three quart-
ers of a century. It is unbelievable that
this town on the gray slopes of the
Continental Divide, a mile above sea
level in southwestern Montana, could
produce such metal. No, Butte was not
dead, as thought by many. No. Butte
Was just starting to live!

WS of the copper strike reached

out and miners poured in. Some
even brought families when they found
out the truth of the strike. Butte pros-
pered. Additional and larger mills and
smelters were constructed on all sides,
and the development of the mines ex-
panded. Expert mining men from all
over the world. attracted by Butte’s
favorable report, traveled there. The

(Continued on next Page)
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ORIGINATOR OF
WILD WEST

“WILD BILL” HICKOK

r\TD you know that "Buffalo Bill” Cody was not the originator of the

Wild West Show as many people think/ In 1870, thirteen years
before Buffalo Bill opened his Wild West Show, Wild Bill Hickok
opened a "Great Indian Show and Buffalo Hunt,” ar Niagara Falls,
with six buffalo and several wild Indians. Hickok's show attracted
large crowds, but was shown on the open prairie and more than half
ot the people did not pay any admission tee.

Wrihen Cody started his Wild West Show in 1883 everything was
under control. He had his show located inside the County hair Grounds
at Omaha, Nebraska. Those grounds were surrounded with a high
board lence. so no one could jee the "attractions' without first paying
an admission tee.

stage was set and the curtain pulled
back for the greatest mining boom in
history. One of the greatest booms the
world has ever known.

By 1884, three hundred mines were
in operation and more than four thou-
sand claims were posted on the hills
around the copper camp. The yield of
silver and copper for that year was esti-
mated by experts at $14,000,000 By
the end of 1900, almost a quarter of
the world’s supply and seventy-two mil-
lion fine ounces of gold and silver were
being produced annually.

The adventurous miners lived a hard,
rugged life. Drinking and fighting, the
majority of them spent their money as
they made it. "The hell with saving
it!” one miner said. 'When it’s gone,
there’s always more on the Hill!”

Butte was a fabulous town all right,
It boasted of saloons such as The Beer
Can. Bucket of Blood, The Water-Hole.
Often-All-Night, Big Stope, Collar and
Elbows, Graveyard, Saturday Night,
They Are All Here, The Alley Cat. The
Cesspool. Pay Day, and suburbs of the
towns were named Dogtown. Chicken
Flats. Butcher Hill, Seldom Seen, Hun-
gry’ Hill.

One saloon owner filled his bar bot-
tles from one big liquor barrel and nam-
ed them "Coming Off Shift Special.”
"Good Night Special,” "All Day Spec-
ial,” and set aside some specially de-
corated bottles with liquor from the
same barrel, entitled: "For wakes,
weddin’s. births and holidays.”

"Order in this court!” Justice was
dealt out first one way. then another
A judge fined one of the members of
the bar for contempt of court, the law-
yer having been pleading his case in a
loud voice, which had awakened the
judge from his afternoon nap. In this
town one judge declared firmly that a
miner was allowed to get drunk once a
week and beat up his wife once a
month But for anv more than that he
would be thrown into fail.

Place: Butte: Year 1866; Scene: the
notorious Clipper Shades dive, deep in
the red-light district; Event: the first
public bayroom wedding took place, the
marriage of Mollie De Murcka, a wom-
an of the red-light, and Jack lJolly, the
town marshal

OMINIC FORESCO, an ltalian,

once advertised in one of the daily
papers that he was in the market for a
wife and that he would stand at the
main intersection of the city, the corner
of Park and Main Streets, for three
hours each day wearing a white carna-
tion on his coat lapel. The Italian was
jailed for stopping the traffic, and a
score of prospective brides stormed the
jail, but only after word had leaked out
that Foresco was worth twenty thou-
sand dollars in government bonds.



A hellfire and brimstone preacher de-
scended on Butte, setting up a huge
tent and warning the people repent of
their sins or be burned in a lake of fire
and brimstone. A saloon was near the
tent. The ambitious saloonkeeper had
large painted banners erected and plac-
ed outside his saloon so the departing
worshippers could not fail to see them,
advertising that scoops of cold beer
could be had at his place for five cents
a-piece and that extra bartenders were
put on during revival week.

The old Atlantic Bar in Butte was the
longest bar in the world, a full block
in length. It boasted that it had as
many as fifteen bartenders always serv-
ing its customers and that twelve thou-
sand beers were sold there on a Satur-
day night. Then there was the Success
Cafe — so small that it was crowded
with four customers.

NCE a bum fell to the saloon floor,
faint from hunger, after scores of
big-hearted citizens had offered to buy
him drinks, but not a single one a meal.
On many summer afternoons, during
the old days, the girls from the red
light district could be seen cantering
through the downtown business district
on blooded saddle horses and wearing
the latest riding fashions.

At the turn of the century, Butte
advertised that its copper mines had
yielded almost two billion dollars and
that it was the only western city the
boothill of which had more dead than
there were people living in the city.

Yes, Butte, Montana, ugly as sin, but
big-hearted, has been and still is an
exciting town. She is the largest town
in Montana, on the west slope of the
Continental Divide at an elevation of
5,755 feet. Butte is the county seat of
Silver county. She is located on two
Federal highways and is served by four
transcontinental railroads and a fine
airport. Formerly, fumes from the
smelters killed all vegetation and the
general appearance of the city was deso0
late indeed by day, though at night it
was a beauty. Today most of the ore
is treated in Anaconda and Grea't Falls
or someplace else away from the city.
The grass has reappeared and beauti-
ful residential districts and parks have
been developed. Butte is the principal
railroad and business center of the
Rocky Mountain northwest, the largest
city between Minneapolis and Spokane
north of Salt Lake. To the west of the
city is Big Butte, a sharp conical peak
from which the city derives its name
Yes, Butte has built a great reputation,
a remarkable reputation that is known
wherever adventurous men gather and
talk.

MASSACRE VALLEY
(Continued front Page 39)

cross the valley from the Beaver to the
Republican, they met white hide hunt-
ers who warned that the Sioux were
hunting on the divide between the Re-
publican and the Frenchman.

Williamson refused to believe them.
"You’'re just trying to buffalo the Paw-
nee out of their hunt. You danged hide
hunters want the buffalo all to your-
selves,” he said.

"Not going to argue with you,” a
hunter shrugged. "But, sure as shootin’.
you’re running into trouble up ahead.
Can’t say we didn’t tell you.”

Williamson signalled the Pawnee a-
head with a sweeping wave of the arm.
They crossed the Republican and, after
the scouts reported sighting thousand¥
of grazing buffalo, woundeight miles
up a canyon leading from the north to-
ward the divide above the grassy plain
which held their winter’s meat. As the
head of the column neared the ridge, a
small group of Sioux appeared on it,
sitting their ponies as if their thin line
could stop the oncoming Pawnee.

The trail agent called a halt. Taking
with him Ralph Weeks, a young Pawnee
who’d had White Man’s schooling, he
rode toward the Sioux to parley, con-
fident that, like Burgess, the other Indi-
an agents had succeeded in planting the
gospel of peace. Instead, Williamson
and Weeks were greeted by rifle fire
which killed the agent’s horse under
him.

The Sioux had set the ambush well.
The small band on the ridge had been
the decoy. The main body had been
concealed on both sides of the canyon
waiting for the Pawnee to enter the
trap. With a rattle of gun fire and a
shower of arrows, the massacre was on.

ETRAYED by their trust in the
~hite Man the Pawnee geared
for a hopeless battle. They hurried their
women and children into a ravine and
rode out to meet, the enemy with bow.
arrow, knife, tomahawk and spear since
only a few had firearms. Old men join-
ed the young, leaving squaws formed in
circles, chanting with uplifted arms an
ancient tribal song, a prayer for victory
or honorable death, The Pawnee held
off the Sioux, despite their devastating
fire from the canyon rims, for two
hours until all the Pawnee arrows were
spent.
The Pawnee gave way, got packs off
horses and fought their way back down

the canyon as the Sioux left the high
ground in hot and blood) pursuit,
Hand to hand the battle now raged,
with Pawnee men, women and children
overhelmed by the savagery of then
ancient enemy.

A troop of the Third Cavalry from
Ft. McPherson was scouting along the
Republican on the day of the battle and.
sighting them, the hapless Pawnee sent
runners to ask their aid, still confident
that their trust in the White Man had
not been misplaced. But the soldiers
sat their horses and watched impassive-
ly. They had no orders to interfere in
quarrels between Indians. They were
paid to protect settlers. If the Red Man
was bent on exterminating himself, so
much the better. This "no interference’
policy was to have its counterpart a
mong some law enforcement officials
during latter day wars between gangs
in the teeming cities of the east.

The Sioux, however, broke off the
battle. They rounded up hundreds of
loose Pawnee ponies and with yells of
victory, shaking aloft bloody ' scnlos.
rode off to the north. They left behind
them some 200 dead and dying Pawnee
strewn along the canyon.

Sky Chief was dead, mutilated. a
was Nick Roots, a noted Pawnee Scout,
and Pawnee Mary, a white woman who
had taken to Indian ways. But William-
son escaped unhurt after having thrown
the saddle from his dead horse on an
Indian pony. Ralph Weeks also surviv-
ed to tell the story as did 14 year-old
Rush Roberts (A-Re-Kah-Rard.)

ST of the dead were squaws and
children. Traveling Bear, the gre:
trailer who had been awarded a govern-
ment medal for bravery at the Battle of
Summit Springs four years before, lost
his entire family, wife and four chil-
dren. Traveling Bear, himself, had been
left for dead. Recovering conscious-ess-
he saw a Sioux scalping a Pawnee near
by. When the blood work was done and
the Sioux bent over to take Traveling
Bear’s scalp, he threw an armlock
around the Sioux’s neck, wrenched the
knife from his grasp and stabbed him
dead. Despite his wounds. Traveling
Bear walked more than 150 miles across
country to reach the village on the Loup
where he died soon after.

Even in this humiliating defeat, the
Pawnee still looked to the White Man
for help, William Z. Tavlor, one of the
founders of the new town of Culbert-
son, told the story.

"About noon, while we were build-
ing the first store in Culbertson, we saw;
about 30 Indians, dismounted and lined
up on a hill about 300 yards to the
northwest, making great effort to at-

(Continued an next Page)
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Samuel Seymour, Pawnee Counsul, tried

tract our attention. Our part}, six in
number and well armed, formed a line
in front of them. After some time they
n d that we wanted them to
re;: one of us half way. It was done
and he proved to be Pawnee. Then we
motioned for them all to come down.
In less than an hour, the survivors of
the battle had gathered around us.
There were “cmaws, many of them with
papooses strapped to their backs, and
old men and young men, all crving and
pleading for protection, making a piti-
fui jigh:. indeed.”

was the next morning when Taylor

and other settlers reached the sham
bles in the canyon. Dead Pawnee were
scattered along the canyon for more
than a mile. A narrow, dead end gorge
was choked with bodies of Pawnee and
their ponies. Seven bodies were piled
in a pool of water. Six were found in a
heap behind a small knoll on the cany-
on side where they had sought to hide.
A child, about two years old, was found
scalped, but alive.

While the settlers were appalled at
the bloo-dy work of the Sioux, they
showed no compassion since the ruling
attitude of the times was “the only good
Indian is a dead Indian.” The bodies
were left lying in the hot sun for 20
days before a burial detail was sent out
from McPherson.

Masked with bandanas against the
stench, troopers lifted the bodies with
long-hauled pitchforks, tied one end of
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to breech the break between the Pawnees and the Sioux without much success.

a rope around a body, fastened the
other end to the saddle horn, and drag-
ged it to a common grave, a hole in one
side of the canyon wall. The cadavers
were buried by caving the bank in on
them.

Sioux losses were never determined
although their dead must have been
few. And, the role of trail agent Nick
fanis remains unsolved except for con
jectures that the Sioux were beyond his
control.

About one month after the battle, a
hunting party from Culbertson camped
overnight in the mouth of a canyon on
the Frenchman about three miles west
of the present town of Palisade. In the
canyon were many large trees contain-
ing Sioux dead, wrapped in hides and
laid on scaffolds. Examining the burial
trees, the hunters discovered among the
bodies six warriors who had been dead
of wounds a comparatively short time.
After following the Sioux trail from
the burial trees to the battle ground,
the hunters surmised the six were the
only ones killed in rhe fight. The
wounded had been carried away. Some
may have died later.

As for the Pawnee, the tribe was
broken. Dispirited, hungry, humiliated
and wailing their dead, they had strag-
gled back to their Loup River reserva-
tion never to visit their hunting grounds
again.

On a knoll overlooking the fateful
canyon near the town of Trenton stands
a shaft of granite erected by the White

Man to commemorate the last great
battle between Indian tribes. On op-
posite sides of the shaft are carved the
faces of two who survived: John Grass,
Sioux, and Ruiing-His-Sun. Pawnee.
Ruling-His-Sun was more than 100
years old when he attended the dedica-
tion ceremonies. His leather} face fur-
rowed deep, his hands palsied, his eyes
grown dim. the old warrior was pre-
vailed upon to smoke the pipe of peace
with his former enemies.
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TERRY THE TERRIBLE
(Continued from Page 43)

bring him in. Hopkins located Maloney
in the company of Terry, who now
headed the Law & Order Party, newly
formed to quiet the Vigilantes. Terry
indignantly refused service,

"You have no authority here,” Terry
told Hopkins. "No one is legally re-
quired to answer a Vigilante summons.”

Hopkins attempted to seize Maloney
forcibly, and several joined in the
scuffle which followed. Terry, Supreme
Court member or not, was as quick to
defend justice with a bowie as book.
Men began to flail each other, then a
wild shot was fired. Terr}' thought the



shot was fired at him. Whipping out
his bowie, he plunged it into Hopkins’
neck. Blood gushed from & gaping
wound, and Hopkins fell to the floor.
That ended the fight. Terry made no
move to evade capture when the Vigi-
lante Committee called on him short-
ly afterwards.

"You can't lawfully hold a supreme
court judge,” Terry protested. "You
will answer for this.”

“If Hopkins dies, we’ll see who does
the answering,” one committeeman
warned ominously. "We’ll see.”

And the death watch began.

PPARENTLY Terry had more con-

fidence in himself than the Vigi-
lantes had in their committee. What if
Hopkins died? Could they hang a
judge? Ir hadn’t been so bad when
gamblers or criminals had been in-
volved. But a judge! Prayers for Hop-
kins’ recovery were fervent on both
sides because of the dilemma. For-
tunately the man recovered from his
wounds, and Terry was rried on simple
assault and banished from the city.

Terry ignored the order, making it
crystal clear he had no intention of
leaving, or being put out by a gang of
ruffians. The matter remained unre-
solved. The Vigilantes were dishanded
before action was taken by either side.
Terr}' seemed again well along the road
to proving himself an able jurist, when
the Broderick duel occurred over a
political issue.

With the death of Broderick, who
was immensely popular, Terry’s for-
tunes changed momentarily. The open-
ing of the Comstock Lode in Nevada
was well underway, and Terry decided
it might offer more opportunity than
trying ro rebuild his practice which had
fallen into neglect because of his term as
judge as well as the unsavory publicit}
surrounding the duel.

No matter what opportunities were
available, Terry’s fortunes fluctuated
like a chip in a whirlpool. He spent a
few years in Nevada, then returned
south to fight in the CivilWar as a
colonel, became a cotton planter in
Mexico, and finally returned to Cali-
fornia. Taking a part in the state s'af-
fairs. Teriyj gradually became a respect-
ed citizen again, it wasn’t until the mid-
dle 80s, after Cordelia had passed a
way, that Terry became notorious a
gain.

As an accomplished lawyer Terry
was asked to participate in the case of
Hili vs Sharon,

ARAH Althea Hill was suing Wil-
liam SharGn for divorce, not too un-
usual an event even for those unen-

lightened days. But attention was
drawn to the contest for two reasons.
Sharon was a multi-millionaire and was
believed to be a widower. While Miss
Hill admitted the first, she contested
the second, claiming that she and
Sharon had been secretly married. All
this little old gal wanted was a share of
the loot which Sharon was known to
have.

Sarah claimed that she had con-
sulted Sharon about investing some of
the money her parents had bequeathed
her, when the cad had made suggestions
which had nothing to do with invest-
ments. He bad: Sarah admitted de-
murely, suggested that they have an ex-
tramarital arrangement which would
beat her other investments all hollow.
Indignantly, Sarah refused, then Sharon
tacked to another course. He was just
funning and really wanted to marry her.
but his relatives might object to union
between a 60 yeear old man and a girl
scarcely half bis age. So Sharon sug-
gecced they keep the marriage secret
and, according to Sarah’s claim, wrote
out a contract which made her bis
wife.

With her virtue protected by a piece
of paper, Sarah moved into San
Francisco’s Grand Hotel and took up
housekeeping. The Grand was con-
nected by a convenient covered passage-
way with the Palace Hotel, where Sha-
ron lived. Sarah and Sharon’s domestic
bliss lasted about a year before he tried
to evict her. When Sarah objected,
Sharon had the carpets ripped from
the floor and the doors removed from
their hinges.

T was then Sarah realized that all was
not well, and sued for divorce
charging adultery. Sharon reacted in
the grand manner of a mulcted million-
aire by denying everything except the

fact that they had been intimate. He
added, however, that he had enjoyed
many such affairs, had paid his women
money, and had also kept them from
meeting his family.

The western press was gleeful with
the details of such a case and it was re-
ported at length, especially as the trial
dragged on. Sarah did little to dis-
courage this publicity. Not only was she
a beautiful and striking woman, but as
the trial progressed somewhat to her
disfavor, she began to enliven the pro-
ceedings and delight the spectators with
eccentric outbursts. On one occasion
she even produced a gun in court and
had to be forcibly disarmed.

As the trial proceeded it became
evident Sarah had some right for con-
cern. The press for some time had
speculated on the source of Sarah's
funds to continue such an expensive
trial. 1t was finally disclosed that
"Mammy” Pleasant, a well-known sor-
cerer of San Francisco, was not only
bankrolling the suit but had helped wirh
a little black magic in the introduction
of Sarah to Sharon.

At first. Terry rook little active part
in the trial, though he assisted fre-
quently with advice. However, he made
the final argument for Plaintiff Sarah
and was elated when Judge Sullivan
held the marriage contract valid. Sarah
was granted $2,500 a month alimony
and the lawyers cut up an additional
$60,000 melon.

URING the trial Terry had done a
little politicking, where he had
successfully blocked the candidacy7 for
president of Stephen J. Field. Unfor-
tunately, this was to be the same
Field who would later re-view Sarj s
case.
By nowr, Sharon had died. As Sarah’s

(Continued on next Page)

Typical hoodlums on streets of San Francisco in Terry, the Terrible’s time.



efforts to receive her widow’s share of
the fortune continued, she and Terr}
were drawn closer together. She began
to view Terry as someone a bit dearer
than just legal counsel. In turn, Terry
responded gallantly by paying "un-
ceasing" attention to his beautiful, de-
mure client. Their legal conferences of-
ten took them out of town for the week
end.

By the summer of 1885 Terry’s le-
gal zeal was spurred by burning desire
to remove any blemish from the re-
putation of the woman he loved. He
wasn’t successful. The circuit court held
that the marriage contract and various
"Dear Wife" letters were spurious, and
there had been no valid marriage at all.
Hence, Sarah received no loot from
Sharon’s millions.

Undauted, Sarah and Terry were mar-
ried shortly thereafter. The marriage
caused some comment, a part of which
appeared in a local newspaper:

"After many months of severe strug-
gling, unaided and alone, with the
numerous minions of Mammon, Sarah
at last decided to let her head rest up-
on the bosom of her stalwart legal
friend and defender and henceforth
protected by him .. . Terry has landed
her in a safe harbor ..."

It was a wonder that the uninhibited
reporter was not given his lumps by the
terrible-tempered Terry.

HE Terrys moved slowly through
the various courts, fencing and
parrying certain aspects of the com-
plex case. It was finally submitted to
the supreme court upon which bench
Judge Field sat. It was he who handed
down the final, unanimous opinion,
iarah Althea HiLl Terry lost the case —
tier coorracts and lecters were forgeries.
"How much did you get for that de-
cision?” Sarah leaped to her feet, eyes
flashing.

"Remove that woman,” Field thun-
dered. "When | have finished with this
present business, | will deal with her.””

Sarah let out a piercing shriek. "No,
1won’t go! You can’t put me out of this
court untilThave justice!”

As a marshal moved toward Sarah,
Terry jumped between them. He smash-
ed his fist into the officer’s face. Sarah
screamed, struggled, then mouthed a
few opinions of the judge's heritage that
no lady should ever question, publicly.
The struggle was brief but spirited and
both Terrys were finally ejected from
the courtroom.

Teriy and Sarah were separated in
the hall due to the milling, confused
crowd, But when she called to him,
Terr} bared a sheath knife and started
towards her. Deputies grabbed him be-
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fore any damage could be done, but
Teriy shouted:

"Let me go. I'll slice you open. Let
me go.”

A minor disturbance occurred when
Sarah dropped her satchel, spilling out
several pieces of jewelry. When deputies
replaced the valuables, they also dis-
covered a .41 Colt in the bag. Five of
the six chambers were loaded.

ERRY and Sarah were promptly ar-
rested and sentenced for contempt
of court. He got six months, Sarah got
30 days, a period during which she
suffered a miscarriage. Her attitude
was one of increasing gloom, despond-
ency, and erratic talk. In ill health when
her term was over, she chose to remain
on to finish Terry’s with him.

ERRY tried several legal maneuvers
to free himself but all failed. Chaf-
ing under the imprisonment, he was tor-
mented by what he believed to be the
exceedingly harsh sentence. Terry’s tar-
get was Judge Field, and his outspoken
remaks showed little restraint. With his
eventual release, Terry continued to
practice law. His offices were now lo-
cated in Fresno, though much of his
practice remained in San Francisco. It
was this shuttling between dries which
led to tragedy.

The trains from Los Angeles to San
Francisco stopped at a way station call-
ed Lachrop to entrain passengers from
Central California. The scop also pro-
vided time for all passengers to eat
before resuming the trip to San
Francisco. It was an unhappy coinci-
dence that Judge Field, accompanied by
a panamint plug-ugly marshal called
Dave Neagle, and Terry, accompanied
by Sarah, both decided to take the
August 13th train to San Francisco.

IELD and Neagle had already seat-

ed themselves in the Lathrop res-
taurant when Terry and Sarah entered.
Terry didn’t see Field, but once seated,
Sarah spotted the hated judge and
rushed from the dining room. Almost
as if by design to create a fatal situa-
tion, the owner approached Terry,

"1 hope your wife won’t create a dis-
turbance," he said.

"Why should she? Who’s here chat
would make any difference?” Terry
asked in complete surprise at the state-
ment.

The owner then pointed to the judge
and his bodyguard. The next seconds
were all action and confusion.

Terry rose slowly and walked co-
wards Field. He reached down and
slapped the judge first with his open
hand, then back hand. Neagle jumped
to his feet.

"Stop that! Stop it!” he cried.

Terry raised his hand again for an-
other blow or for a knife — which-
ever one wants to believe. But Neagle
believed the latter and left-handedly
drew a pistol and fired twice. Witn
the second shot, some of the startled
spectators later insisted they heard the

marshal cry: "And this one is for
Broderick!”
It is doubtful if Terry heard the

words. The first shot tore away his
ear, resulting in such a flow of blood
that it was first thought he had been
shot through the head. But the second
shot went through his spine, Kkilling
him almost instantly.

Even before any attempt was made
to seize Field or Neagle, the judge an-
nounced calmly: "I am a Supreme
Court Justice. 1 was attacked and the
deputy marshal shot to protect my
Life.”

SECONDS later, Sarah rushed into the
room where she threw herself
sobbing onto her husband’s body. Even
after the judge and his marshal had
been taken away to their train, Sarah
remained: one moment throwing her-
self in a frenzy of grief on Terry’s
body; the next, jumping to her feet and
screaming for the spectators to catch
and lynch his assassins.

Field and Neagle were subsequently
exonerated from any charge, though
there was considerable public dissension
as to the dismissal. In spite of his fiery
outbursts and turbulent career, David
Terry had many friends. The elaborate
funeral had all the planned emotional
scenes of a Hollywood burial, with
Sarah again enlivening the proceeding
with her fiery emotional outbursts
and attempts to throw herself into the
coffin.

If the death of David Terry was
sudden and tragic, Sarah’s was equally
tragic. Following the funeral she re-
turned to live with Mammy Pleasant,
though she did reappear in court from
time to time to continue her claims a-
gainst the -Sharon estate, Three years
after Terry’s death she made her final
appearance before a judge. This time,
her clothes disarrayed, her hair un-
kempt, her eyes glassy and staring, she
was led away under the care of a phy-
sician for commitment to a Stockton
hospital for the insane. Here, forty-five
years later at the age of ninety, she
finally died. Due to the final relenting
kindness of one of Terry's grand-
children, her body was placed in the
Terry family plot not far from that of
Terry and his first wife, Cordelia,



TEDDY'S BUFFALO
(Continued from Poge 41)

*Yeah, that's right.” Then he ven-
tured: "Bet that there old bull was
darned hard to kill.”

"Yes, 1 think he did fire several
shots at him.”

"Yeah. I'll bet. Likely several dozen,
if you could count ’em. Likely so much
infernal lead in that there old carcass
that some ocher fool tenderfoot will be
cornin’ along and locatin’ it fer a min-
era! claim.”

OWEVER, this was not the last

buffalo, as was supposed. A cou-
ple of young half-breeds on rhe Flat-
head Reservation in Montana. Allard
by name, and of French and Indian ex-
traction had sensed the fate awaiting
the buffalo herds, and had begun to
propagate them. In 1904. it was said
their herd numbered 110 head.

Later, a herd of some 200 buffaloes
was discovered near Great Slave Lake
in Canada, and has been preserved by
the Canadian Goverment.

At rhe turn of the century, the author
rode over these cartle ranges in North
and South Dakota. There were still an-
te;ope everywhere one went. Like a
goat or a sheep, the antelope is more
likely to bear two lambs than one. Bur
of the buffaloes, only the bleaching, al-
most snow-white bones and skulls re-
mained. And, though mute, it was in-
deed a grim reminder of the days when
countless numbers of rhe dusky
bovines roamed those bunch-grass prai-
ries until the tides of civilization, like
a great wall, encompassed them and
drove them to a state of near extinction.

It was indeed, a sad picture. But to-
day, after more than half a century,
things look different. Thanks to the
good work of the Canadian Govern-
ment, the half-breeds on the Flathead,
Buffalo Jones, and others, for their de-
termined efforts in preserving the
species, the buffalo will not become ex-
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AMERICA'S LAST FBBNTIER

XTRA! Extra! Gold discovered in Alaska. That was the newsboy’s

cry in the 90’s .The gold rush turned Alaska from an “icebox”
into a treasure chest. Gold alone yielded fifty times the cost of Alaska,
Since 1900, copper valued for more than §200,000,000, has been dug.
There are numerous coal and petroleum veins still yet untapped. There
are deposits of tin, lead, gypsum, and many other deposits. Plump
salmon and many other kinds of fish are abundant in the streams of
Alaska. Salmon fishing and the factories that can and process the fish are
huge Alaskan industries.

In the forests there are towering hemlocks, spruce and red cedars that
will supply America with lumber for many years to come.

Alaska’s farmland can feed ten million people, experts cell us. Yet
only 70.000 live there, only one person to about every eight square
miles. Some 65,000 square miles of arable land lies undeveloped, for the
plow has touched only a few hundred miles.

The promised wealth of the fertile valleys awaits the brawn and
sinew of settlers, whose pioneer spirit bids them to face the dangers
and opportunities of this "last frontier.”
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By 1872 Wes Hardin had a good
price on his head and there were many
in Texas who wanted to collect that re-
ward, although Wes Hardin had many
friends and supporters in that Lone
Star State because of his fight against
the reconstruction police. In East Texas
four thugs way-laided Hardin in an
attempt to kill him and collect the re-
ward.

When the shooting was over, the
four bushwhackers were dead, and
Hardin, figuring he had only protected
himself, allowed Sheriff Ben Holen to
arrest him. Once in jail Hardin learned
of his mistake. The sheriff turned him
over to the State Police who were ready

to put the noose around Hardin’s neck.

Mannen Clements heard about what
had happened, and believing Wes
Hardin had been doublecrossed by the
sheriff he trusted, rode to Gonzales
where the State Police had taken Wes
Hardin. With Mannen Clements were
other members of the Clements family.
Their jail break was a masterpiece of
speed and daring, showing Mannen
Clements as a man with a good tactical
sense.

HERE was no preliminary skir-
mishing, no hesitation as Mannen
and his men rode into the town. They
i-went directly to the jail, which threw
the State Police off guard, and before
the State Police knew' what was happen-
ing. the jail doors had been broken
open and Wes Hardin was free. Mannen
Clements had him safely out of town
before the State Police gathered their
wits to follow'.

Five miles from Gonzales, Mannen

Mannen Clements, Jr. was famous peace officer and killed December 29, 1908

Clements said to Wes Hardin, "You’'re
on your own, Wes. Why not leave
Texas and start new somewhere else?
Stop this killing and think about what
you are doing to the family.”

Wes Hardin laughed. He always
laughed when any of the family re-
proached him for his acts. "I only
killed four bastards who tried to bush-
whack me. Mannen. I'll try to reform,
but don’t depend on it.”

By 1874 the big herds out of Texas
had decreased. Mannen Clements used
his savings to buy a ranch in San Saba
County. He had four sons — Emanuel,
Jr., called Manny. Joseph, James and
John, In the newspapers of that time
only two references can be found w.jj™e
Mannen Clements got mixed up with
the law. On March 13, 1860 the Cuero
Star reported the case of the "State a-
gainst Mannen Clements,” but the
charge was not given. The case was
dismissed. In September the Star re-
ported another case against Mannen
Clements, and this one, like the first,
was dismissed.

This is the sum total of any cases a-
gainst Mannen Clements and to de-
scribe him as a wanted criminal, as
many writers who follow the Wyatt
Earp line have done, is a little absurd.
All four of his sons became either well
known peace officers or successful cat-
tlemen, and attempts to tab them as
criminals is absurd when checked a-
gainst the true facts.

S a rancher Mannen Clements set-

tled down to raising cattle, but
Wes Hardin continued to be a problem
for him. When Hardin was finallylar-
rested and imprisoned. Mannen took
Wes Hardin's wife and children to his
ranch and cared for them. As a cattle
man, Mannen prospered. He bought
land in McCulloch and Runnels coun-
ties.

His quick temper still got him in
trouble, but age and success had calm-
ed him down. But he was still one of
the best in Texas with his six guns and
the law often called on him for help.
The picture of Mannen Clements as the
leader of a gang of rustlers is not in
keeping with the trurh. fought
rustlers and he and his sons chased one
of the most successful gangs of rustlers
out of Runnels County,

Owen P. White, who probably never
knew Mannen Clements, gave the
public this phony picture. When he
asked Mannen how it felt to kill a
man, he quotes Mannen Clements as
replying, "Hell, kid, that don’t amount
to nothin. For three hundred dollars
I'd cat anybody in two with a sawed
off shotgun.”

Texans have

resented this false



picture of z man who contributed
much to iaw and order in that state,
but this inaccurate and wholly fictional
interview has been accepted by thou-
sands of Western fans

N 1887 Mannen Clements entered
politics and announced he was
running for sheriff. Politics in Texas in
those days was violent and often ended
up with sis guns roaring. The anti-
Mannen Clements faction was led by
Joe Townsend, city marshal in Ball-
inger. Townsend and Mannen met in

COUGAR, SUPREME

KILLER
(Continued from Page 45)

Had the bear followed through, the
battle might have ended. Instead the
bear headed for a small pine tree near-
by.

The cat followed, and with a hair-
raising screech, clawed the bear to the
ground. Over and over the pair repeat-
ed their previous actions. Again, the
bear tried to escape — and was pulled
down by the badly wounded cougar.

OTH animals were in bad shape,
but it was obvious that the cougar
would be the victor. It would not, how-
ever, survive. Favoring a broken leg,
the big cat tottered over the bear, its
fangs digging into the bear’s throat.
More rhan a little shaken, dad decided
to end the gory affair with two well-
placed shots from his rifle.

"The storyl doesn't prove a thing,”
dad always concluded. "lI've heard
stories when a bear won.”

When it comes to cougars, or any
wildlife species, there's always another
story to prove or disprove a point of
argument. This follows through in the
case of the big cats’ main courses on
their menus — big game animals like
deer, sheep, goats, and elk.

With the exception of elk bulls and
moose, big game species have little
chance of escape when pounced upon
by a cougar that may weigh up to — and
occasionally over — two hundred
pounds. Their weight, with the force
of a leap, or pounce of from ten to
thirty feet, usually means a broken neck-
fox the lion's prey.

There are cases of ‘ happy endings”,
however, for big game. Like the case
when a big buck was attacked in the
Montana wilderness. The buck, sensing

the Senate Saloon in Ballinger on the
night of March 27, 1887, The feeling
between the two was bitter. Townsend
wasn't a man to let anybody get the
draw on him, even if he had to shoot
him in the back.

An argument over politics started,
and Townsend drew and fired at Man-
nen before he had a chance to reach for
his gun. The bullet hit Mannen in the
chest and one hour later he was dead.

The funeral for this strong character,
whom all called Mannen. The Great,
was attended by practically the whole

danger, had leaped just as the cougar
pounced. Thus the cat missed the target
— the base of the neck — and landed
on the buck’s rump.

The terrified deer began running
with its clawing, snarling rider. In its
panic, it leaped off a ledge, landing on
top of the cougar. The cat was stunned.
Any smart deer would have headed for
the high timber — but this one was
plenty mad and terrified. The sharp
hooves of the deer and the powerful
antlers began to gouge the groggy
feline.

A bleeding, but triumphant buck, left
a very dead cat!

young bull elk, in Idaho's Primitive
Area, had a similar adventure. In
this case, the elk had tried to dislodge
its attacker by smashing him against a
tree. The blow stunned the cat, and the
elk’s hooves and antlers finished the
job. .
But for every incident of this type of
miraculous escape by big game animals,
scores do not escape. They are freak

county'. The Dodds fellows conducted
the services. For years Mannen Clements
was considered one of the great Texans.
Then came the first publication of the
fictional story about Wyatt Earp caus-
ing Mannen to back down in Wichita, a
story without one true fact. Other
writers have copied it and today Man-
nen Clements is classed with Billy-the-
Kid and other famou* badmen of the
West.
Such
word.

is the power of the printed
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happenings in Nature’s grim story of
survival and death.

The real test of a mammal’s prowess
is in its encounters with natural enemies
which may compete for food.

Certainly the cougar, and that scourge
of the North, the wolverine, occasional-
ly compete for food. There have been a
few meager reports of such encounters.
Nature, according to Northwoods
dwellers, has produced no creature as
vicious as the wolverine — or carcajou
Believed to posses supernatural powers
by Northern Indians, the wolverine is
usually the undisputed king of its lone-
ly domain.

In the wiids of British Columbia a
trapper found a badly mutilated cougar
near death. The snow-covered ground
revealed that a terrific battle had en-
sued. The only tracks leading away
from the scene were those of a wol-
verine

Due to its extensve range from the
frozen North to the tropics of Sootb

(Continued on mexS P nfe)

Cougar cubs are easily captured in traps and specially constructed sacks
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America, the cougar must pit its cun-
ning and strength against a tremendous
variety of enemies.

In the tropics and semi-tropics there
is the jaguar. Although usually heavier,
the jaguar is more often than not con-
quered by the cougar.

NOTHER potential enemy, and a

major food item in the warmer
climes, is the javelina. While these rel-
atives of domestic pigs are midgets
compared to domestic swine and the
European wild pigs, they are fearles-
battlers. Running in bands, the javelinas
use teamwork and their extremely sharp

WILD BILL'S
FAMOUS BULLET

(Continued from Page 21 |

Captain Joe had always said: "The
more money | pay a pilot, the more
money he makes for me,” so he signed
on Massie to take the boat on her
maiden trip in the following year to
Fort Benton and back, for the sum of
$7500. Captain Massie broke all re-
cords for speed in order to get back to
St. Louis, and once there, the gold was
counted out to him by the steamboat
clerk one day at 9 am. The king of the
river took the bag of gold, went up on
Third Street to the finest saloon in St,
Louis, got into a poker game and was
broke by 4:30 p.m. Splendiferously the

tasks to good advantage. Nevertheless,
Mr, and Mrs. Cougar manage to have
wild pork on the menu quite frequently!
In the early days of the West, horse
ranching was often a difficult undertak-
ing because of predators like the big
cats. The felines seemed to acquire a
taste for horsemeat, especially colts, and
many horse ranchers were completely
wiped out by marauding cats. Even
grown horses were felled by cougars.
Surprisingly enough, however, the
small, rawhide-tough burros were fre-
quently able to make a cougar slink
away. This was especially true of the
vicious-tempered male, or jack, burros.

mighty man went outside, stood on the
sidewalk, and searched through his
pockets, finding a.dime.

He was elated, but undecided
whether he should buy whiskey or
coffee with the money before returning
to the river. Finally he decided fo flip
the coin to decide the issue. The dime
spun in the air, struck the brick side-
walk and rolled through a grating. Al-
though he could easily have command-
ed another fortune by stepping onto
another steamboat, the captain was not
one to be beaten by a whim of Fate

He worked for hours to retrieve the
dime, and as twilight came apace a
crowd had gathered, no doubt wonder-
ing why a man who seemed to be
royalty was fooling with a St. Louis
grating. Some among them, admiring
his spunk, decided to help, and with
their assistance — and a split stick —
the coin was retrieved, and Massie walk-

So it can be settled — the cougar is
the king, or queen, of its wildlife do-
main? Not at all. just sometimes.

"In Nature’s world,” my father once
said thoughtfully, "as in man’s world,
there is always a bigger or a luckier op-
ponent, or one that is more cunning.”

Cougars have one natural enemy that
they can never conquer. Knowing this,
with their chances of survival in doubt,
the big cats move deeper and deeper
into rugger wilderness areas. Man is
the cougar's only dangerous enemy
And the spread of civilization.
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ed triumphantly back into the saloon.

W E now skip eleven years of similar
escapades and adventures, and
find ourselves back at Deadwood, and
in company with the bullet. Captain
Massie, who had come overland from
the steamboat towm of Pierre with a
w'agon-train, decided to go back. He
had heard of fabulous fortunes to be
made in the Black Hills, but upon ar-
rival had learned that everything in a
twenty-mile square had been staked.

"Doctor” Hill, one of the "horse-
doctors” at Deadwood, told him that he
could extract the bullet, but since it was
lodged in the muscles, it would be a dif-
ficult job with the tools at hand. Massie
said: "It doesn’t bother me at all; I'll
just leave it there. I'll go back to Pierre,
as | am slated to take the Red Cloud
to the Yellowstone. Just as soon as
Bill is buried. I'll leave.”

The Wyoming (above) was one of the famous luxury river boats in 1880 and captained by Massey early in his career.

liifc
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Massie was with the Red Cloud also
is the following year. His record states:
~Arrived with Red Cloud at Fort Ben-
ton from Bismarck May 31. Arrived
again with Red Cloud June 22. Again
with Red Cloud July 11. Again with
Red Cloud July 28”.

The bullet was still there when he
brought the giant new stern-wheel
steamer Dakotah all the way from Pitts-
burgh to Fort Benton, arriving June 6,
1881. (The name was spelled thus be-
cause the owners considered it ‘bad
luck” for a steamboat to have a six-
letter name.) On this trip the Dakotah
Carried 1050 tons of freight from Pitts-
burgh to St. Louis. On the trip to Fort
Benton, (among other freight) the
steamer delivered 163 thoroughbred
rams to Paris Gibson, the man who later
founded Great Falls, Montana.

Traveling with Massie in 1885. the
famous leaden ball was heralded by the
Democratic Leader of Cheyenne on
July 30, as copied from the Bismarck
Tribune:

THE BALL THAT KILLED WILD

BILL

“The ball that killed Wild Bill arriv-
ed in the city yesterday. It is in the
wrist of Bill Massey, an oldtime steam-
boat pilot, who arrived from below
yesterday. Massey is well known to all
Bismarekers, and those who have read
the history of Wild Bill are familiar
with his name. He was playing cards
with Bill in Deadwood when the latter
was shot: the ball passed through Wild
Bill’s head, lodging in Massey’s wrist
where it now remains.”

In all rne bars along the rivers from
Pittsburgh on the Ohio and New Or-
leans on the Mississippi to Fort Benton
on the Missouri, the great captain threw
his gold to the winds and roared the
friendly greeting to the hangers-on:
“Shake the hand that holds the ball
that killed Wild Bill!” But no one ever
seems to have asked him the question
the answer to -which could have settled
a thousand arguments in later years:
“What’s the caliber of the bullet, Cap-
tain, and from what type of gun was
It fired?”

HE bullet was still there when the.

great Montana struck the St. Char-
les bridge and sank, with 680 tons
aboard.

It was there when the Wyoming was
dismantled at Kansas City in 1888. It
didn’t seem to bother him much when
he was requisitioned at Jefferson City
to take over from the regular pilot on
the excursion-packet Electra, taking her
to Kansas City and back to the mouth
of the river. This was in 1905, and
when the boat stopped on her down-
stream trip to pick up wheat at Miami,
&nine-year old boy looked with open-

*

mouthed admiration at the splendor
above, and rhe sweat below.

At Miami the small boy (myself) had
watched as great steamers loaded and
unloaded, since he was “knee high to
a duck.” Miami had been a famous
steamboat stop before Kansas City -wes
platted, and was on all of their itiner-
aries. There were three landings:
Thorp’s Landing, below; the Middle or
Main Landing (leading directly up the
steep bluff to the town) and the Upper
or Bell's Landing, where a giant eddy

held the big boats for "short” landings.

At Thorp’s Landing, in the early
days, my father had a brick kiln; here,
burned out grate bars from the wood-
burning boats were thrown ashore, new
ones affixed, and bricks used to rebuild
the fireboxes. On each side of the Main
Landing, where the Electra choked the
ringbolts set in great boulders, were
large brick warehouses, the only such
buildings between St. Louis and Fort
Benton.

(Continued on next Page)

This Snog boat near Wild Horse Creek is clearing way for other boats.



TO me, at the time, captains and
pilots were unimportant members
of a steamboat crew. From far above,
the sacked grain was thrown onto long
wooden chutes 150 feet in length.
Whizzing down the slide, the wheat
came to the lower deck, where coal-
black giants, naked to their waists, seiz-
ed and carried and stacked it. Standing
in their midst, shouting orders and
curses, with a long blacksnake whip in
hand, stood my candidate for heroism,
the first mate.

The black men (the sweat below)
hummed as they worked, in rhythm
with the band on the promenade deck
where excursionists danced (the splend-
or above).

| was the only lad at the river land-

shiny boots, frock coat, tall silk hat,
and six-shooters belted round his waist.
This old man appeared seedy, and his
vest was stained, but Captain Al said:
"That’s Bill Massie, the greatest pilot
who has ever stepped onto a steamboat/’

The old man walked up to us, shook
hands with Ruxton, grinned at me, and
spat on the ground. | shouldn't have
been so finicky about his clothing; 1
was only a dirty, barefoot brat, and the
cost of all my wearables — straw hat,
shirt and overalls — totalled only 75c
when new.

HE two old men held a conversa-
tion, while I kicked dirt with one
big toe and considered the sad state
of affairs. 1 was gazing at royalty, but

Captain Al said: "Bill, here is a boy
who likes steamboats; he is the only lad
hereabouts that does, and he swears he
will some day be a steamboat man/'
The old man turned his keen gray eyes
on me. Then he placed the hand that
held rhe ball that killed Wild Bill on
my shoulder, patted me a couple of
times, and growled: "The steamboat-
days are gone, boy. You came along a
little too late.”

When the wheat was all aboard, and
the chutes were unhooked, the old man
went back aboard. | watched him go
up the companionway to the roof, and
toward the pilot-house. He saw me
watching him, and raised the hand that
held the bullet and waved at me. As
soon as the boat had warped away from

Of all the boats Captain Massey piloted, he prefered the Electra, an excursion packet, fast and steady.

mg. Other young fry cared little for
the river; most were out stealing mel-
ons, or apples, or peaches. Old Captain
Alvin Ruxton, former master-pilot and
once co-owner of a line of steamboats,
was in charge of the warehouses. He
cime out of one of them from the far
side, and walked dowmn to keep an eye
on the chutes, twisting his eight-inch
mustaches. Captain Al liked me; he
knew that steamboat blood raced in my
veins. He came and stood by me and
said: "Here comes Captain Bill Massie.”

1 craned my neck to see, as | had
heard many tales of this fabulous man.
The only person 1 could see heading
our way was an old man. He was a big
man, and stood as straight as an arrow’,
but | had visualized him with high,
60

my peanut brain didn’t realize it. Cap-
tain Al had never told me about the

bullet, and | wouldn’t have believed
him had he done so. | knew all about
wild Bill.

In the back part of our henhouse |
had a tremendous stack of five and ten
cent novels; if | hadn’t had, in those
days, | would hardly have been worth
my salt as a boy. | owned a dozen of
them concerning Wild Bill, including
the cream of the crop, Beadle’s Dime:
"Wild Bill, The Pistol Deadshot, or
Dagger Don’s Double.” How could I,
even in a wild dream, connect this seedy-
old man with such a prince among
men? | knew' that he was in charge of
this handsome steamboat, but that still
didn’t reach high enough.

the landing, and stood out into the
river, | shucked my clothing in three
swift motions. Then | leaped into the
river and swam out to ride the billows
churned up by rhe sternwheel.

I saw him .many times thereafter, but

on occasion | lacked the company
and moral support of Captain Al, and
was afraid to brace up to him. | saw
him when he commanded rhe Tennes-
see, the last big packet on the river, of
which my old friend Doc Trail was the
cub pilot. The Tennessee sank at Little
Blue Bend, below Kansas City, in the
summer of 1908, and the snagboat Mis-
souri, my first haven as a steamboat
man, came along and held her up until
she was unloaded.



1 often thought of what he had said
to me after | left the old snagboat and
entered sendee on the fast steamer
A. M. Scott, the first oilburning, screw
propelled towboat west of the Alleg-
henies. The A. M. Scott, under the
captaincy of W. D. "Curly” Young,
broke all records in steamboating on
the lower river. Old Captain George
Young, Curly’s father, who was “clean-
up man” aboard the Scott, exemplified
the race to which Massie belonged.

He, too, had "made a barrel of gold”
taking boats to the mountains, gambled
if away and “"drank ir up.” | knew
many others in the class, and came to
know the meaning of Captain Massie
when he said: "The steamboat days are
gone." He was speaking of the era of
color, and pioneering, and freedom,
and gold, with Death lurking around
every bend in the river.

| thought of Massie when, in 1916,
(my last year on the river) the A. Af.
Scott made the longest (time in rela-
tion to miles) and most terrible trip a
steamboat ever made on the Missouri.
Especially did he come to mind at that
time when the river "run drv." and for
the first time since they had gone dowm
we saw the wasted skeletons of moun-
tain steamboats, rising from the river's
bottom in Bellefontaine Bend like
ghosts of the past. On the Texas of
many of these boats he had stood in all
his splendor until the last moment, and
then had written off boat and cargo.
Here were other mementoes left by
him; steamboats with boilerplate around
the pilot-houses, placed there ro fend
off bullets and arrows.

Captain William Rodney Massie, the
greatest navigating genius ever on
American rivers, had been in on the
very beginning of the settlement of the
Far Northwest, and persisted long after
mountain steamboating had ceased. His
last work, one year before he died, was
piloting two steam yachts from Mem-
phis to New Orleans.

The year thai the old man died
marked his 64th in steamboating. When
he first entered a pilot-house Wild Bill
was a lad only nine years of age, as |
was when the old man patted me on the
back and uttered scornful words of
‘“"modern” steamboating. When Cap-
tain Massie passed away at St. Louis
January 29- 1910. Hickok had been mol-
dering in his grave exactly 34 vyears,
yet riding in the casket with him was
the thing that had put a period to Wild
Bill's career.

Many of his comrades of the days of
woodenhulled, woodburning steam-
boats watched as Massie’s coffin was
lowered six feet into the earth at Beile-
fontaine Cemetery. The oblong mound
was shaped by their hands into the
form of a steamboat, and at the last

one grizzled old pilot stepped forward
and placed two small pieces of pipe as
smoke-stacks. When he was finished
and stepped back, the minister com-
menced his sermon . . . "His soul has
departed long ago. In this grave there
lies only the material shell, his body
and his bones ., .”

His body is now ashes, and in the
musty outlines of his wooden coffin
are brittle bones, which, if touched,
will crumble into dust. But there are
two things therein which are imperish-
able. One is half of a flint arrowhead,
and the other is rhe bullet that killed
Wild Bill. What is its caliber; and
from what make and model of gun was
it fired/ Only Massie knows.

RW

SLUMMOCK'S

MYSTERY MINE
(Continued from Page 17)

On the fourth, and final night of
his merrymaking marathon. Slummock
mumbled to a bedmate that he had to
go back "for more gold up at rhe end
of the river.”

The next day, the girl’s confederates
searched for Slummock to press him for
further details, but the prospector had
disappeared up the Pitt River long be-
fore dawn.

His would-be followers realized then
that he had been fully aware of their
intention and had slipped away into
the desolate wilderness of the coastal
mountains — a barren waste of narrow
valley and roaring rivers swollen by
icy water from the snowclad peaks.

For an inexperienced man to enter
this treacherous territory’ was to court
almost certain death So the saloon
hangers-on sadly shook their aching

head and gave up Slummock's gold
for lost.
Later that winter, as the loggers,"!

miners, pimps and gamblers met ar bar.
poker table and hash-house, a rumor
began to circulate among them. Like
most rumors, its origin was unknowm
but it soon became accepted as the truth,

¥T was whispered that Slummock had
*  found no mine but had stolen the
gold from a cabin and was returning
from another robbery when he was
struck down by cold and hunger in the
mountains beyond the Pitt.

This sequence of events occupied the
minds of the two policemen riding in-
to New Westminster.

They reached town to find, ro rheir

surprise, that Slummock had just re-
turned from the wilds. With him was
another load of gold and a veritable
harem of four Indian girls. He paid a
months rent in advance for a cabin at
the end of London Road. There he
had installed his buckskinned bevy,
beac up all four squaws with impartial
affection and set off on another ring-
tailed booze-up,

The officers quickly located rhe
prospector in rhe biggest saloon in
town, well away on hi gold-slinging
spree. Refusing the lavish offer of a
magnum of champagne rhe police be-
gan to question the Indian. Thev asked
him about the woman whose bodv thev
had found that morning.

Slummock casually admitted that he
had known her — she had cooked for
him all last winter. It was too bad a-
bout the accident. She had been $wcn:
away when the: aft overturned in ;ke
swift-flowing rive . He identified the
go’d as some he gave to the dead girl
and coolly claimed it back.

His questions were not satisfied
How was it that Slummock had not lost
his own gold in the wreck? Why had
he not reported the accident to the
police? How come he was still wearing

heavy boots after his escape from
drowning?
HE Indian shrugged. He had sal-

vaged his gold poke. He would
have reported the death in time, he
said, but he needed a few drinks first
The boots were spares he had kept hid-
den away.

It was obvious to the policemen that
Slummock’s story was highly suspect
and they decided to keep a dose check
on the activities of this prosper* * ia-
dieted to the most dangerous com :n-
acion on earth — whisky, women and
gold.

When Slummock left with his pro-
visions later that year, there were over
forty men strung out behind him. fol-
lowing as he made his way to the Pier
River, believed to be the source of hi-
gold strike. The Indian led the way deep
into some of the most grim and savage
territory in the entire coastal range —
then, suddenly, be disappeared van-
ishing as swiftly as though he had fallen
into one of the enumerable canyons
that had claimed the lives of so many
pioneers.

The follow;ers searched for almost a
month, vainly casting about for a sign
of the Indian or his hoard of go™
Then the disgruntled men straggled
back to New Westminster, reviliny to;
selfishness of the missing.man and hop-
ing fervently that he had frozen ro
death in his golden river.

(Continued on next Page)
61



RISE OF THE COWBOQY

t

WHEN the pioneer came to the Great Plains, he found out that he could
not do as he had done on the Eastern woodland frontier. On the
woodland frontier he had no use for the horse except for work; he usually
traveled by boat.

Out on the plains the horse was the only means of travel. The horse
being a grass eating animal, found the plains a natural home, well suited
ind adaptable as an environment.

The horse was running wild on the plains when the pioneer arrived.
Those wild herds of horses called "mustangs” were direct descendants of
the Spanish horses. The) were left there by the early Spanish explorer Fran-
cisco Coronado, who led an expedition through what is now our western
states.

The pioneer learned to use the horse from the plains Indians, who virtually
lived on horseback. They hunted buffalo and other big game on horseback;
they fought on horseback. The settler on die woodland frontier had never
had to deal with mounted Indians.

To learn how to use the horse, the pioneer borrowed some methods from
the Indians and the Spaniards. On the woodland frontier all the horses that
che settlers had ever seen were tame horses brought from England. They
could be ridden with a smooth, bit and a flat-seated saddle, something like
the army saddle of today, or similar to the hornless saddle found in riding
stables.

To handle the wild mustang of the plains, the pioneer had to borrow the
severe curb bit, the Mexican saddle, which gave the rider a firm seat on a
bucking horse, and the Spanish spur. Most of these the pioneer designed ro
suit his own particular taste. They made the saddle light and more graceful,
and rhe bit and the spur less cruel.

It was in Texas, Arizona and California that the American pioneer took
over the plains horses and developed the plainsmen’s method of riding them.
This was the rise and rhe beginning of the picturesque, traditional, American
cowboy.
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Then, in the spring, the citizens of
New Westminster were astonished to
see Slummock even more well-heeled,
thirsty and Tvoman-hungry than before.

Once again, it was bartender’s bene-
fit week — but this time the celebra-
tions were cut short by the discover)'
of the body of a Haida Indian girl
floating in the Strait of Georgia.

The body had obviously been swept
out to sea from a river mouth. It was
brought ashore by a fishing tug. The
girl had been stabbed to death. Three
wounds were found in her and. the
murder weapon still embedded in her
stomach. The skinning knife was re-
cognized as one bought by Slummock
the previous year.

On this evidence and on the testimony
of a hunter who had seen the Indian
prospector with the girl shortly before
her death. Slummock was arrested. De-
tention quickly brought him out of his
drunken stupor and he eventually con-
fessed to the murder.

He told tfle police that che girl knew
che location of his gold strike and he
killed her to ensure rhe secret was
kept. Under furrher questioning, Slum-
mock confessed to four such crimes in
che past few years, including the other
girl who had been found.

HE Indian was tried, convicted and

sentenced to death. It was expect-
ed that, while in the shadow' of the
noose, the fanatical goldhunter would
pass on his secret, but the day of his
execution drew near without any sign
of his leaving a legacy of gold to any-
one. Even the storekeepers who had
grubstaked him in his early prospecting
days, were given no information when
they visited him in the death cell. It
looked as though Slummocks secret
was to die with him. And so it proved.
At nine o’clock on the morning of
November 10th, 1891, Slummock went
to the gallows. He died with his pre-
cious secret — a secret that had cost
five lives to preserve.

The next spring, prospectors from all
parts of the Norrhwest poured into New
Westminster, drawn by the lure of the
already legendary Lost Creek.

Loggers trekked in from Washington,
Montana cowboys arrived each day on
the Cariboo stage, the Black Bell ships
from Alaska carried hundreds of griz-
zled sourdoughs, eager for a new strike.
English clerks came across from Van-
couver Island and Canadian voyageurs
poled their flatboats down-river. Thou-
sands hurried to be the first to locate
the treasure beyond the Pitt.

And in the wake of these men came
the girls. Sinuous half-breed Metis
from the prairies, big-brested Scot girls
deserted from the coastal salmon can-



oerries, brassy waterfront broads sailed
up from Seattle and even sloe-eyed Rus-
sian girls from Kamchatka and Vladi-
vostok. All of them drawn like per-
fumed flies to this golden boneypot of
gold-rich suckers,

S in all gold rushes, the store-

keepers were the first to strike it
rich in this stampede for wealth. In
fact, they proved to be the only money-
makers. All the gold seekers failed in
their quest, many quit long before they
reached the northern canyons of the
Pitt range. Tattered, hungry, their skins
festering from the bites of huge mos-
quitoes and tiny vicious blackfh'es. their
provisions gone, they stumbled back to
the settlement, hopelessly beaten bv the
implacable mountains.

Such mass failure soon had the girls
on rhe move. By lace Fall, most of the
camp-followers had lefr New West-
minster. disgusted with rhe slim pick
mgs. Tent saloons and new clapboard
joy-houses were deserted, the streets
thronged with de e'ict prospectors.

It is nor known how many men fail-
ed to return from that frantic, futile
goldiush, but among those who had to
enter the overcrowded New Westmin-
ster hospital was an American named
Jack Jackson, once a hardrock miner in
California.

Jackson, always a close-mouthed man.
would say nothing of his recent ad-
ventures while in the hospital. He only
spoke to insist thar his canvas pack be
always kept under his bed. Returning
to San Francisco after his recovery,
Jackson opened his pack and banked
enough gold to net him twelve thou-
sand dollars. He was the Sble successful
member of the srampede.

But he did not use the gold to buy
himself the traditional spree of chip-
pies and champagne along the Barbary
Coast. The  strength-sapping  trek-
through the Pitt Mountains had per-
manently ruined Jackson's health He
entered a sanitorium, suffering from
malnutrition and tortured by a lung
ailment.

Realizing that death was near, Jack-
son wrote to a boyhood friend, Wes
Shotwell, and for the first time, passed
on the story of his search,

E had hired two Indians from rhe

tribe of Slummock’s last "bride/'
The braves had guided him into a can-
yon north-east of Pitt Lake, then had
refused to go further, Jackson pushed
on alone, leaving the Indians to guard
the mules and provisions at the base
camp. The guides assured him that no
stranger would plunder the supplies.
Then they promptly loaded all stores
onto the mules and deserted back to

their village.

Meanwhile, Jackson was carefully ex-
amining the canyon streams. For miles
he found nothing but faint colors of
gold deposits washed from the hills.
Just as be realized that he was lost and
that his food was running out. his
fickle luck led him straight to Slum-
mock's hoard.

He blundered into a shallow, rock
floored river where nuggets gleamed
clearly through the icy water. In his
letter, Jacskon wrote of "standing
ankle-deep in gold gravel.”

Staking his life on getting outside in
rime Jackson dumped most of his food
near the ashes of a fire and filled his
pack with gold.

The journey back must have been &
te.rible o.deal. but Jackson wrote lit-
tle about this. He stressed that anyone
who bra'-ed such a journey would be re-
wa-ded beyond the dreams of avarice.

Urging Wes Shorwell ro go north
and make himself rich, Jackson enclos-
ed a rough map that gave directions to
Lost Creek. By the time the letter had
reached Shotwell, Jackson had died,

OW the story of Lost Creek had

all rhe elements of a classic trea-
sure hunt — unexplored country, mul-
tiple murder, hanging, and finally the
last romantic touch of a map drawn by
a dying man.

Wes Shorwell was a prudent man. In
the light of the terrible experiences of
earlier searchers, he decided that sell-
ing the map would be the most certain
path to wealth.

Two years after Jackson’s death,
Shotwell was approached by an un-
known mystery7 man. believed to be a
Cornish.miner who had worked in Can-
adian lead mines. This man paid one
thousand dollars cash to Shotwell in
exchange for the map and all rights to
any gold found.

The Cornishman had no more
than the others.

luck
For two seasons he

of the Slummock story, they ewere con-
fident enough to invest eleven thou-
sand dollars in an organized treasure
hunt.

The two Americans offered a high
salary to Hugh Murray, a frontiersman
who knew the area better than most, to
act as leader of the party. Well financ-
ed and equipped. Murray hired four
trustworthy mountain men to go with
him on the trip which was planned to
last two seasons.

esting a theory that the compass di-
rections on the map were inac-
curate, rhe party set out towards ter-
ritory slightly northwest of the Pitt
River. This tangle of rivers, streams and
tributaries lies in a trackless mountain
range east of the Squami h River, in an
area which is now part of the Garibaldi
Provincial Park.

Aiming for the center of this rugged
stretch of ma sive peaks and long, ser-
pentine ridges, the veteran woodsmen
established a series of ba e camps with
food caches before srarting the search

They split up into sma'lparties, each
to comb a bank of the E3:ho River and
other Syuamish tributaries. Then they
retraced their steps and struck out at
random into arroyos. valleys and dried-
out stream beds. Thev found campfire
ashes on three riverbanks and. from
the last abandoned camp, cracks led a
way to a band of wandering Indians.

The only info mation that the In-
dians could contribute was that there
wias a legend in their tribe of a "golden
rive." somewhere in the nearby hills to
the east.

The expedition continued the searcr
without any success. At length re-
turned. exhau-red cod empty-nan rid
to the: -ponsors in New Westminster.
This extensive and widespread search
was the last official hunt for Slum-
mock's wealth.

During the last years of rhe de-
pression. rumors of a strike we-e
hea d. At this time, rhe a-ea was swa-m-

ranged the peaks and rive-s in the Piti™ ing vrith men working on government

area indicated on the crude map. Finally
he decided to cut his losses before his
life was added to the already large cost
of his search.

For years after, Lost Creek remained
nothing but a leg&nd, interest in it be-
ing. confined to bunkhouse talk in the
winter evenings. It became accepted chat
Slummock’s hoard was lost forever.

Then, in 1912, word spread along the
waterfront of New Wesrminster that
the search was on again. This time, it
was not a haphazard attempt by one
man, but a ewell-planned expedition to
be undertaken by experts.

The treasure map was now in the
hands of two hardheaded businessmen
from Seattle. After careful investigation

‘relief projects. But- there is nothing to
confirm these rumors and it is lo-
cally accepted that the golden canyon
of Lost Creek still lies undisturbed.

As recently as September, 1955. the
legendary hoa«d claimed another vic-
tim An English lawyer and amateur
explorer named John Ewing disap-
peared while prospecting Lost Creek in
the mountains west of Princeton. B.C
When he failed to return, a widespre’d
search was made bv aircraft and rhe
B.C, Provincial Police. No trace of him
was found and rw> months after his
disappearance he was officially pre-

sumed dead.
RW
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LOST CHILD
(Continued from Page 23)

ward where the children had last been
reported. Three days they had been
walking, searching under every soap-
weed, every clump of sage, every bunch
of wild flowers, every "blowout” along
the tops of the sandhills. On Sunday.
May 17th, the cry was sent all along
the line of searchers, "Hold up, hold,
up! We've found her!”

The weary searchers converged on
the discovery spot, at the base of a large
sandhill. There was utter silence
among them at the sad sight that met

WHERE THE DEAD CRY
(Continued from Page 14)

Archaeologist digging deep in the
ruins are unfolding an amazing and
fantastic story of prehistoric man in
the Southwest. Perfectly worked spear
points have been uncovered with the
skeletons of the prehistoric bison, huge
ground sloths, and other animals liv-
ing in the Southwest 20,000 years ago.
Who these humans were that made
those spears and roamed the deserts
with the mammoth beasts has not been
determined as yet.

The mystery of the strange carving on this stone has never

their eyes.

Tillie had taken off her apron, drap-
ed it over a wild rose bush and crept
beneath it. There she had died.

Tears filled the eyes of the weather-
beaten men who carried the small body
to the railroad, where it was placed on
a section man’s handcar, and returned
to Thedford.

The funeral was one of the largest
ever held in that part of Nebraska;
each attending family hoping that their
presence might, in some way, console
the grief-stricken parents and family.

As the health of little Retta improv-
ed in the days that followed, the search-

ers found some consolation of theit
own in the knowledge that their efforts
had cheated the sandhills of at least one
victim.

Today,

the sandhills — once con-

T Mesa Verde the archaeologists

have been able to trace the progress
of the stone age culture from the pri-
mitive spears to the throwing stick or
the atatl, and then the bow and arrow.
Fragments of pottery show the ad-
vance from the crude and primitive
forms to the artistic products of the
dwellers of the cliff cities. Agriculture
progressed until the cliff cities fed
themselves with fields of corn, squash
and vegetables.

Traces of cotton cloth and remains
of vertical looms indicate that this my-
stery race knew the art of weaving cot-
ton into robes and clothes, and unlike
the American Indians that followed,
did not have to depend on skins for
garments. The sandals they wore were
made from the tough fiber of the yucca

been solved

sidered as being almost useless — fatten
thousands of purebred cattle on lush
wild grass. The soil, once shifted con-
tinually by the restless winds, is now
stabilized by a rich carpet of green.
Modern homes dot the landscape, now
bisected by good roads. But the in-
habitants of these modern homes have
never forgotten, through tales handed
down from their pioneer ancestors, that
this pleasant country was once the fear-
some waste-lands.

plants, stone awls found explain the
workmanship of the seamstresses. How-
ever, the greatest skill of these mystery
people was their ability to weave bas-
kets, a skill that has never been equall-
ed in modern times and for which they
have been given the name, "The Basket-
makers.

The masonry used in the construction
of the building of the cities demon-
strates engineering skill. All cities fol-
lowed the same pattern. Each had a
“tower,” a three or four story structure,
either square or round, At the base of
the 'tower” were a number of one
story structures. The kivas were con-
structed in a circle, and were undoubt-
edly living quarters. A typical one had
a fire pit. a deflector, an air vent
shaft, wall niches, and six pillars sup-
porting the roof beams.’Each kiva had
a sipapj, an entrance to the area under
the kivas.

HE purpose of these underground
passages, which honeycombed the
whole city, is still something of a my-
stery. Little evidence has been found
that the)’ were used for living quarters,
yet they are far too extensive as a hid-
ing place against enemies, That chese
underground dungeons were used for
sacrificial rituals is suspected. A num-
ber of headless mummies have been
found with skeletons of young girls
and boys with their skulls broken/
Graves of men and women who died
naturally are there, and an interesting
note about these is that all -were buried
with their knees drawn up against their
chests and facing the east as were the
giant skeletons of prehistoric Indians
found in the graveyard near Salina,
Kansas. For centuries it has been the
belief that burying the dead facing the
east was a Christian custom, but the



The Sun Temple where hundreds were sacrificed to the unknown God was on

practice of these ancient inhabitants ot
the cliffs raises the question whether or
not ir had been the custom since the be-
ginning of time.

While it is probable that certain ot
the sacrificial rites of the cliff dwell-
ers were performed in the underground
dungeons, archaeologists have found
evidence that the Sun Temples, built on

the top of cliffs, were the scenes of the
greatest human sacrifice. The tree
rings of the beams place the claie of
the construction of the Sun Temples in
the year 1278. the second year of the
great drought of 1276-98 which mark-
ed the end of the inhabitants of these
mystery cities.

It is probable the victims in the Sun

¢ high cliff far cbovethe CIliff cities.

Temple were Killed to intiee the gods
to bring rain. Little is known about
these deadly rues, but the skeletons
the victims, young boys and girls,
show the' died from heavy blows to the
head. Among the Hopi Indians, sup-
posed to be descendents of the CIiff
Dwellers, the legend of those sacri-
st,oattuned on next Page)

Archaeologists are amazed a? the perfect masonry of the houses under the cliffs, all built without a beom or o nafl



Mesa Verde is in these wild mountains at the corner of Arizona, New Mexico, and Colorado, and is almost inaccessible.

fices and the wailing screams of the
dead are still repeated. The Hopi de-
scribe these ancient cities as the place
where the dead cry. and no Hopi will
go within miles of the ruins.

There are many unanswered questions
about the CIiff Dwellers, What hap-
pened to these people? Is the theory

WHEN RODEOS WERE
ROUGH

(Continued from Page 26)

'T'"HE crowd surged back up the hill.
J- and spread themselves comfortabh
on the yellow sand, A group of musi-
cians on the stage played my favorite
tune, Red Wing. Sixty head of cattle,
horses and burros were getting uneasy.

"Friends and neighbors:" said Buck
through his megaphone when the musi-
cians finished playing. "First we’ll have
a tussle on horses.”

He unholstered his six-gun and emp-
tied it over his head.

Twelve men on horses, six to a team,
came dashing toward each other from
opposite sides of the arena. When they
met there was a wild scramble. Each
team of six tried to dismount the op-
posite team; thus preventing them from
getting through to the other end. It
was a football ganje on horses, wicked,
tough and dangerous.

The participants were scarcely off the
6

of the archaeologists correct that the
drought of 1276-98 caused them to
flee the cities? If they did, where did
they go? Another theory is that the
modern American Indian, the nomad
of the plains whose civilization was far
below that of the CIliff Dwellers, in-
vaded the Southwest and killed off the

arena when another shot rang out, and
a quarter mile race was on between
eight horses. It only lasted a few sec-
onds.

Soon mounted cowboys, with lariats
stretched from one to the other, were
on three sides of the arena. More were
sitting their horses inside the semicircle.

Buck yelled, "Here we go again!”
Then he fired one shot. Down by the
bluff there was a blast of gunfire. A
group of cowboys, including Johnny
and |, shouting and whistling sent the
herd of steers into the arena. Twenty-
five head of frightened, terrified white-
faces with bulging, black eyes made a
dash for freedom.

Fear gripped the crowd with only a
loose rope between them and the on-
coming herd. They left their sandy seats
and hurried toward the protection of
their vehicles farther up the hill.

S the herd entered the. arena |

looked for Johnny, but he was
gone. Presently | saw him riding a steer.
Men were springing from their saddles
like panthers onto the backs of the ani-
mals.

Cliff Dwellers, who had been weaken-
ed by the drought.

In time these questions may be an-
swered, and the mystery of the first in-
habitants of the old West will be

solved.
RW

The guards who had been forming a
rope corral with their lariats now had
them coiled. | spurred my horse and
rushed to help Johnny if he*should need
me. The arena was in a wild confusion.
Cattle and riders were going in all di-
rections. Men were yelling and steers
were bawling as riders hit their backs
sinking sharp rowels into their flanks.
Some of the riders missed, mounted
their horses and tried again.

When 1 discovered Johnny he was
bouncing off a steer, but horses and
cattle were so congested | immediately
lost track of him. A pitching steer
charged my horse. He jumped, started
to run, but collided with a loose horse.
Another pitching steer struck him from
the other side. He screamed, reared and
began prancing in circles.

Men were on the ground dodging
frightened cattle and horses. Some
sprang onto another steer when the
original rider came off, and others
mounted a loose saddle horse to keep
from being trampled.

LL around the arena riders were
circling the cattle and horses. There



must have been fifty. Ever)’ time an
animal tried to escape through their
line they flailed him with a coiled
lariat or caught him in a loop,

I was still looking for Johnny when |
saw him hit the ground hard. He lay
perfectly still. In the stampede of ham-
mering hooves he could be trampled in
a second.

1 spurred my horse wickedly, but he
charged into a frightened steer that
bawled and headed through a narrow
opening directly toward Johnny.

"Johnny!” | screamed. "Look out!”

The steer went on, jumped the boy,
and | brought my horse to a sliding
stop just in time to divert a loose horse
that was dancing out of the way of a
pitching steer, from trampling Johnny.

| leaped from the saddle and lifted
my pal by his shoulders. "Yon hurt?”
| yelled in an ear.

“"Naw,” he said shaking his head and
getting on his feet. "Struck my head a
little hard is all.”

"Let’s get out of here.” | said. "Get
in my saddle. Hurry!”

He did and | jumped on behind him.
We made it to the musicians' stand
safely.

"Where's my horse?” he asked.

"l don’t know, but you stay here and
Il find him.”

I located his horse on the far side of
:he arena, and by the time | reached the
stage Buck was coming out of the
grove.

"Lets drive 'em back into the chan-
nel. fellows,” be said rhrough his mega-
phone.

Johnny and | helped hold the steers
while the riders sought out their horses.

HE crowd settled down, but not as

close to the arena as before. The

ladies wlere skeptical, and remained well
back on the hillside.

"Bob, you reckon mv folks saw me
take that spill?” Johnny asked when we
were back in the channel.

"I doubt it,” | said. "I don’t see how
they could recognize anyone in that
melee. You’re not getting any more
events today, are you?”

"Sure. I'm not hurt. I've already
picked the bronco I’'m going to ride in
the pitching contest.”

"You’'re crazy!”

Johnny didn’t answer me, so | knew
it was useless to object further. He was
in the height of his glory. The rougher
it got the better he liked it. There was
another race, some fancy rope twirling
and an educated horse who did some
tricks.

HILE these events were taking
Wplace a group of cowboys in the
channel were roping and saddling bron-

(Continued on next Page)
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cos. If you wanted to try your luck, all
you had to do was ask them to catch you
one. They even assisted you in saddling
the mustang.

Johnny had been trying to persuade
nie to enter the riding contest. "Come
on. Bob. Try one. You haven’t any-
thing to lose but a hard spill, and you’re
used to that.”

| picked a small, bay mare with a
star in her forehead. Johnny got a
buckskin gelding. Buck fired another
shot. ”"No pullin' leather/’ he yelled.

Fourteen riders mounted their out-
law broncos with ample assistance from
twice that many helpers. As soon as a
horse was mounted the rope was slip-
ped off over his head. A wicked slap
on the rump with a coiled lariat sent
him toward the arena.

Buck Williams had not misjudged the
ability of those horses when he called
them “outlaws.” With shaggy manes
and bushy tails, it was plain they were
nobody’s pets.

Johnny and 1 started off at the same
time. 1 had a glimpse of him as his
buckskin cut in ahead of my bay. He
was high in the air and headed toward
the canyon.

That was the iast 1saw of Johnny
for a while. My horse went at it a little
slower. Apparently she wanted to add
to the attraction of the day by getting
me into the center of the arena before
she really went to work. She pitched
scraigh: ahead until she was in sight of
ali the spectators. Then she began
"swallowing her tail” as we called it
Every time she went up she was headed
in a different direction when she came
down. | got all mixed up, and rolled
off on the fourth or fifth round.

A cowboy roped her, and | made a
dash for the locust grove. Jumping up
on rhe musicians’ stand | looked for
Johnny. Out in the center of the arena

siew as soli sticking to his buckskin.

| was real proud of him and shouted,
"Atta boy! Stay with him, Johnny.”

F* OOKING around, i could see three

more riders. The rest were on foot
hurrying to the side lines. In a second
another hit the ground, and a man’s
horse broke into a run. He was soon
caught in a loop.

Johnny and one cowboy were stick-
ing to their mustangs like ticks on a
dog. The crowd began to roar,-but the
cowboys were silent. They scratched
their heads and rubbed their ftiins.

"Gosh!” said one of -the fiddlers.
"Thai Eagan kid is giving Bronco
Brown, the best rider on the range, a
close call for his title.”

That remark heightened my encour-
agement "Whoopee T | shouted. "Stay
with him, Johnny.”

About that time Bronco Brown's

horse stopped pitching. He was com-
pletely winded. Johnny’s horse made
one last effort to dump his rider, and
then made a run for the spectator’s hill.

E mounted cowboys had become

so engrossed in the contest their
ropes were dangling, and they let
Johnny’s buckskin get half way up the
incline before they caught him.

Buck rode into the arena. "Did you
ever see anything like that?” he shouted
through  his megaphone. "Bronco
Brown, the hardest rider on the range,
sure has a close competitor in that
farm boy, Johnny Eagan.”

The canyon rocked with the applause.
7Even the silent cowboys whistled and
shouted. Next was a burro race for the
youngsters, and then came the terrible
mixup. More shouts and shots down
near the bluff sent all the frightened
mustangs charging into the arena. The
guards closed in fast. Lariats flew in all
directions as mounted horsemen roped
the terrified horses. Behind them were
more cowboys on foot carrying theii
saddles.

When a bronco was caught, a man
came with his saddle. Immediately they
became partners who worked together
to saddle the horse. As soon as the
bronco buster was seated, and the horse
turned loose, it was the duty of his
partner to assist in any way possible. If
the rider was thrown his partner help-
ed him out of the arena. If the rider
succeeded in riding his horse down, his
partner must be on hand to catch the
mustang.

FTER several attempts 1 roped

Johnny an iron-gray. He came run-
ning with his sad M. Just as the rope
tightened, a pitching horse and rider
went under it. The man came off and
hit the ground hard. His partner rush-
ed up, helped him on his horse and
they hurried away.

| snubbed the gray’s head up dose
to my saddle horn while Johnny threw
on his saddle. To our surprise the gray
stood remarkably well, only snorting
once or twice.

Johnny worked fast. When he had
the cinch tightened he swung up and |
pulled my loop off the gray’s bead.
Instantly he went to work and | reined
my horse out of the way squarely into
the path of a pitching mustang lind
rider. The impact threw me out of rhe
saddle. | hit rhe ground on my back,
and saw Johnny’s gray in th.e air head-
ing toward me. Scrambling to my feet
1got cut of the way just in time and
then discovered my horse was gone.

The arena was in a mad confusion
Everywhere pitching broncos were go-
ing in circles. Other riders were trying
to stay close tc rhe.ii partners who were

in uncertain seats. Save your man and
let the horse go was their definite in-
structions. Every time a man was
thrown his partner rushed to his rescue
and other riders roped his horse.

But it was dangerous despite their
precautions, and a few were injured. |
saw a thrown rider knocked down by a
pitching horse and a man on foot was
trampled.

From all sides either a frightened or
pitching bronco was headed my way.
There was no way to escape.”

DDENLY | was swept off my teet

by the strong arm of a cowboy,

hoisted up and carried to the side lines

and dropped. | didn't even have time

to thank the guy before he was gone.

Looking around | saw my horse rop-
ed by another rider.

"Thanks,” | said, stepping up when
he came by. "I have a pal in that mixup
somewhere.”

As soon as | mounted 1 saw Johnny
and rode to him. He was in bad shape.
Still in the saddle on the iron-gray’s
back, Johnny’s nose was bleeding a
stream. Blood was all over his face,
shirt and in his hair.

| rode along beside him, and when
the gray hit the ground on all fours, |
threw an arm around Johnny and pull-
ed him out of the saddle. He clung to
me like a leech while | took him to the
musicians’ stand. But as we got there a
pitching horse knocked the temporary
platform askew’, dumping the musicians
and their instruments on the ground.

They scattered like prairie chickens,
and | took Johnny to the sidelines at
the foot of the sand hill.

"Go catch that gray!” be.ordered.
".Don’t let him get away.”

I left in a lope going around the side-
line next to the sand hill. Suddenly the
gray passed me kicking as high as a
horse’s head and going straight toward
the spectators. No one was following
him.

I uncoiled my rope, but soon saw that

it was useless. The gray’s head was
between his front legs most of the time
and his course was indirect. There was
no telling where he might charge into
the crowd on the hill, giving them a
slim chance to escape his zigzag pro-
gress toward them,

| had to do something fast. While in
the arena the gray bad pitched in cir-
cles. It struck me that if | was on his
-bade he would spin again, giving the
spectators time to reach their vehicles.

But landing in the saddle strapped to
a pitching horse is not an easy task.
Every time | rode along beside him he
was spinning like a cart wheel, and
getting closer and closer to the crowd
that was trying to scatter, but had no



idea which direction the infuriated

horse would turn next.

Apparently all the riders in the arena
were busily engaged in their duties and
no one noticed the gray overtaking the
frightened, screaming crowd. Women
clutching their babies fell over sage and
soapweed clusters. Two men tried to
attract the gray’s attention by running
in and slapping him on the head and
neck with their hats. They were both
knocked flat as the horse changed ends.

Finally | saw my chance and sprang
into the saddle when he checked his
mad rage for a split second. | saw a
loop miss his head as he commenced
pitching again.

I immediately discovered what Johnny

had experienced. The bay’ | had
previously ridden was a rocking chair
as compared to this beast. The first
time he went up and came down, | bit
off the end of my tongue. But he was
circling. | threw the rules away and
pulled leather for all 1was worth. Even
then | was out of the saddle half the
time. My eyes felt as though thev were
popping out of their sockets and all
my joints snapped. But | had to stay
with that bronco until che women and
children reached their vehicles.

My nose began bleeding, and everv
time the horse came down in a stiff-
legged stop blood filled my eyes. | lost
all track of the times he went around.
The crowd, che bluff and channel were
all around me in a dizzy confusion, and
| was crazy with pain.

The next thing | knew | heard a
woman's scream that sounded like the
time Ma stepped on a rattlesnake. A
loop fell neatly over rhe horse's head,
and he was being snubbed short to a
saddle horn.

"You all right?" Johnny asked.

"Yeah. I guess so," | answered hazily.

The riding was all over by the time
we reached the arena. The last of the
mustangs were being driven toward the
bluff. As we came in Buck rode up. |
sprang to the ground, staggered and
fell. A cowboy helped me up, and an-
other one brought my horse.

"You two wait a minute,” said Buck.
Raising the megaphone to his mouth
he shouted. "Folks, these two farm boys
are the heroes of the day. We can all be
thankful that horse was stopped before
he injured someone in the crowd. That’s
all, folks. See you next year.”

Stretched out on maize fodder in the
wagon box on the way home, | decided,
with my parent’s assistance, that | was
a much better farmer than a fourth of
July picnic roundup rider. But Johnny
Eagan went on to become one of the
best riders on our range.

RW

ASK YOUR QUESTIONS

(Continued from Page 41

Q: What was Skeleton Cliff and was
it only a legend? Mrs. Charles R. Ro-
binson, Mission, Kansas.

A: No, it was not a legend. It was
located on a hill overlooking the pre-
sent city of * lings, Montana. Many
years ago the River Crow- Indians lived
near the cliff and one of their war-
riors was stricken with a sickness that
raised spots over his body (probably
small pox). Others were stricken and
died and their bodies were wrapped in
blankets and hung to the pines on the
cliff. Finally only 16 members of the
tribe were alive. They blindfolded
their ponies and rode over the cliff to
their death, leaving the bodies hanging
to the pine trees to rot away into
bleached skeletons to remind all of
the Sacrifice of the 16.

Q: Was there a Sweet Betsy from
Pike, Missouri? John Laphman. Flush-
ing. New York.

A: Probably not. but it is a nice le-
gend. Sweet Betsy accompanied her
lover to the gold fields, and her droll

humor ivas the basis for the famous
Western ballad. "Sweet Betsy from
Pike."

Q: Did cowboys eat like animals on
the roundup or were rules and etiquette
observed? Edward Jones Carlos, Austin.
Texas.

A; There were strict rules and any
cowboy disobeying them was in for
trouble. None ever ventured near the
bean pot until the signal for grub was
announced. Then went quickly, and if
the wind was blowing he would go on
the lee side so no dust would fly into
another’s plate. He never took the last
piece unless he was sure everybody was
through eating. Leaving food on a
plate was a serious breach of etiquette.
He was supposed to scrape his plate
and rake the remaining food in the fire
to prevent flies. To tie a pony to the

(Continued on next Page)
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. “WESTERN HARD-CASES, Or Gun-
fighters named Smith,” By Ed Bar-
tholomew. A roundup of factual ac-
counts, historical happenings concerned
with law and order in our early West,
this book deals with a hundred “Western
Hard-Cases,” some notorious, some
hardly known. Arizona. New Mexico.
Texas. Colorado. Kansas. Miss:mt
Nebraska, oming, Dakota and Utah.
New material on "violence in Creede,
Wichita, Dodge, Abilene, Caldwell,
Deadwood, Las Vegas, Tombstone, and
other frontier towns. Here is new and
exciting material on Wyatt Earp and
his gang, the Kid, Jesse James, Rube
Burrows, Henry Brown, John Ringo,
Six-Shooter Bill, Scar-Face Smith,
Craz%/ Horse, Doc Holliday, Texas Jack,
Dutch Henry, Hurricane Bill, Hairlip
Charlie, Off” Wheeler, Hoodoo Brown,
Mysterious Dave, Pegleg Smith, and
others, as well as accounts of the life
and doings of some eighty other men
named SMITH. Clothbound. $3.50.

“A TEXAS RANGER,” by N. A.
Jennings. He details Ranger life on the
border in the 1870s. as he lived :t. Orig-
inally published in 189*9. it he#
been” done, contains 321 Eages, cloth-
bound. Mustangs, daring Rescues. Ar-
rested. Shoot-outs, McNellys Rangers,
Texas desperadoes. Vigilance commit-
tees, 3000 names on Ranger lists,
Sutton-Taylor feud, Wes Hardin, King
Fisher, and a lot more, told by an eye
witness and participant! $4.00,

“BILLY KID, or The Old
Regime In The Southwest,” by Albert
E. Hyde, as he saw it 80 years a?o.
Just published, tells of capture of Billy
the Kid, etc., capture of Dave Ruda-
baugh and the Las Vegas, New Mexico
mobs, etc. Illustrated with rare photos.
Very nicely printed, with wrappers, 32
pages, limited to 500 copies. $1.50.

wA CATALOG OF THE WORLD FAMOUS

N.H. ROSE COLLECTION OF OLD TIME
PHOTOGRAPHS OF THE FRONTIER/’ con-

sisting of Frontier characters, desperadoes,
officers. Rangers, outlaws, gunmen, early
Texans, Indians, captives. Indian fighters,
ioneers, cowboys, bandits, and so forth

escribes the 2500 frontier negatives in col-
lection, with historical material, etc.
pages, limited. St.00. All postpaid.
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chuck wagon was forbidden as no one
liked horsehair in their beans. Vio-
lations of any of these rules would
bring quick punishment to the guilty
cowboy.

Q: Is it true that acorns from oak
trees were food for animals in the old
West? Arthur Maylin, Toledo, Ohio.

A: Acorns were called the "Mast
Crop” They were used to fatten long-
horns and hogs and were very effective
as a food. In California the Spanish
made bread from acorns and the old
time buckaroo adopted this bread.

Q: What did the word "dofunny”
mean on the range? Carlton Brudashire,
London, England.

A: It was the cowboy’'s expression
for any useless object.

Q: We see much about Wichita (or
Wichita Town) Kansas on TV and in
Western stories. 1 live in Kansas and |
never knew that Wichita was much of
a cattle town in the old days. Peter Or-
back, Newton, Kansas.

A: Wichita was never considered a
large cattle town in the old days. The
Texas herds were driven through to
Abilene, but never stopped there as
there was no railroad. When the Santa
Fe was extended to Newton, the herds
were shipped from there. Later Dodge
City war the popular shipping center for
Texas cattle as it could he reached
easier from the Panhandle. No town in
Kansas was an important cattle center
unless the cattle were shipped from
there as this meant money to be spent.

Q: What were "fuzzy tails?” Billy
Harden, Hartford, Conn.

A: They were more often called
“fuzzies,” and were wild or range
horses.

Q: Was Bud Newman a well known
outlaw, in Texas? C.L. Jones, Macon,
Georgia.-

A: He would be classed as a second
rater. He was with the Taylor gang
when they held up the train at Cole-
man function, Texas, June 9, 1898.
Newman was captured on the Taylor
ranch with Taylor. The authorities
gave Newman the chance to arrest Tay-
lor. He was shot and killed in the at-
tempt on the Llano River.

Q: What was meant in the roundup
when a longhorn “rolled” his tail?
Jimmy Taber, Bonneville, Missouri.

A: It meant the longhorn was fright-
ened and to the cowboy it was always

the danger signal for the beginning of $
stampede. When a longhorn did this,
the tail was humped up at the thick end.

Q: | have a small pocket-sized gun
with a stub trigger guard and a small
round butt. It is a funny looking gun
and it has the date 1875 on it and is a
.22 caliber. It doesn’t give the name of
the maker and | wonder if you could
tell me what make it is. Jeff Hasby, St.
Louis, Missouri.

A: It is difficult without seeing the
gun to give you the information you
wish, but from your description |
would say that it is a .22 caliber Colt,
1875, Line Pocket Model. If it is that,
it is a seven shot, single action rim
fire. This gun was manufactured to com-
pete with the Smith and Wesson pocket
gun. Neither proved too successful and
were discontinued. If this is the gun you
have, it is rare and worth some money,

Q: When the Indians scalped a
victim, how much of his hair did they
take and did they always scalp dead
men? Eddie Stearnes, Peoria, lllinois.

A; It all depended on how big a head
of hair the victim had. If it was only
average, the Indian would carve out a
scalp the size of a half dollar, but if
the victim had a heavy beard, the In-
dian might take all the scalp and the
beard. It made little difference to the
Indians if the man to be scalped was
dead or alive. There are cases on re-
cord where white men were scalped and
lived.

Q: What part did Ike Rogers have in
the capture of Cherokee Bill and what
happened to Rogers? James R. Randall,
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma.

A: Cherokee Bill was lured to the
home of lke Rogers on lJanuary 29,
1895. With Rogers was Clint Scales and
a Tom Bates. When Cherokee Bill
leaned over to tie his shoe, Rogers hit
him over the head with a club. It didn’t
knock Cherokee Bill out completely



*nd he and Scales, who was almost a
midget, fought and Scales overpowered
him. Rogers was a deputy under Mar-
shal Crum. He was killed at Fort Gib-
son in 1897 by a brother of Cherokee
Bill in a revenge Kkilling.

Q: We read where a horse was so
many hands high. How high was char?
John Morton, Pasadena, California.

A: The "hand" measurement equaled
four inches, and a horse was measured
at the shoulder level.

Q: Is it true that Little Crow, the
Santee Sioux Chief, responsible for the
bloodiest massacre in che history of the
Indian Wars, was a Christian and once
a friend of rhe white man? Dike Hagen.
Corpus Christie, Texas,

A: Little Crow was a sincere friend
of the white man and a Christian con-

new!
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vert, a devout member of the church at
Fort Ridgely. But when the white men
brutally disregarded the Mendita Treaty
of 1851, Little Crow rose against them
and before he was conquered had killed
over 2,000 white settlers and soldiers.

Q: Here in .England we are puzzled
about water dogs, which we find men-
tioned in Western fiction. What kind
of animals are they? Caroline Thuni-
born. Liverpool, England.

A: The water dog is a small reptile.
a cross between a lizard and a frog.
They hare a smooth and slimy skin, and
are found near rivers and swamps in
the Southwest. After a hard rain a cow-
boy might wake up to find several of
them snuggling in his blanket. They
have other names — hell-benders, mud
puppies, or water puppies.

Q: When and how did Hickok get
the nickname, "Wild Bill”? Carl
Bright. Detroit, Michigan.

A: There is a dispute about this, as
there is about many phases of Wild Bill
Hickok's career. Some say that he got it
in Independence, Missouri when a wo-
man yelled at him, "Hey, Wild Billy
Others contend that Nichols, whose
phony story about the killings at Rock

This hard-hitting 44 Cal. revolver is a faithful reproduc-
Remington Army revolver,
to both Northern
With its top strap, it gives the
added strength and durability needed with heavy 44 Cal
loads. Prized by target shooters-and collectors alike, the
New Model Army revolver Ls furnished in a lustrous

tion of the popular 44 Cal.
issued during the Civil War
Southern Cavalry units.

new model

Creek made Hickok a hero, teas the
first to use the name. "Wild Bill was
a common name in the West and every
community had a Wild Bill.

Q: Why did so many men in che old
West wear their hair long? Bill Stern,
Baltimore, Maryland.

A; For the simple reason haircuts
were expensive and wearing hair long
made a visit to the barber unnecessary.
However, there was probabl) a better
reason. Long hair gave warmth in the
winter to the neck and shoulders and in
the summer was protection against the

heat and dust.
RW
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TRAGEDY OF THE
TONQUIN

(Continued from Page 351

them to wash and air their belongings.
With this job completed, Thorn set up
a schedule of strenuous exercises. While
this was no more than any sailor would
expect, these free-spirited men had
never been subject to a martinet. Daily
the friction grew between captain, crew,
and passengers.

Captain Thorn’s regimen worked too
well. Concomitant with the healthier
conditions upon which Thorn insisted,
appetites of these husky outdoorsmen
soared. Then the Captain insisted upon
rationing of food, else they starve be-
fore they reached Oregon! It was indeed
a Pyrrhic victory,

New York was three months astern
when Thorn ordered anchorage in the
Falkland Islands for water. M’'Dougall
and M’Kay, two of the partners, took
a ship’s boat to explore the islands.
Thorn issued a stern warning not to
delay departure of the Tonquin. The
anchorage proved unsafe and water dif
ficult to procure. The captain stood our
to sea, making repeated signals for re-
turn of the longboat. At nine that
night the men came aboard, offering
no explanation for their delay. An
adverse wind held the Tonquin again
the next day, and the partners set off
early the next morning.

HEN the wind hauled fair, signals

were set for their return, but
eager in pursuit of wild geese and sea
wolves, the partners ignored the com-
mand. In a half hour-, after Captain
Thorn watched the shore party through
his glass, he ordered the Tonquin to sea
without M’Dougall and M’Kay. They
noticed the ship’s departure, and
launched thf shore boat.

The Tonquin was eight miles at sea
before they overhauled her. Two days
later, December 7th, when another sup-
ply stop was made, the incident was
repeated. Captain Thorn stormed., then
ordered the anchor weighed. Again the
chase was undertaken, with the Ton-
quin outdistancing the shore boat. Fi-
nally a younger partner, realizing the
men would be abandoned, held .a gun
at Thorn’s head demanding he come
about and rescue them.

Rounding the Horn without incident,
the Tonquin pur into Hawaii to re-sup-
ply before setting sail for the North-
west. The four partners distributed
weapons amongst rhe shore parries,
ostensibly for trade and protection



while dealing with the Sandwich Is-
lands natives. Captain Thorn consider-
ed the act as indication of mutiny, and
tightened the already taut discipline.
Despite his fears, no open rebellion
erupted. Captain Thorn’s warped mind
readily suspected treachery and persecu-
tion when neither threatened.

It tvas mid-March, 1811, when the
Tonquin finally dropped anchor in tur-
bulent seas near the mouth of the Col-
umbia River. A long boat was ordered
ashore for exploration, but peevishly
vindictive Captain Thorn refused to
man the boar with his seamen, only the
the land-lubberly fur traders. Moun-
tainous waves enveloped the boat as
they stroked toward shore: they were
never seen again.

A second unsuccessful attempt was
made to beach a craft in the thunder-
ing breakers. Then the Tonquin slipped
anchor and drifted toward shore, lower-
ing a third boat to attempt landing. In
all, eight lives were lost trying to beach
a craft, which did nothing to ameliorate
the gap between the Bligh-like captain
and crew.

Surprisingly, captain and passengers
agreed upon a safer anchorage up-river
and an outpost was established, named
Astoria in honor of their sponsor.

For three months the Tonquin stood
offshore lightening cargo needed to
erect the fort and barter with the
natives. Captain Thorn, anxious to com-
plete his voyage, hull-down with valua-
ble furs, ordered the Tonquin out of
the bay to scout the coast.

It was the beginning of a voyage of
no return.

Tacking north towards Vancouver
Island. Captain Thorn, ignoring warn-
ings of his Indian interpreter about
trading with the natives, dropped an-
chor. His appearance was rewarded
with a horde of canoes, heavily laden
with sea-otter skins, punting out from
shore. A brisk trading session began.
M’Kay even ventured ashore to stay
overnight with Wicantsh. chief of the
tribe. However, six natives were, held
aboard the Tonquin to insure his safe
return.

EXT day, even before M’Kay re-

turned. swarms of Indian canoes
bobbed alongside the Tonquin. Captain
Thorn, anxious to begin trading, order-
ed barter goods spread on the deck.
Nookamis, the sub-chief, set the pat-
tern for his followers by asking for
more than double the usual trading
price.

Captain Thorn was incensed, and as
their requests-went higher, reduced his
barter trade offers. The Indians hissed
and catcalled as the barter stalled. Cap-
tain Thorn paced the deck irritably, with
Nookamis following, mimicking, re-

peatedly thrusting a fur in his face. At
first Thorn c®pk no offense at this um-
brage, but his patience dissolved when
Nookamis laid hands on hint. Thorn
snatched the fur. rubbed it on the In-
dian’s face, then bodily pitched him
overboard. The Indians were stunned
into inaction until Shewish, a sub-chief,
shepherded the Indians into the canoes,

taking the fuming Nookamis with
them.
Lookouts were set, feeling there

might be retaliation; but when the day
passed without incident Thorn retired
without taking additional precautions.

At daybreak a canoe with twenty In-
dians came alongside, holding up otter
skins, indicating a desire to trade. The
officer of the watch suspecting nothing,
allowed them aboard. Shewish, leader
of the boarding party, signalled other
canoes. One after another followed in
quick succession, until the Tonquin’s
deck thronged with Indians. Trading
mss begun, a skin for one of the shiny,
wide-bladed knives displayed on the
blankets. Captain Thorn and M’Kay
were awakened. Both immediately sens-
ing danger, ordered the Tonquin to set
sail. Seven men -were ordered aloft to
unfurl the sails. Captain Thorn order-
ed the anchor tveighed and the ship
cleared. This was the pre-arranged sig-
nal for the Indians and they whirled on
the white invaders.

, LEWIS, ship’s deck, was first

to fall. Leaning over a bale of
blankets, he was skewered by the Indi-
ans.

M’Kay, seated on the raffrail, jump-
ed into the fight, bur awar dub knock
ed him overboard where he was dis-
patched by the squaws waiting in
canoes.

Shewish had singled Captain Thorn
out as his particular victim. Thorn un-
sheathed a clasp knife, nearly decapitat-
ing the savage with one slash. Several
other Indians attacked him. The sturdy,
resolute captain strewed the quarter-
deck with dead and dying Indians.
Thorn tried to fight his way toward his
cabin where firearms were stored. But
he was surrounded, covered with
wounds, weak from loss of blood.
Momentarily he rested against the tiller
wheel when a war club decked him.
Thorn was disemboweled, and thrown
overboard.

Four of the seven sailors sent aloft
survived the deck carnage, making their
way between decks where they found
Mr. Lewis still alive, though" desper-
ately wounded. The five of them bar-
ricaded a cabin, and their rifle fire
soon cleared the deck.

NATIVE canoes continued warily to
circle the ship, though no boarding
attempt was made. When the moonless
night closed over the death ship, the
four able seamen silently lowered a
boat, stroking toward shore. Mr. Lewis
was left aboard the Tonquin: disabled.
Lewis refused to be a burden co his ship-
mates, insisting he'd rather die aboard
ship than face Indian" torture.

Lewis watched the Indians circle the
deserted Tonquin as the morning sun
slithered over the mountains. The bay
was sliced by wakes of canoes heading
for the ship, lying idle, sails flapping
uselessly. A few Indians boarded cau-
tiously, followed by more when ir ap-
peared safe. When the deck was crowd-
ed, Lewis struck a flint into a powder
train. The fire spluttered, sparked into
the ship's magazines.

The Tonquin disappeared in 3 flash
of smoke and fire. The Tonquin ? boil-
ing foam was dotted with heads, arms,
legs, and mutilated bits of Indians.
Canoes were swamped, sucked down in
the vortex. A few, scant few, survivors
clung to the w-reckage, all that remain-
ed of two hundred boarders.

The four sailors were captured and
tortured to death. A lone survivor, an
Indian interpreter, escaped his captors
and related events to Fort Astoria.

Tyrannical Captain Thorn had not
died In vain. The inauspicious Ameri-
can foothold at Astoria which he
founded proved to be the w/edge for
annexation of Oregon and other North-
west territory which fleshed out the
western skeleton of the United States.



SODDY DEATH
(Continued from Page 27)

were made without mortar, square,
plumb, or money. All that was needed
was a good eye and strong arms. Most
of the measuring was done at night with
the North Star as a guide.

MY father and brother dug heavy
slabs of sod. The roots of the blue
stem grass were so thin and heavy tijat
they bound the sod as tight as if it were
a rock. These sod bricks were about
three feet long and a foot or so thick.
The first layer, placed along the founda-
tions. was double. Space was left for
a door. All soddy houses were square,
like a box. After the sod bricks were
layed one on another to make the wall,
it was the job of the children'to fill the
cracks with mud and grass mixed to-
gether. When this dried it. gave fairly
good protection for the cracks, but it
had to be renewed every year or two as
the rains would wash it out. .

As the sod layers were placed for the
walls, the joints were broken like brick
laying. Every third layer was placed
cross-wise to bind them together. The
walls were never much higher than six
and a half feet. Holes Were left for
window frames.* These were made out
of the lumber from the wagon that
brought the settlers West. The space
around the-windows was packed with
the mud and grass mixture.

When the wall was up, the root
came next. This was the problem. The
gables were of sod unless the settler
had enough spare lumber. A cotton-
wood pole with a fork at the end was
used to bold up the ridge pole, which
was usually a cottonwood log. Cotton-
wood trees grew tall and large, but the
wood was so soft that these ridge poles
often had to be supported with pillars.

After this was done, the construction
of the roof got underway. The' roof
never slanted any more than was neces-
sary to drain water and many of the sod
houses looked like'they had flat roofs.
Pole rafters were placed across the
gables and then brush was placed over
the poles. The sod for the roof was cut
thinner than for the walls and sod
bricks were laid grass down. A mixture
of grass and mud was stuffed between
the cracks.

ESE roofs soon became things of*
wonder. Sun flowers would.grow
five feet tall on the roof, and grass
would rise several inches from the sod.
These roofs looked like gardens on the

top of the house. ;
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When completed, the Soddy was a
drab, square structure with no beauty
about it. Yet it did have several good
points for rhe prairie. It could with-
stand wind and rain. There was no
danger of a fire, even with a fireplace,

if one was built in the wall. It was
warm in the winter and cool in the
summer.

But there were far more bad points
than good ones. A family was sleeping
under hundreds of pounds of dirt, and
when the rains came, this load doubled
and sometimes tripled The rafter poles

would bend with the load, and at night
there was no way for the occupants of
the sod house to see anything.

It all came so quickly that they were
buried under this load without knowing
what had happened. Sometimes large
posts would be carted from a distance
to support the roof, but these did little
good,-as they could not support all the
roof.

The falling roofs of sod houses killed
more settlers than the Indians, “hy
did we live under such a danger? We
had no choice in those days. It was the
only home we had and when, it rained,
we would go to bed with prayers on
our lips;

Aside from this ever present danger,
the sod house added to the discomfort
of our life in many ways. This type of
house was a curse to any good house-
wife. It Mfras utterly impossible to keep
the place clean. Dirt would keep falling
from the roof and the roof always leak-
ed when it rained. | remember well my
mother trying to cook" on the old wood
range — we used buffalo chips for fuel
— we brought west with as. She would
have me hold an umbrella over the stove
to keep the min out of*the pots and
pans.

Wasps and bees seemed to love those

sod houses, and when we were no5
fighting dust and rain, we were fight-
ing wasps and bees. And today when 3
look back to those days, all | seem tc
remember is that sod home and it’s dis-
comforts and fears.

The - falling roof was the greatest
terror that faced us in those days. Sc
deeply is it ingrained in my conscious-
ness that even today when | go to bed,
| have that gnawing fear that the roof

may come down on me.
RW

TOSS YOUR BRICKBATS

(Continued from Page 61

Elgin, suffering at time of capture from
locomotor ataxia.

As a school boy in Cedarvale, Kansas,
I knew Bill Tilghman when be travel-
ed with his movie "Passing of the Okla-
homa Outlaws." | also refer to his
book of same title as to authenticity of
above'accounts of Ingalls Battle.

min closing | will also add that I recall
the death of-Mr, Tilghman during the
Cromwell, Oklahoma oil boom. He
was astassinateiLby a rat killer named
Wiley Lynn who was at the time a fed-
eral prohibition agent, cause of the
trouble between the two — Tilghman
had closed down a house of ill fame
belonging to Lynn's girl friend. Not
long after the vile assinarion of Titgie
man, Wiley met his inevitable end in a
gun fight in drug, store at Medill,
Oklahoma, where not only he arid his
adversary but also three innocent by-
standers were slain in the exchange of



pistol shots. |
Lynn would be a fitting candidate for
role in a modern television program

along with other fighting members of
such
as Johnny Ringo, Bat Masterson, Doc

"The second oldest profession,”

Holliday and Wyatt Earp.
Truly yours,
Mont Land
n Hotel Avila
Caracas, Venezuela

We take it that Mr. Land is an
American and a former westerner,

BOZEMAN’S POTATOES

Dear Sirs;

In your November issue of Real West
| happened to notice a little mistake
you made probably in printing. In the
article "John Bozeman’s Load of Pota
toes.” you have a picture of Capt. James
F. Cook. | have before me a book writ-
ten by Cook himself, "Fifty years on
the Old Frontier”, and it contains the
same picture of Cook only it is a lot
more clear. What | was getting at is
that Cook’s middle initial, according to
the book, is H. not F. Also | noticed part

of the gun’s stock is missing on yourJ

picture.

| enjoy your magazine very much and
will continue to buy it as long as it is
on the market. But one thing | do wish

is that you wouldn’t have to "touch up”,

the pictures in your magazine. Actually
they are what holds my interest most.
Yours very truly,
Lynnette Cady
Highbridge, Wisconsin

Your suggestion about not retouch-
ing pictures is good.

ABOUT JOHN RENO
Sir:

Your January, 1961 issue of Real
West was quite interesting. However,
on the story "The Terrible Renos,” it
is mentioned on page 57 that John Reno
disappeared. This is not so. The local
newspaper here gives the following ac-.
count of John Reno’s death. The ac-
count reads as follows:

The First Train Robber
Death of John Reno, the Notorious
Retired Criminal of Indiana

might also add that

Columbus, Indiana, February 2,1895

John Reno is dead. He was one of
the first train robbers in the United
Stares and was a daring individual.
In September, 1886 the Adams Express
Company’s car on the Pennsylvania line
south of Indianapolis was robbed of
express valued at 890,000.

Reno never forgave the men who, by
force, ended the existence of his broth-
ers' lives, who were hanged for train
robbery.

As an additional note, here is a news
account of a member of the Reno
gang:

Last of Reno Gang Caught
Shelbyville, Indiana, November 16,
1886
The police of this city have captured
a burglar named "Walk” Hammond,
who proves to be the last member of
the Reno gang of express robbers,
John Reno was’ released from, the
Indiana State Prison, August 28, 1888.
The date usually given for James
Younger’s death is October 19, 1901.
He died October 19, 1902,
Yours truly,
James Lorentz
*1223 Catherine
Muskegon, Michigan

If you reread the story, you will find m

that it said John Reno disappeared for
a period of years.

MORE ABOUT CARRIE NATION

Dear Sirs:

| read your story about Carrie
Nation and the comments by readers in
the following issues.

I hope this letter doesn’t stir up an-
other controversy like the Wyatt Earp
or Jessie James argument that has gone
on for so long, but | had the pleasure,
or displeasure (depending on how you
look at it) of meeting the lady once and
had the opportunity to see her in full
action. It happened in the little town
of Bergman, .Arkansas in the year of
1906 when | wasT9 years old, A north-
bound train had t6 lay over for an.
hour or so while a wreck of a south-
bound train was being cleared away.
In a town of 200 people in the Ozark
Hills there* was little to get excited
about on Sunday except to go down to

(Continued on next Page)
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the depot and watch the trains come
in or slip out into the brush and play
poker and that cost money, something
most of us wouldn't have known about.

On this individual dav quite a few
of us were at the depot when the train
pulled in. The weather was real hot and
the passengers all had the windows up
and as one of the local citizens walked
down the side of the train he lit a ciga-
rette he had just rolled and just as he
did a hand shot out of a window of one
of the coaches and knocked the ciga-
rette out of his mouth and then the
damndest looking old hag stuck her
head out of the window and in a voice
that sounded mote like the snarl of a
jJTom cat than that of a female woman,
shouted, * Young man, don’t you know
your soul will burn in hell if you don’t
quit smoking chose hohrible cigarettes?”

The fellow' was so taken aback he
was speechless for a minute but finally
found his voice, then asked her who the
hell she was? "I am Carrie Nation,
that’s who | am, and | aim to make it
impossible for you and others like you
to get cigarettes or booze.” The guy
had courage enough to talk back to her
and told her he thought she had a mis-
taken and abnormal itch for meddling
in other people’s imsiness. The argu-
ment kept up for an hour till the train
pulled out and she had to pull out
with it.

Meeting Carrie Nation recalled a
meeting | had with another Temper-
ance Union lecturer 10 years before
when | was only 9 years old. My par-
ents took me to hear Miss Frances E.
Willard talk. It seems impossible that
twO women who were counseling for
the same cause could be so different in
every way as they were.

Miss Willard was a highly educated
woman and was an educator in her own
right. She was not a beautiful woman,
nor was she ugly as was Carrie Nation.
Her voice was vibrant and as musical
as a well tuned harp and every word
she spoke reflected the warmth and
generosity of her personality. She never
crusaded against the use of alcohol for
the sake of saving a lost soul, but for
the maintenance of the dignity of the
American" home. She lectured all over
the world and Wwas loved by all who
knew her. She had friends among
Kings and Queens and prostitutes and
tramps. She was not afraid to walk into
a saloon. Not to wreck the place butto
talk to those present. She had a sense
of humor and a wit- that could cut like
sulphuric acid if she wanted to use it

Miss Willard died in 18>8 in Chicago
and according to newspaper reports
more than 250,000 people attended her
funeral and thousands of letters of con-
dolence were sent from all over the
world, from Europe, Asia and South

America. | am sure Carrie Natioen
never had that many friends.

Y ours,

Z. W. Fain

2414 1st Avenue
Seattle 1, Washington
Frances Willard could hardly be put
in the same class as Carrie Nation,

MURRIETTA’S HATE

Dear Editor;

Since | came across your very fine
magazine on a news stand a couple of
years ago. | have become one of your
most avid readers. | feel that Real
West fills the gap with short stories on
the West that can not be found else-
where. Although | check books out of
the city library, | find that your Real
West satisfies a hunger in me that other
books do not. Keep up the good work f

1 was rather amused with the story
on Murrietta’s Insane Hate, by L. A
Olmstead. Don’t you think the year
1841 was a wee bit early for lays and
order in California? Besides, the Mexi-
can War was not fought until 1845,
and California was not acquired until
the Mexican secession of 1848. It came
into the Union as the 31st state in
September 1850. | am sure there were
no Deputy Sheriffs in San Jose until
after California was admitted to the
Union.

Joaquin Murrietta was the first of
the early day California bandits. His
exploits are now legendary. His main
hide-out was on the west side of
Fresno County, near the present towns
of Coalinga and Cantua Creek. His
lookout, overlooking the San jouquin
Valley, is now known as Murrietta
Rocks. Such items as pistols, handcuffs,
bottles etc., have been found there.
There is about a five miles hike from
a good road up to them.

| have a picture of his "home" near
Saw Mill Flat, just a few miles from
Columbia State Park, it is no longer
standing. You can sail see the old
building foundations that made up this
Mexican settlement. Murphy’s Camp,
Vallecito, and Douglas Flat, which are
all across the Stanislaus Rivervdirora
Columbia State Park had a large Mex-
ican population. It-was in this general
area where the hanging of Murrietta’s
brother took place and also his whijH

ping.



I might point out that most of the
early day miners in this area were
Mexican. Sonorian Camp (Sonora) was
all Mexican until the Americans ran
them out and jumped their claims. And
too, there was the foreign miner’s tax
that was levied on anyone that was not
American. Even the Californians
(native) were not exempt. Finally, the
Mexicans moved south and founded the
rown Hornitos (Little Ovens).
Hornitos became a favorite haunt of
Murrietta. Near here the California
Rangers were organised that finally
tracked him down, near Canrua Creek.
Murrietta’s head was amputated and
brought to Hornitos. It was pickled in
alcohol and put on exhibit in San
Francisco. The head was lost in the
great San Francisco earthquake and
fire of 1906.

A point of information for Mr.
Lloyd Godfrey. 425 West Palm Street,
Exeter, California. | see you are in-
terested in getting some information on
"Bill Drew”. You mij>ht find some-
thing in a book about him. written by
"Pistol Pete". The title is "Pistol Pete",
which can be found in the county li-
brary; if not the state. | have read it,
but do not remember anything about
'‘Bill Drew”.

And Mr. Chip Walker, 2172 Magn
olia Drive, Simi, California. You can
get some eye-witness accounts of the
Coffevville Raid by the Dalton Gan?
if you will write to the Dalton Museum
Coffeyville, Kansas. | purchased a copy
of the Coffeyville Journal that has com
plete coverage of the raid Also, there
are pictures of the participants. There
is a ""paperback" book written by David
Stewart Elliot, Editor of Coffeyville
Journal, that gives all the particulars
leading up to and including the raid
If you will send a check for about $2.00
the attendant will send you what you
want. The Dalton Museum is housed
upstairs over the Condon and Condon
Bank they tried to mb.

My wife had a great uncle by the
name of Charles Moore who threw a
"big loop"” in his day. He is reputed to
have done his cattle rustling down ‘in
Texas. He went by the name of "John
Singleterry”. Later in life he ran a
saloon near Galena.. Kansas. The saloon
was practically on the Kansas Missouri
fine. He was known as "'CiMmarron”

would like to know if any of Real
West’s readers know anything about
him. If anyone does, please forward the
information on to me. It will be greatly
appreciated.

Sincerely,

James R. C. Parks

2302 E. Rialto Avfc.
Frensno 26, California

{Continued on next Page)
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NENIDON'T DTE YOUR GRAY HAIR LIKE AWOMAN'S!
GROOM IN YOUTHFUL

MASCULINE COLOR

Men who have dyed their gray hair wish the:

hadn't. M

They're stuck with the teli-tale dye which slowly
jades leaving their hair streaked like a woman’s.

Now you can groom your hair each morning in
Seconds, and before your unbelieving eyes your hair

has become not only natural’, gleaming, healthy
-it has regained <your own youthful color.
That's exactly what happens! As you rub in
ColorGroom—just as you have been doing with
your favorite hair dressing-it imparts to your
hair the natural-looking color ihat will take
pff years from your appearance. And youYe
not stuck with ColorGroom. ColorGroom will
not rub off on your pillow, yet a shampoo
removes the color any time you wish. It’s just
as simple as that: ColorGroom is rich in lano-
Jin, is not sticky or greasy. And it is NOT
A DYE!

If you are not absolutely satisfied, return
ColorGroom atW get every penny back. Mailed
in plain wrapper.

Brisn-Lloyd Ce., Dept. CG-65
n fast Street, hew York 17, N 1

Please send me a 30- day supply of dcior-
Groom in O’ Black 0O .Brown 0O Blood-
| enclose K.9S. If I'm not

ColorGroom is-all you say it is | may retul"n
it for full refund.
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Adt"ress L.
City. lone- ___
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FACTS ABOUT GERONIMO

Gentlemen:

On the cover of your last issue you
picture Geronimo and on page 5 give
a short story about him. Your informa-
tion is far from correct.

He was a medicine nian and prophet
of the Chiricahua Apache. He was born
at the headwaters of the Gila River
(pronounced Hila) near old Fort Tule-
rosa, somewhere about 1834.

His father was Taklishim, which in
English, means 'Gray One’. The Chiri-
cahua were removed from Mexico to
near San Carlos Reservation. Geronimo
and some others didn’t like the con-
finement and fled. He was arrested
at Ojo Caliente, N. M., and then settled
down to a plain farmer. The GREAT
WHITE FATHER wouldn’t let them
have water for any irrigation so, despite
the fact he had the best farm in the San
Carlos, and because the GREAT
WHITE MAN didn’t svant 'red devils'
making tiswin, a real good likker. our
friend Geronimo organized some other
restless souls and started out to show
the white man who was whom.|

| was born on the Cheyenne Reserva-
tion in (now)’ Oklahoma. Geronimo
was .1 prisoner at Fort Sill. He was bad-
:ly treated. His bones were dug up and
taken back to his homeland in the past
decade.
* SirTcerely,
H. R. Antle
(Howling Wolf)
8764 Corinne Drive
Orangevale, California
P.S. Geronimo.. died the year |'was
born, 1909. How many of you Yanks
ever been west *of the Connecticut Riv-'
er? .
The editor of the magazine was born
and raised in Oklahoma.

THE PONY EXPRESS

Dear Sir:

Regarding your ' November article,
pointing to the Pony Express as a
tragedy, let me express my own view
on the subject.

As your article so very ably pointed
out, a great deal of political and busi-
ness rivalry existed at top echelons of
78

the Pony Express Company. This ri-
valry became more heated, as the na-
tional leaders became more aware of the
approaching Civil War.

Nevertheless, the experiment served
a most vital role in communication, and
in keeping the Far West in the Union.
It tended to cement east and west at the
most crucial point in American history,
and informed the pioneers of the elec-
tion of Abraham Lincoln. The out-
standing courage and horsemanship of
the pony express riders through ever}
sort of obstacle is without parallel in the
history of the United States. The Piute
Indians caused considerable trouble to
the Pony Express in Nevada, in much
-the same manner as the Butterfield
Stages encountered with the Apaches in
Arizona. The first cross country ride of
the Pony Express, electrified the nation
in much the same way that a successful
space shot to the Moon, Venus or Mars
w-ould today in our modern civilization.

Sincerely,

H. W. Tewes

6206 E. 17th Street
Tucson, Arizona

REQUEST FROM ENGLAND

Dear Sir,

1read your magazine whenever | can
get it. | don’t know if | have written
to the right place but | thought you
might be able to help me. | am very
interested in Indians and would like to
get some colored pictures of totem
poles, if there are any books available
with good colored reproductions. T
would also like to know where | could
purchase a peace pipe. | will be most
grateful if you can help me.
Yours sincerely,
Frank Porter
147 Lynmouth Road
Walthamstow. E. 17
London, England
Can any reader help Air, Porter?

LITTLE -DICK

Sirs:

I have just finished reading "Little
Dick the Terrible” in the November
issue of Real West- The writer Mr.
Qualey did not do proper research.
First he .mentions Guthrie, Oklahoma
as being in the Indian Territory. Guth-
rie was never in any territory except
Oklahoma.

Little Dick West was killed at Her-
mon Arnet’s place, just three miles
north of my father’s homestead, where
| was raised. Mrs. Hart was the one
who informed her husband of a suspici-
ous character at Arnets. Bill Tighman
took a posse of several men and ap-
proached the house. Among, the posse
was Frank Rhinehart, Sheriff of Logan

County, West saw or heard the posse
and started to run. As he was trying
to get thru a barb-wire fence, every
man in the posse shot at him and he
was mortally wounded. After consulta-
tion the officers decided that as Frank
Rhinehart was the local peace officer
that he should be given credit for Kill-
ing West. The records of the Guthrie
Cemetery shows outlaw West killed
by Sheriff Rhinehart. Bill Tighman
beating him to the draw is all bosh.
Tighman’s own book gives Rhinehart
credit for the Killing.

Another error was the "fish" wagon
at Ingalls. The officers rode into the
town in a covered wagon, known as a
prairie schooner. A covered wagon was
a common sight, but a fish wagon
would have been as conspicuous as a
band wagon.

As to officers being in cahoots with
the outlaws, Ed Nicks, U. S. Marshal,
was accused of taking a bribe, but it
was never proven, but he was forced
out of office on account of it.

Yours for truth and accuracy.
George O, Cooper
Box 363
Escalon, California

This is another angle to the death

of Little Dick.

ABOUT HANK TRACY

Dear Editor:

I've just finished reading the No-
vember issue of REAL WEST and en
joyed it thoroughly, as usual. ... |
especially liked the article by Carl
Breihan: "HANK TRACY. THE
WEST’S MAD KILLER.” | have done
much research of the badman and
Breihan’s account is one of the best
magazine articles 1’'ve run across on
Harry (Hank') Tracy.

My occupation is a Country and
Western singer and | have written and
recorded a song entitled: THE MAN-
HUNT FOR HARRY TRACY, which
tells of the dradfetic two-month chase
across Oregon and Washington for
T;aq' (June 9th to August 6, 1902). |
have also visited most of the sites that
figured in this story, including the
Vanhorn Home, across the street from
Woodland Park, in Freemont, Wash-
ington, where Tracy gunned down two
of his would-be captors. | also had the
privilege of spending an afternoon



scouting around the scene of his last
battle at the Eddy Ranch — which is
located about 12 miles Southeast of
Creston, Washington. I've also been
working on a manuscript, which in-
cludes a chapter on Harry Tracy, which
| hope to have published soon. So, as
you can see, Tracy is one of my "Pet
Hardcases”, and once ~gain my con-
gratulations' -to Carl Breihan for his
fine story, and to REAL WEST for
bringing it to us.

You fellows at REAL WEST are do-
ing a terrific job. I know there are
many thousands like me that appreciate
and look forward to each new issue of
REAL WEST, Keep up the good work.
Thanks.

Very sincerely,

Gary Williams

c/o K, P. E. G. Radio Station
Spokane, Washington

MORE ABOUT TRACY

Gentlemen:

| have been reading your REAL
WEST for along time and like it fine,
| want to thank you for your good
story on Hank Tracy. We came West
to Chehalis in 1905 and have been
working in logging camps here ever
since. As a baby | heard a lot of true
facts how Tracy killed Merrill a few
miles south of Chehalis. | have been to
the spot where it happened many times.

It seems that when Merrill was a boy
he got into some minor trouble and
they sent him to the reform school. He
was farmed our to a man living south
of Forest. Tracy went to see him. Mer-
rill had made some friends around
while he was working on that farm and
he had a brother employed in the livery
barn in Chehalis. According to the
people, an lIra Johnson fed and hid
Tracy and Merrill in the livery barn at
Forest, From what the people around
here said Merrill wanted to look up his
brother.

Tracy got the idea Merrill would get
them arrested. So he killed him in a
fake duel. People wouldn’t believe it
when Tracy said he killed Merrill. A

lady and her 12 year old boy found
Merrill’s body. Tracy had thrown Mer-
rill’s rifle behind a log and told people
where they would find the rifle. Mrs.
Lena Goff and a friend found the gun.
Merrill's brother said he would Kill
Tracy. How Tracy got over the moun-
tain where he was killed was a mystery
to everybody. An old man said Tracy
told him he crawled there like a rabbit.
Tracy never made friends. He would

threaten to kill whole families if they
told the police they had seen him. Peo-
ple believed this. Thanks for the good
story on Harry Tracy.

Ora Pinning

322 North Street

Centraiia, Washington

ALSO LIKES TRACY STORY

Dear Editor:
I've just bought your latest issue of
"Real West.” | enjoyed the stories in

it. especially one titled Little Hank
Tracy, the West’s Mad Killer. This one
is really good. Like to see more. I've
been a regular reader of Real West for
sometime now, and | like what you
prim. | know there are a few readers
who are feady to start criticizing the
author, but | wasn’t living back then
and don’t know anything about those
Western badmen. So | just read 'em and
send in my comment. I'm from Ala-
bama. but | don’t go around crowing
about it. | think the whole darn Nation
is wonderful. Anywhere | go | see
beauty. Thanks for a wonderful maga-
zine.

Sincerely,

J, C. Glazener

2404 McCroskey

Knoxville 17, Tennessee

These three are only a part of the

letters we received praising the Tracy
story.

HAS INTERESTING BOOK

Sir:

| have a book "The Annual Report
of the Secretary of War for the Year
1886.” It is 825 pages of facts, figures
and data of the old West and the U. S.
Army of that year. ,

Page 155 — Report of Lt. Marion
Maus. 1st inf,, of the attack by Mexican
Troops on 11, Jan, '86. Tom Horn was
scout for Maus. His report of same
attack.

Page 176 — Report of Capt. Lawton,
4th Cav,, to Gen. Miles, Dept, of Ari-
zona, of operations against Geronirao
and Natchez.

The book is full of such reports,
enough to keep a writer busy for a long
time.

In the back of the book (West Point
Section) is acopy of the entrance exams

to West Point 1886. A story within it-
self.

| am,

M/Sgt. Lewis B. Carter. LJ.S.A. Ret.

2842 Washington Road

Augusta, Georgia

We are sure some of our readers uill
be interested in this book,

DEFENDS BILLY-THE-KID

Dear Editor:

I have just read your goodiarticle in
REAL WEST called "ANGEL FROM
HELL,” | just want to let you know
that it was one of the best articles that
| have ever read.

Of all the stories | have read, there
has never been anything about Nell
Pickett until this article came out in the
January 1961 REAL WEST.

The story was an interesting one. but
| am sorry to say not too true about rise
killing of Billy-che-Kid on tbs:
night in 1881 in Fort Summer. N. M.
The real name of Billy-the-Kid was
William (Bill) "Brushy" Roberts.

The Kid was born in Buffalo Gap.
Texas, on December 31, 1859- When
he was three years old he was taken to
Silver City to live wwith his mother’s
half sister, who was Mrs. Bonnes', later
Mrs, Antrim. This is where the Kid got
the aliases from, no' other than his
Aunt.
= Now, who was this man who was
killed by Sheriff Pat Garret in the Max-

well’s home that night? It was Billy
Barlow- Barlow had come to the area
less than a year before in 1880. Barlcrw
was connected someway with one of the
families of the area around Fort Sum-
mer whose name was Clements. Now
(hat is something too, about.the Kid
asking a question first"then getting kill-
ed afterwards.- The Kid. never asked a
question first, or would he ever go for
his gun.

The Kid was the scapegoat of his
day. Whenever there was a Kkilling,
"The Kid” did it. He was held re-
ponsible for shooting a gun and killing
a man when he was really miles and
miles away from the incident at the
time.

There are those who will always say
that the Kid was killed on the night of
July 14, 1881. There are also some who
asked the question: "How could any-

(Continued on next Page)
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You can save automatically on .the
Payroll Savings Plan « You nowearn
394 % to maturity = You invest with-
out risk «Your Bonds are replaced
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your money with interest anytime
you want it eYou buy shares in a
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You save more
,than money with
U. S. Savings Bonds
fSpffik This advertising is donated by

The Advertising Council and thit
magazine.

one know for sure that Billy killed sher-
iff Brady?”

The Kid, 1 know', was one of five
men shooting in the dark, from behind
a rock wall at the sheriff. No ballistics
tests were made of the bullets. It was
impossible to tell from what gun, and
at whose gun hand, the fatal bullet
came.

On November 29, 1950, Governor
Mabry had promised the Kid a pardon
for the Killing of Sheriff Brady. Gover-
nor Mabry with a Lawyer by the name
of Morrison, met the Kid when he ar-
rived that day. The Governor told the
Kid that he was taking no action. "Now
or ever,” that w'ould earn the Kid a
pardon from him, so he never did get a
pardon from Governor Mabry.

Thanks for giving me your time, and
keep up the good work.

Adios Amigas,
Jack Wallace

Rt. 2, Box 140
Redlands, California

Most humans have some good point*
and this probably was true of the Kid.

FATHER WAS ROUGH RIDER

Dear Sirs:

In regard to your January issue of
Real West of John A. Bruno’s article
of."Teddy’s Army of Bronco Busters.”
No mention.was made of the men who
rode the horses for the first time.

My father, Joseph Lee Rainville, and
friend, now deceased, born June 22,
1876 at Freewater, Oregon and his life-
long friend Amos Whitworth (when
my father was 20 to 21 years old) broke
horses for the Spanish-American War,
seven days' a week for a solid year. 8
head a piece a day — rode them a mile
a piece a day.

He (my father) was a professional
horse breaker, rider and roper. Have
seen him demonstrate the method of
roping used while breaking horses fot
Spanish-American.War. We have news-
paper rclippings of his riding ability
as anyone who saw him ride or rope
would never forget it.

He named his first boy Teddy.

1 enjoy your magazine very much;

keep up the good work.
Sincerely,
James L. Rainville
Rt. 1, Box 364
Bandon, Oregon
These unsung heroes should be givem
credit.

DEFENDERS OF ALAMO

Gentlemen:

| enjoy your magazine “Real West/"
In the "Toss Your Brickbats” depart-
ment, you printed a letter from Eliza-
beth Ann Higgins of Dallas, Texas. She
states: "Seems to me that all you Yan-
kees are interested in, is trying to ridi-
cule everything we Americans beLieve
in.”

Now let’s go to the Alamo, just for
Higgins’ special benefit. How' many
Texans were in the Alamo? Dave Croc-
kett was there with 25 fighting men
from Tennessee. Robert Moore was
from Virginia. In the ranks were 14
from England, and about that many
from Scotland, Ireland, Wales and Ger-
many. Many of the men came to Texas
from southern states. This will come as
a shock to Higgins. There were brave,
fighting men at the Alamo from New
York. New Jersey, Pennsylvania and
other northern states. Would Higgins
list these Yankees rvho helped save her
Texas as un-American? Capt. Almaron
Dickerson -wes there with 26 men from
Tennessee. Travis and Bonham were
from South Carolina. There were others
from other states. Just how' many Tex-
ans were in The Battle of the Alamo?

| was born in Pennsylvania of Dutch-
Irisb parents. | was raised in Tennes-
see. Here is a truly fine state, and the
people are Americans. | have been in
Texas and enjoyed it. | met some fine
people there.

A Solid Yankee American,
W. H. Stone

1293 Edwards Avenue
Lakewood 7, Ohio  *-

Texas, like all other states,.is.made up
of people from everywhere.

- RW
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An Amazing Invention —"J!/lagi( Art Reproducer”

DRAW ANY PERSON « ONE MINUTE!

NO TALENT! NO LESSONS!

You Can Draw Your Family, Friends, Anything From REAL LIFE —
Like An Artist.. . Even If You CAN’T DRAW A Straight Line!

Anyone Con Draw With This Amazing New
Invention—nstantly! ALSO EXCELLENT FOR EVERY OTHER
TYPE OF DRAWING AND HOBBY!

Create Thousands of

. Wonderful for Making
Your Own Designs for

Your Own Clothes and

All Hobbies. Designing Fashions.
Copy Photos, other Pic- Aids Interior Decorat- Still Life, Vases, Bowl*
tures, Portroits, Fash- ing-Before buying. of Fruit, Lamps, Furni-
ions, etc. ture, all objects

n
De Luxe Model— with
Complete for only * |W extra high ower, extra

dear ancj sharp “repro-
ducer” unit

. Draw Peis and All An- Create Your Own Per- Copy All Comic and
A New Hobby Gives You a Brand New Interest! imals, sonal Original Greet-  Aqventure Heroes
Yes. anyone from 5 to 80 can draw or sketch or paint anything ing Cards and Letter-
no-* the very first time you use the "Magic Art Rsproducer heads

-x* a professional arcisr—no matter how "hopeless” you chink
' An unlimited variety and amount of drawings can be

Sice 5 and respected bf/ everyone Most hobbies are
expcQs-ve. bo: costs very little, just some inexpensive
paper, pencils, crajocs. of paicc No costly upkeep, nothing to
wear out. no pares to replace |: automatically reproduces any'

thing you want to draw on any sheer of paper Then easily and
quickly follow the lines of the "picture image wish your pencil

and you-have an accurate original drawing chat anyone would
think an artist had done. No guesswork, no judging sizes and
shapes’ Reproduces biack and white and actual colors for paint-
ings Also makes drawing larger or smaller as you wish Any-
One can use ir on any desk, table, board, etc.—indoors or out-
doors’ Light and compact to be taken wherever you wish. No
ocher lessons or practice or talent needed’ You'll be proud to
frame your original drawings for a more distinctive touch to your

home " Give them to friends as gifts that are “different, FREE 10-DAY TRIAL COUPON
appreciated Copy Sport and Movie
Have fun! K* popular! Everyone will ask you to draw them. You'll Stars, celebrities, etc
be m demand' ‘After a shore time, you™ may find you can draw NORTON PRODUCTS, Dept, sao
will withouc the 'Magic Art Reproducer” because you have de- 296 Broadway. New York 7. N.Y,
veloped a knack" and feeling artists have— which may lead ro
a good paying art career Ru*l "Marie Art Reproducer" plus FREE |IIuSlraled
“Simple Secrets  gEND NO  MONEY! %u'deosélt.m;lﬁ o Uiiveny ‘anly 1183 Sl Somtae 1! g
A 2
FREEI of Art Tricks ° ne’ copnvlnced that | calny dra\¥v an, h'ﬁg like ‘an artist, or
ay trial and get my

of the Trade" Free 10-Day Trial! iJan [etyrn merchandise  after 10-
This valuable illustrated guide is Just send name and address oy

yours FREE with order of "Made P?y postman onodellver(yj § I.SIS

Art Reproducer ” Easy ABC art ~ Plus postage. Or send only

tricks that anyone can follow on ~ S1.98 with order and we pay

different techniques _effects, pro- ~ Postage. You must be con-

portions, _perspectives shading, ~ Vvinced that you can draw any- Address

color animated cartoons, human  thing like an artijr, or return ——
figures to use with “Marie Art merchandise after 10»dag trial
Reproducer” for added touche? and your money will be re- City 1 Zone.. stai

to your drawings funded
~
NORTON PRODUCTS, Dept.520,236 B‘way. N.TC. 7. only Si.98 with caapaa Same%ney Back Gumgg



MAN, WHAT A BARGAIN!

JVBEUSI%' puffalo Hunt TRUE WEST, FRONTIER TIMES and
“A GALLERY OF WESTERN BAGMEN”

For two measly bucks!

We ate some loco weed, pulled off our bridles and are
RUNNING WILD! Just to introduce you to our magazines,
we’re turning our heads so you can steal us blind!

TRUE WEST is published bimonthly (6 issues per year! — 25c per
copy, 12 issues for $3.00
FRONTIER TIMES is published quarterly 14 issues per year) — 25c per
copy, 12 issues for $3.00

TRUE WEST and FRONTIER TIMES are authentic magazines
crammed with articles and photos or badmen, range wars, Indian
fights, gold rushes, ghost towns, lost mines, buried treasures, outlaws,
trail drives, frontier sagas, cowboy and ranch life —they portray
the REAL THING — they stick to the FACTS!

Where can you buy the smell ot wet sage after a shower, the
roar of ten thousand hoots in a buffalo stampede, the war cry of
charging Apaches, the acrid smell of caliche dust as a herd of long-
since-vanished longhormns move up the Chisholm Trail?

Where can you buy so much of the very HEART of the Old
West — AS IT REALLY WAS — for ten times the price?

“A Gallery of Western Badmen” FREE

with each subscription

This is a boot of factual accounts on the lives and deaths of 2L
notorious gunslingers and lawmen of the Old West such as Wyatt Earp,
Billy the Kid, Wes Hardin, John Ringo, Jesse James, Bill Longley. Doc
Holliday. Wild Bill Hickok, Clay Allison, Ben Thompson and || others!

There are 26 authentic photographs in this book, -
SPEC IAL| WeVe making you a "see-what-we've
" . . WESTERN PUBLICATIONS
got" offer of a full year's subscrip- Box 5008-RW, Austin 31, Texas

tion to BOTH magazmes for two germ—laden bucks Please send me one year's subscription ro TRUE
— and throwing in a copy ot the BADMEN book WEST and FRONTIER TIMES. A copy of A Gallery

. of Western Badmen" will be sent me FREE. Enclosed
FREE — just to get you on the prod! It's our last is $2.00.

orinting on the BADMEN book, so DO IT NOW Name
while they last! Send $2.00 in bills, check or M.O. by
hi-lifed giraffe RIGHT NOW. If you do not wish to
cut magazine, just send name and address,

Address

City o



NOW THRILL TO THE GREATEST WESTERN ADVENTURES EVER WRITTEN

magnificent, matched volumes you'll be proud to own

é‘-s reservation certificate

WALTER J. BLACK, Ine
Roslyn, L.I., New York
Pier, =& :n .ry name uu book- listed in you.l

generous o'er to reader- at this magazine — the 27
. West De Luxe Editions”
0i Zane Grey. Send me at once my three introductory
volumes: RIDER# OF THE PURPLE SACE. THE
LONE STAR_RANGER and CAPTIVES OF THE
DESERT. | ENCLOSE NO MuXFY ADVANCI
bul with::-, one week v.i: send you on S2.29 'plu-
ew cent' mailing charge' a complele payment
Ior ALL THREE books and : be entitled to
;eeeiv* eacl; following handsome De “Luxe volume a-
it comes train the press, at the lew 82.25 price plus

IPlease Print Plat

.Zone. . State.

of these

excit]n9

ZANE GREY

To Introduce You to

The Collected W orks of ZANE GREY

a $6.87

All the Glory of the Old West — Its Sweeping Action, Color and Romance
Recaptured in Beautiful Volumes Your Family Will Be Proud to Own

IMAGINE! ALL 3 Western thrillers de-
scribed above are yours jor only S2.29
— to introduce you to the magnificent
matched library series of Zane Grey
"Golden West De Luxe Editions.”

You'll be swept away by the colorful
action, the breathtaking thrills, the
blood-tingling excitement! You'll come
face-to-face with heroic men and wom-
en . ruthless desperadoes and outlaws

. the roar of blazing six-guns!

Here are the other riproaring Zane
Grey Westerns in this magnificent
library series:

THE THUNDERING HERD. The glorlous davs of
the fearless Texas hide-hunter:

WILDFIRE. A wild slalllon a flery girl - and a
man who tamed them b

ARIOIfA AMES. His blazmg six-shooter spread
Terror among the toughest taadmen*

DOW ON THE TRAIL, Qumk shooting Wade
Holden fights with rawhide-tough rustlers
ROGJE_RIVER FEUD Violence and death on
Rogue River, where men stopped at nothing!
DESERT GOLD. Spine-tingling adventures of
men and women crazed by the lure of riches.

WEST OF THE PECOS. This hard- rldlng stralghr-
shooting young man turned out to
THE LIGHT OF WESTERN STARS Mlghly epic Of
warfare on_the border, throbbing with rip-
roaring excitement!
ALL OF THE CANYON
death and danger'
30.000 ON THE HOOF P;oneer Huett battles
screaming Indians and lawless rustler?
Other great volumes include; wil:
mesa: the vanishing American: fighting
vans: the hash knife outfit: the mystesitv?
rider: twin sombreros: the heritage of :nr

Smashing drama of

horse

desert; western union: under the tonto rim
ROBBERS' KOOSTI SHEPHERD OF GUADELOUPE: THUN
DER mountain: to last
the forest AH complote' = 'not a thriling word

is cut!
SEND NO MONEY

Just mail RESERVATION CERTIFICATE to
examine your first THREE volumes, shown and
described above. With them will come an intro-
ductory invoice fpr only S$2.29 Elus few cents
malllng charge>as payment IN
TH books, and instructions on huw to get
sour other beautiful volumes. If not fully satis-

return all three introductory
books, or any later volume in the series: you
may cancel your reservation at any time

There are pOSI[IVE|y no other char%es No
eposit” ‘in advance. First com
flrsl served Send Reservation Certificate MOW
WALTER J. BLACK, INC., Roslyn, L.I.,



