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Wild West editor 
Gregory Lalire wrote  
the 2014 historical 
novel Captured: From
the Frontier Diary of 
Infant Danny Duly.
His article about base- 
ball in the frontier West 
won a 2015 Stirrup 
Award for best article  
in Roundup, the member- 
ship magazine of West- 
ern Writers of America.

In this issue historian Paul Andrew Hutton tackles 
Texian enemy No. 1, Antonio López de Santa Anna, who 
not only won at the Alamo and lost at San Jacinto but also re-
corded a dizzying number of ups and downs in Mexican politics. 
In 1869, 33 years after the Texas Revolution, Santa Anna was in exile in Staten Island, New York, trying to 
raise money for an army to make possible a triumphant return to Mexico City. Thanks to a general amnesty, 
he finally made it back to the Mexican capital in 1874. He died there two years later at 82, and it’s anyone’s 
guess whether he still remembered the Alamo. We at Wild West haven’t forgotten that March 6, 1836, 
Texian fight to the death against Santa Anna’s overwhelming force. Besides Hutton’s tale on the “Napoléon 
of the West” (P. 38), we also present Oklahoma author Ron Jackson’s take on the letters Lt. Col. William 
Barret Travis and other defenders sent out from the besieged Alamo just three days before the fall (P. 46).

Nearly 60 years later author Stephen Crane visited the old mission in San Antonio during an 1895 Western 
trek (see story, P. 70). I confess to being a lifelong Crane fan, even after a seventh-grade English teacher 
practically shoved The Red Badge of Courage down my throat (I would thank her today). Stephen and I, at least 

as I saw it, had much in common: Both born in 
New Jersey, both Scorpios, both baseball fans, 
both had writing in the blood, both spent care-
free time in Hartwood, N.Y. (he with brothers 
William and Edmund Crane, me at my grand-
parents’ summer home), both roused by trips 
to what he called the “rough West,” both met a 
Cather woman (he the celebrated writer Willa, 

me one of Willa’s nonliterary descendants) and both experienced the spirit of the Alamo, albeit more than 
100 years apart. Crane once wryly observed, “69,710 writers of the state of Texas have begun at the Alamo,” 
though he understood why, as “the Alamo remains the greatest memorial to courage which civilization has 
allowed to stand.” Travis, James Bowie, David Crockett and associates certainly earned their red badges of 
courage. Unlike the protagonist in Crane’s famous Civil War book, however, they all died from their wounds.

Travis, co-commander at the Alamo, was just 26 when he fell there, a hero for all ages. Crane, who never 
was a soldier but did become a war correspondent, was 28 in June 1900 when he died of tuberculosis in a 
German sanatorium—his literary reputation secured for all ages. “He died young,” Willa Cather wrote of him 
in 1931, “but he had something real.” As I expressed to a Cather descendant when I was still an unpublished 
novelist at age 50-something, “It’s incredible how much Crane accomplished in such a short time; still, 
I’m glad we didn’t both die young.” A few weeks later the modern female Cather said something like, “The 
truth is, Gregory, you’re a little too old for me, you know—this has to be the end,” but that’s another story.

Crane wrote two highly acclaimed Western short stories based on his trip to Nebraska and Texas—“The 
Blue Hotel” and “The Bride Comes to Yellow Sky.” He also came to admire Westerners, saying, “When they 
are born they take one big gulp of wind, and then they live.” Later, he wrote: “I have always believed the 
Western people to be much truer than the Eastern people. We in the East are overcome a good deal by a 
detestable, superficial culture which I think is the real barbarism. Culture in it’s true sense, I take it, is a com-
prehension of the man at one’s shoulder. It has nothing to with an adoration for effete jugs and old kettles.”

As I said, we were both born in New Jersey, and, oh, by the way, I did get a historical novel set in the West 
published when I was in my 60s. Not only that, but there is actually a potential bride waiting for me out in 
Big Sky, not far from a national wildlife refuge where among the migratory birds are foraging cranes. 

CRANE’S
WEST

CRANE NEVER  
WAS A SOLDIER  
BUT DID BECOME A  
WAR CORRESPONDENT

Stephen Crane sits  
in the middle of the  
first row in this photo  
of the 1891 Syracuse 
University baseball team.



If you are one of the 48 million 
Americans suffering from hearing 
loss, we have great news for you. 
An innovative team of doctors 
and engineers have teamed up 
to create a truly revolutionary 
personal sound amplifier. It’s not 
a hearing aid– those require trips 
to the audiologist, hearing tests 
and can cost as much as $5,000. 
It’s also not a cheap amplifier 
that just makes everything 
louder, making it virtually 
impossible to hear conversations. 
It’s Perfect Choice HD UltraTM… 
and it may be the perfect 
solution for you.
 
Perfect Choice HD UltraTM is the 
first PSAP that features Dynamic 
Speech Optimization (DSO). 
This technology enables the 
device to prioritize the spoken 
word over other sounds. These 
noises are generally in different 
frequencies than voices, but 
they can drown out the words 
and make conversations hard 
to understand. This invention 
targets the frequencies of the 
human voice and amplifies the 
words. It’s even designed to 
diminish feedback even at higher 
volumes, so you can customize 
your hearing experience to 
meet your needs. Just imagine 
how great it will feel to be able 
to understand what people are 
saying… the first time they say it.
 

That’s only the beginning. This 
unit is small and lightweight at 
less than an ounce, so it hides 
discreetly and comfortably 
behind your ear. The only way 
people will know you have it 
on is if you tell them. Plus, its 
moisture resistant coating make 
it durable– you could even leave 
it in when you take a shower! 
There’s no fitting or hearing test 
required, so it’s ready to use right  
out of the box. Once it’s arrived, 
a helpful product expert will 
provide a one-on-one set up  
over the phone so you’ll get  
the maximum benefit from this 
new technology. Call now, and 
you’ll find out for yourself why 
so many people love their Perfect 
Choice HD UltraTM. Call now,  
and be sure and ask about 
special discounts for Seniors  
and Military personnel.

Invention of the Year
PERSONAL SOUND AMPLIFICATION PRODUCT (PSAP)

IT’S NOT A HEARING AID

Perfect Choice HD Ultra™ is simple to use, hard to see and easy to afford… 

Understand what 
people are saying...  

the first time

Now you 
don’t

Now you see it...

Perfect Choice HD UltraTM  

is perfect for...

…and other times where you 
need to turn up the volume

NEW Dynamic  SpeechOptimization 

Perfect Choice HD Ultra is not a hearing aid. 
If you believe you need a hearing aid, please 

consult a physician.

Call now toll free

 1-877-708-2728
Please mention promotional code 

107524.
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Now With DSO!
It’s Better

COMFORT

SOUND QUALITY

FITTING REQUIRED?

ONE-ON-ONE SETUP

SENIOR AND MILITARY DISCOUNTS

Less than 1 ounce

Excellent: Optimized for speech

No

Free

Yes
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Da Vinci’s Mona Lisa, David by Michelangelo, Madame Butterfly by Puccini.
Italy has produced some of the world’s greatest masterpieces. And, it’s no secret

it is the epicenter of the best metalworking on earth. Which is why we sought out one of the
best artisans to ever melt precious metals to create yet another great Italian masterpiece. For
over two decades, our designer has pursued his passion for making jewelry of great beauty inspired
by the Tuscan countryside. The Argento Necklace is his latest masterpiece. And, you can own it
for under $80!
Each necklace is meticulously made by hand from pure sterling silver and celebrates the traditional
woven Byzantine design–– an intricate array of woven links that forms a flexible and elegant drape.
Passing the test of time and surpassing the definition of beauty, the Argento Byzantine 
Necklace is perfect for the lady who appreciates fine art. And, priced for those who 
appreciate a fine value.

The difference between priceless & overpriced. High-end 
design should not carry a high price just because it
comes from a big name retailer, where you’ll find
a similar necklace  going for four times as
much. We prefer to keep our costs low so
we can bring you the very best in Italian
design at a cutting edge price. 

Masterpiece, not mass produced.
It takes months to create just one of
these necklaces which means we
have a select number available. 

No questions asked, 30-day
money back guarantee. We want
you glowing with satisfaction. You
have nothing to lose, except the 
opportunity to own a masterpiece. 
Call today!

A co l l e c t ion o f  impeccable  de s ign & cra f t smanship  f rom Ita ly.

Call today. There’s never been a better time to let your elegance shine. 18884445949
Offer Code: RFC20401. You must use the offer code to get our special price.

The Argento Byzantine Necklace is 
an impeccable work of art with a price 
unmatched by any in its class.

14101 Southcross Drive W., Dept. RFC204-01, Burnsville, Minnesota 55337  www.raffinatoitaly.comRaffinato™

The classic Byzantine
chain pattern has stood
the test of time for over 

2,500 years

Raffinato™
——— Italy

What our Italian jewelry expert
Daniele Zavani is saying about the
Raffinato™ Argento Necklace:
Bellissimo! 

Stupendo! 
Magnifico!

The Next
Great Italian
Masterpiece

•  Made in Arezzo, Italy  •  .925 sterling silver   •  18" necklace; lobster clasp

Also available Raffinato™ Agento Byzantine Bracelet  Stunningly wellpriced at $39+ S&P 

Raffinato™ Argento Byzantine Necklace 

Stunningly affordable $79+ S&P



The Chiricahua Apache woman Huera, depicted 
on P. 28 of John P. McWilliams’ June 2017 Indian 
Life article [“Geronimo Called Wife Huera ‘The 
Bravest of Apache Women’”], looks familiar. I’m 
enclosing a copy [see above] of a tintype I pur-
chased about 10 years ago. I bought the photo 
because of the Indian police badge and 1875 Rem-
ington single-action revolver the Apache man is 
carrying. I have no clue as to the identities, but I’m 
wondering if the woman in the tintype is a young 
Huera (aka Tze-gu-juni). Could the young man be 
Mangas (son of Mangas Coloradas)? Thanks.

Erich Baumann
Florence, Ore.

Editor responds: Perhaps a fellow reader can identify 
the Apaches in your tintype. We’ll forward any replies.

I enjoyed John McWilliams’ article about “the 
bravest of Apache women,” Huera. But was she 
the bravest? I have given many talks on the Tres 
Castillos battle and other stories relating to this 
event and have led groups of historians to the site 
many times, as my families are from Chihuahua, 
and I know the area very well. My grandmother 
Maria del Rayo (Mary of the Thunderbolt) Ar-
mendáriz de Ortega was a 15-year-old eyewitness 
to the triumphal entry of Joaquín Terrazas and the 
caravan when he returned to Chihuahua City 10 
days after the battle. She told us about the parade, 
the waving of the scalps on lances, and also de-
scribed the captive women in a city corral. I have 
her photograph and also a printed page of a Chi-

huahua newspaper that shows the woman. The captives Siki (the grandmother, 
later called Francesca) and Huera are easily identifiable in the print. But it was 
the grandmother, not Huera, who stole the knife, led the escape and killed the 
mountain lion that attacked them. Geronimo later married the badly scarred 
grandmother, not Huera. They made it back through our area to Monticello 
and the Warm Springs reservation, not San Carlos. That came later. On the 
Huera story, I would recommend books by Angie Debo, Jason Betsinez, 
Eve Ball, Joaquín Terrazas and my friend Dan Thrapp.

Luis Pérez Ortega
Silver City, N.M.

John McWilliams responds: There seems to be some confusion on the letter writer’s 
part. First, Siki Toclanni was never confused with Francesca. Siki was never 
called “grandmother.” That appellation was a sign of respect shown only to old 
Nana’s wife. In truth there are conflicting accounts between Francesca and Huera 
and Tze-gu-juni. However, according to many sources Tze-gu-juni is equated with 
Huera, as is Francesca, who was buried near the Geronimo cemetery at Fort Sill 
as Francesco (a Mexican male name). Further, per author Peter Aleshire, Geron-
imo did say Tze-gu-juni (aka Huera, aka Francesca or Francesco) was the bravest 
of Apache women, on PP. 76–77 of Reaping the Whirlwind: The Apache 
Wars. He also apparently took her as his last wife, because of the esteem in which 
he held her. Huera was captured in 1885 and subsequently sent back east as a 
prisoner of war. There she provided great moral comfort to many of the Chihenne 
Apache women as they lost loved ones to disease, overcrowding, malnutrition and 
generally hellacious conditions. With all due respect, who is to say this Mexican 
familial hand-me-down story is any more accurate than any other Apache hand-
me-down story? It is still based on multigenerational hearsay. Should Huera or 
even Nana’s wife be maligned for any reason? They were both very brave Apache 
women, regardless of the details. Regarding the return to San Carlos, that comes 
from James Kaywaykla’s recollection and that of Nana’s wife, recorded by Eve 
Ball on PP. 68–174 of her book In the Days of Victorio: Recollections of a 
Warm Springs Apache. The reference to the returning former enslaved Apache 
women being brought to Ojo Caliente seems mistaken, as the Ojo Caliente site 
had been closed by 1878, the Chihenne Apaches sent forcefully to the San Carlos 
Indian Reservation. The U.S. military returned the women to their people years 
later, around 1884. The military would not have returned them to a place where 
their people no longer resided.

HOMESTAKE MINE
On P. 69 of the June 2017 feature article about 
Charles Windolph [“Last Man Standing,” by John 
Koster], I read that he worked at the Homestake 
Mine in Lead, S.D., for 49 years. My mother’s uncle 
worked at the mine for quite a few years, and when 
I was a boy, he took us in when our family visited 
Lead. I remember standing in front of a stack of 
gold bars. A number of years ago my wife and I 
revisited the mine; it was closed and full of water, 
but there was a museum of sorts and a statue out 
front with former employees. Unfortunately, I 

couldn’t remember my mother’s uncle’s name. He might have known 
Charles Windolph [pictured above].

Ken Haines
Taylor, Mich.

HUERA  
the brave?
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Send letters to Wild West, 1919 Gallows Road, Suite 400, Vienna, VA 22182-4038 
or by email to wildwest@historynet.com. Please include your name and hometown.



Left side
of the barrel
features John
Wayne’s signature,
and inset into the
stock is a 24-karat
gold-plated medallion
with John Wayne’s
portrait. The handsome
walnut stocks are checkered
and finished to a high gloss, 
and the hammer and trigger 
are polished and decorated in 
24-karat gold.

I wish to reserve ____ of the “John Wayne Tribute Rifle”
at the current issue price of $2495.*  My deposit 
of $195 per Tribute Rifle is enclosed.  I wish to pay the
balance at the rate of $100 per month, with no interest 
or carrying charges.  Certificate of Authenticity included.
Thirty-day return privilege. 

No. Exp.

Name 

Address 

City/State/Zip 

Telephone ( )

America Remembers®

10226 Timber Ridge Drive ★ Ashland, Virginia 23005

www.americaremembers.com

To place your reservation toll-free call 1-800-682-2291
©AHL, Inc.

JOHN WAYNE, 

America Remembers Presents

The JohnWayne Tribute Rifle

The right side of the receiver features a scene familiar to every fan of 
Western classics. In it, John Wayne leads the U.S. Cavalry through the buttes
and dry gullies of desolate Monument Valley. Above the scene flies a banner
that reads “John Wayne.”  

Left side of the receiver features John Wayne as a wagon train scout, leading settlers and a cavalry
escort through Apache territory. This scene was taken from the painting, “Under Attack,” by famed
Western artist Frank McCarthy. And if you look closely, you will see a rifle in John Wayne’s right hand!
Handsome scrollwork in the tradition of the finest firearms frames the artwork, with all artwork being
featured in stunning 24-karat gold.

Caliber: .45 LC Barrel Length: 19”

■ Check enclosed for $ .

■ Charge payment of $ to:  

■ VISA  ■ MasterCard  ■ AMEX  ■ Discover 

John Wayne stood larger than life on the silver screen, and just as tall in real

life. During his long career, he appeared in more than 150 films, and audiences

around the world recognized him as the one man who best represented the

patriotic spirit of America.

More than 3  years after his death, John Wayne 

still ranks among the top 10 most popular movie stars in the

annual Harris Poll, and his movies continue to be viewed by

millions of Americans, ensuring his status as a legendary

American icon.

Many people remember him best from his

Westerns. He was the lawman who tamed the

ild towns, the  who stood up for the poor

and powerless, the iron-willed westerner who

wouldn’t back down.

Now, America Remembers, 

with authorization from John Wayne

Enterprises, LLC proudly announces

the John Wayne Tribute

Rifle, a handsomely decorated firearm issued in remembrance and tribute to this

distinguished American and legendary Western film star. 

To honor America’s favorite Western movie star, we selected the classic Model

‘73 rifle, arguably America’s most famous Western rifle. Often called “the rifle

that won the West,” the Model ‘73 has been admired for decades as an

engineering landmark, representing light-weight utility and long-ranged

power.  The rugged lever action proved simple to operate and offered

quick and plentiful firepower.  Since its days of action on the Western

frontier, the Model ‘73 has become a classic – widely desired and

highly collectible. Each John Wayne Tribute Rifle is a handsome

working recreation of the immortal Winchester Model 1873

rifle produced for us by the master craftsmen of A. Uberti,

the world’s premier maker of historical firearms recreations.

Every metal surface of the John Wayne Tribute

Rifle is finished in a mirror-polished, lustrous

deep blue by craftsmen commissioned for

this project by America Remembers. The

receiver features artwork in 24-karat gold and

scrollwork in the tradition of the finest

presentation firearms.

Only 3500 John Wayne Tribute Rifles

have been authorized for this edition and

demand is expected to be very strong.

Reservations will be accepted in the order

they are received. We will arrange delivery

of your working Tribute through a

licensed dealer of your choice. If for

any reason you are less than

satisfied, you may return the

Tribute in original unfired

condition within 30

days for a complete

and courteous

refund.  Act today

to secure your

own Tribute

before the

edition

closes.

UNDER ATTACK 

©Frank McCarthy, ©The Greenwich Workshop, Inc.

*All orders are subject to acceptance and credit verification prior to shipment. Shipping
and handling will be added to each order. Virginia residents please add sales tax.

                           ,DUKE and THE DUKE are the exclusive trademarks of, and the John Wayne name, image, likeness and 

voice, and all other related indicia are the intellectual property of, John Wayne Enterprises, LLC. © 201  John Wayne Enterprises, LLC.

All Rights Reserved. www.johnwayne.com
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1 President of Mexico 11 Times:  
Antonio López de Santa Anna thought he  

was Mexico, a conceit that prompted multiple 
subsequent abuses of power.

2 War Criminal: At Goliad, over the protest  
of General José Urrea, he ordered the exe- 

cution of 342 prisoners of war. To Santa Anna the 
Texians (Anglo Texans) were little more than pirates, 
while the Tejanos (Hispanic Texans) were traitors.

3 Had Davy Crockett Executed: 
First-person accounts from the Alamo suggest  

Santa Anna ordered the execution of a handful  
of prisoners after the battle. Crockett, according  
to the memoir of Mexican Lieutenant José Enrique  
de la Peña, was among those prisoners.

4 Coward: At San Jacinto he fled the field 
while General Manuel Fernández Castrillón 

sought to hold the faltering Mexican line. The entire 
Mexican force was either killed (including Castril- 
lón) or captured (as was Santa Anna, the next day).

8 THINGS TO KNOW  
ABOUT SANTA ANNA

5 Gadsden Purchase Seller: In 1854  
he agreed to the Gadsden Purchase (nearly 

30,000 square miles of Mexican territory going to 
the United States) for $10 million and personally 
squandered much of the money. 

6 Chewing Gum Connection: While in 
exile in New York City in the late 1860s he  

had a habit of chewing chicle gum from the sapo- 
dilla tree. His secretary, Thomas Adams, took notice, 
experimented with the gum, added flavoring and 
launched the pioneering Adams Chewing Gum Co.

7 Notorious Womanizer: Despite having 
a wife back in Mexico, he reportedly staged 

a bogus wedding with a winsome San Antonio 
woman during the Alamo siege.

8 Out on a Limb: In 1842 he held a grand 
state funeral for his amputated leg. An anti–

Santa Anna mob later dug it up and dragged it 
through the streets of Mexico City.

—Paul Andrew Hutton

In a scene from the 1911 film 
The Immortal Alamo Antonio 
López de Santa Anna (also 

depicted in the portrait at lower 
left) surrenders to Sam Houston 
after the Battle of San Jacinto.
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Bar BC  
Brouhaha 
The surviving build- 
ings of the century- 
old Bar BC Dude 
Ranch in Wyoming’s 
Grand Teton National 
Park [nps.gov/grte] 
have been in a state  
of limbo for decades. 
Founded by writer 
Struthers Burt and  
Dr. Horace Carncross 
in 1912, the Bar BC 
became Jackson Hole’s 
most popular dude 
ranch, hosting visitors 
willing to shell out 
$300 a month for a 
semi-authentic taste of 
life in the Wild West.  
It ceased operating as  
a dude ranch during 

World War II, and for 
some time afterward 
subsequent owners 
leased its structures as 
tourist cabins. After the 
rundown property was 
added to the National 
Register of Historic 
Places in 1990, debate 
began over what to  
do with it. Some seek 
to restore (or at least 
stabilize) the remaining 
three-dozen buildings, 
others to raze them  
and return the site  
on the west bank of  
the Snake River to its 
pre-1912 condition. 
While the tug-of-war 
continues, the National 
Park Service has been 
clearing trees and brush 

around the structures 
to reduce the fire risk 
at the site. Bill Hogan, 
editor of our sister pub- 
lication Military History 
Quarterly, recently 
visited the ranch and 
took the photo at left.

On Garrett’s 
Death 
On what Doña Ana 
County, N.M., officials 
dubbed Pat Garrett 
Day last June, com- 

missioners in Las 
Cruces unveiled a 
recently discovered 
one-page document 
that summarizes the 
sparse findings by  
a coroner’s jury re- 
garding Garrett’s 
murder in nearby 

Alameda Arroyo on 
Feb. 29, 1908. Garrett 
was the former county 
sheriff at the time of 
his death. The report, 
which a county em- 
ployee stumbled 
across in the clerk’s 
office vault, is brief: 

We the undersigned 
Justices of the Peace 
and Coroner’s Jury 
have attended the 
investigation of the 
body of Pat Garrett, 
who was reported 
dead within the limits 
of Precinct No. 20, 
County of Doña 
Ana, territory of New 
Mexico, on about  
5 miles northeast  
of the town of Las 
Cruces, and find that 
the deceased came to 
his death by gunshot 
wounds inflicted by 
one Wayne Brazel.

Despite the report 
and Brazel’s confession 
he had shot Garrett, he 
was acquitted of mur- 
der on May 4, 1909.

George Trager’s Northwestern Photo Co.,  
based in Chadron, Neb., captured most of  
the well-known and often gruesome photo- 
graphs taken in the wake of the Dec. 29, 1890, 
tragedy at Wounded Knee, S.D., and a 7-by-10-
inch album of these images realized $26,400 
(including buyer’s premium) at a recent Cowan’s 
auction [cowanauctions.com]. The trove turned  
up in a home near Lansing, Mich. Among the  
52 albumen prints it holds is an image of the 
civilian burial party (at left) posing with shovels 
and rifles over the open mass grave of Lakota 
Indians killed by 7th U.S. Cavalry soldiers.  
The album also includes images taken in 1891  
by Trager’s partner Clarence Moreledge of the 
Pine Ridge Agency and various Sioux subjects. 

Wounded Knee Album
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Rats,  
Foiled Again! 
On Sept. 7, 1876, 
citizens of Northfield, 
Minn., foiled the 
James-Younger Gang 
when it tried to rob  
the First National 
Bank, and since 1948 
reenactors have gath- 
ered to play out the 
failed raid during the 
town’s annual Defeat  
of Jesse James Days 

James Bowie and Black Bart must be 
spinning in their graves. The high- 
lights of Morphy’s recent firearms event 
at its Denver auction gallery [morphy 
auctions.com] included a collection of 
fearsome knives and other items from 
Alamo defender Bowie’s family collec- 
tion and an 1864 Henry rifle owned by 
Wells Fargo detective James B. Hume, 

who nearly two decades later tracked 
down California stagecoach robber 
Charles Earl “Black Bart” Boles. Hume’s 
personally inscribed Henry brought  
the highest bid, hammering down at 
$138,000, while the best-selling bowie 
was a silver-mounted circa 1860s knife 
signed by San Antonio artisan Samuel 
Bell ($111,000). Another silver-mounted 

bowie (above), likely a rare work of 
Arkansan James Black, brought a re- 
spectable $105,000. The best buy may 
have been a finely engraved, silver-
mounted early 19th-century flintlock rifle 
that belonged to Jim Bowie’s brother, 
Rezin. Featuring a silver alligator inlay 
representing Rezin’s adopted Louisiana, 
the flintlock fetched $90,000.

Rejoice, 
49ers!
This year marks the 
bicentennial of the 
Treaty of 1818, which 
established the 49th 
parallel north between 
the Rocky Mountains 
and Lake of the Woods 
(at the northernmost 
point of what would 
become Minnesota)  
as the boundary be- 
tween U.S. territory 
and British North 
America (present-day 
Canada). The British 
ceded all land south  
of the parallel and  
east of the Continen- 
tal Divide, while the 
United States ceded the 
northernmost water-
sheds of Louisiana 
Territory (in present- 
day Alberta and Sas- 
katchewan). Signed 
Oct. 20, 1818, the  
treaty marked the last 
U.S. cession of North 
American territory  
to a foreign power. It  
also allowed for joint 

control and settlement 
of Oregon Country  
(the present-day Pacific 
Northwest). Not until 
the Oregon Treaty  
of 1846 was the 49th 
parallel north bound-
ary extended to the 
Pacific Ocean. 

Going  
NativeWays
NativeWays Travel & 
Tours [nativewaystravel. 
com] has opened for 
business in North Da- 
kota, offering guided 
tours of the Bismarck–
Mandan metropoli- 
tan area and beyond. 
NativeWays strives  
to expose tourists to 
authentic American 
Indian culture through 
language, art, food, 
history and nature.  
Its founders and board 
of directors include 
enrolled members of 
North Dakota’s five 
tribal nations, while 
tours are led by Native- 
Ways’ Indian guides.

[djjd.org]. Held the 
weekend after Labor 
Day, the event cele- 
brates the courage of 
local defenders who 
defied eight notorious 
outlaws. In the after- 
math of the raid only 
Jesse and Frank James 
escaped death or cap- 
ture, while two towns- 
men lay dead. Wild 
West contributor Les 
Kruger captured the 

gang (with his trusty 
camera, that is) at the 
recent four-day festival, 
which also presented 
rodeo events, fine art, 
car shows, parades, 
music and food. “I’ve 
been to four or five of 
these Northfield week- 
ends,” Kruger reports, 
“and this one was 
probably the best. I’m 
always impressed by 
the local volunteers.”

Bowie  
& Bart
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Koster’s Latest Stand 
New Jersey–based Wild West special contributor John Koster paid a 
special visit last fall to the Little Bighorn Battlefield National Monument 
[nps.gov/libi] near Crow Agency, Mont. In the above photograph taken 
on Last Stand Hill, he points to the name of Sergeant August Finckle on 
the list of 7th U.S. Cavalry soldiers who fell in battle on June 25, 1876. 
The author of Custer Survivor: The Final Showdown notes that park 
lectures fail to mention the possibility Finckle might actually have survived 
the battle and lived out his long life as Frank Finkel. “At the gift shop,” 
Koster said, “I displayed my latest Custer book, Custer’s Lost Scout, and 
the Indians all wanted to shake my hand. Most of the people on the bus 
didn’t realize that many gift shop staffers were real Indians.”

FAMOUS LAST WORDS

‘THIS WORLD IS BUT A BUBBLE—TROUBLE WHEREVER YOU GO’
—These were outlaw Sam Bass’ last words on July 21, 1878 (his 27th birthday), according to John Riley Banister,  

the Texas Ranger assigned to guard the mortally wounded outlaw in Round Rock, Texas. 

Harry Dean 
Stanton
Kentucky-born char- 
acter actor Harry Dean 
Stanton, 91, died in Los 
Angeles on Sept. 15, 
2017. The hollow-eyed 
actor most often played 
villains on the big and 
small screens. Launch-
ing his career in the 
mid-1950s, he appeared 
in many TV Westerns, 
including eight differ- 
ent roles in eight epi- 
sodes of Gunsmoke.  
In 1957 he made his 
film debut in Toma-
hawk Trail, starring 
Chuck Connors. In 
1976 he made his last 
screen appearance in a 
Western (The Missouri 
Breaks, starring Marlon 
Brando), although he 
did voice-over work 
on the 2011 animated 
Western Rango and 
continued acting.

Adam  
West
Adam West, 88, best 
known for his role as 
the title character in  
the campy 1966–68 
TV series Batman,  
died in Los Angeles  
on June 9, 2017. Earlier 
in his career he made 
guest appearances in 
such TV Westerns as 
Maverick, The Rifleman, 
Sugarfoot, Colt .45 and 
Lawman (portraying 
gambler Doc Holliday 
in the latter three War- 
ner Bros. programs). 
West played a lieu- 
tenant in the 1962 film 
Geronimo, opposite 
Chuck Connors in  
the title role, and in 
1965 he co-starred in 
the Western comedy 
The Outlaws Is Coming, 
the Three Stooges’  
last Hollywood film.

SEE YOU LATER...



Send upcoming event notices to Wild West,  
1919 Gallows Road, Suite 400, Vienna, VA 22182-4038. 

Submit at least four months in advance.

Events of the west
Cody Centennial
The Buffalo Bill Center  
of the West in Cody, 
Wyo., continues to  
mark its centennial.  
In the 100 years since 
Cody’s death the Buffalo 
Bill Memorial Associa- 
tion has nurtured 
the showman’s 
dream of sharing 
the West, now re- 
alized in the cen- 
ter’s five-museum 
complex and 
research library. 
The exhibition 
“Cody to the 
World!” continues 
through Feb. 4  
in the special exhi- 
bitions gallery. 

Howard Post
“The West Observed:  
the Art of Howard Post” 
shows at the Booth West- 
ern Art Museum in Car- 
tersville, Ga., through 
Feb. 4. Call 770-387-1300 
or visit boothmuseum.org.

Bowie at Alamo
The Alamo presents a 
slice of iconic Texas 
history in “Bowie: Man, 
Knife, Legend,” which 
runs through year’s 
end 2017. A retrospective 
of Jim Bowie’s life, from 
his Louisiana origins to his 
martyrdom at the Alamo, 
the exhibit also examines 
his namesake knife and 
the impact it and its owner 
have had on popular 
culture. Call 201-225-1391 
or visit thealamo.org.

Chisholm Trail
The yearlong celebration 
of the 150th anniversary of 
the Chisholm Trail, which 

ran from Texas to the  
rails in Kansas, continues 
through year’s end 
2017. Visit chisholmtrail 
150.org or call 785-263-
2681 in Kansas, 589-252-
6692 in Oklahoma or 
817-573-1114 in Texas.

featuring 75 nationally 
recognized contempo- 
rary Western artists.  
Call 323-667-2000 or  
visit theautry.org.

Unlocking  
the Vault

The National Cow- 
boy & Western 
Heritage Museum 
in Oklahoma City 
will feature works 
from its collection 
seldom seen by 
the public in the 
exhibit “Unlocking 
the Vault: Myster-
ies and Marvels  
of the Museum,” 
Feb. 18–May 13. 
Call 405-478-2250 
or visit national 

cowboymuseum.org.

High Noon
Brian Lebel’s High Noon 
Show & Auction comes  
to Arizona’s Mesa Con- 
vention Center and 
Phoenix Marriot Mesa, 
respectively, Jan. 20–21. 
Call 480-779-9378 or  
visit oldwestevents.com.

SASS Range
The annual Winter  
Range SASS National 
Championship of Cow- 
boy Action Shooting  
once again targets the 
Ben Avery Shooting 
Facility in Phoenix Feb. 
19–25. It is hosted by the 
Arizona Territorial Com- 
pany of Rough Riders. 
Call 623-465-8683 or  
visit winterrange.com.

Indian Art 
“Native Art Now!” is 
showing at the Eiteljorg 
Museum of American 
Indians and Western Art 
in Indianapolis through 
Feb. 28. The exhibit 
features 39 outstanding 
works rendered by con- 
temporary Indian artists 
over the past quarter- 
century. Above is Blue 
Eyed Chief, a 2008 oil  
on canvas by 62-year- 
old Ojibwe artist Jim 
Denomie. Call 317-636-
9378 or visit eiteljorg.org.

Autry Art
The Autry Museum,  
in Los Angeles’ Griffith  
Park, presents its annual 
Masters of the American 
West Art Exhibition and 
Sale Feb. 10–March 25, 



“Cell phones have gotten so small, 
I can barely dial mine.”  Not the 
Jitterbug® Flip. It features a large keypad 
for easier dialing. It even has a larger 
display and a powerful, hearing aid 
compatible speaker, so it’s easy to 
see and conversations are clear. 
“I had to get my son to program 
it.”  Your Jitterbug Flip setup process 
is simple. We’ll even program it with 
your favorite numbers.  
“What if I don’t remember a number?”  
Friendly, helpful Personal Operators are 
available 24 hours a day and will even  
greet you by name when you call. 
“I’d like a cell phone to use in an 
emergency.”  Now you can turn your 
phone into a personal safety device with 
5Star® Service. In any uncertain or unsafe 
situation, simply press the 5Star button to 
speak immediately with a highly-trained Urgent 
Response Agent who will confirm your location, 
evaluate your situation and get you the help you 
need, 24/7. 
“My cell phone company wants to lock me in 
a two-year contract!”  Not with the Jitterbug Flip.  
There are no contracts to sign and no cancellation fees. 

“My phone’s battery only lasts a short time.”  Unlike 
most cell phones that need to be recharged every day, 
the Jitterbug Flip was designed with a long-lasting battery, 
so you won’t have to worry about running out of power.

“Many phones have features that 
are rarely needed and hard to use!”  
The Jitterbug Flip contains easy-to-use 
features that are meaningful to you.  
A built-in camera makes it easy and 
fun for you to capture and share your 
favorite memories.  And a flashlight with 
a built-in magnifier helps you see in 
dimly lit areas. The Jitterbug Flip has  
all the features you need.  
Enough talk. Isn’t it time you found 
out more about the cell phone that’s 
changing all the rules? Call now! Jitterbug 
product experts are standing by.

We proudly accept the following credit cards:

Call toll-free to get your 

Jitterbug Flip Cell Phone
 Please mention promotional code 107523.

 1-877-651-0855  
www.JitterbugDirect.com

Order now and receive a 

FREE Car Charger – a $25 value  

for your Jitterbug Flip. Call now!

47
66

9

IMPORTANT CONSUMER INFORMATION: Jitterbug is owned by GreatCall, Inc. Your invoices will come from GreatCall. 1Monthly fees do not include government taxes or assessment surcharges and are 
subject to change. Plans and services may require purchase of a Jitterbug Flip and a one-time setup fee of $35. Coverage is not available everywhere. 5Star or 9-1-1 calls can only be made when cellular service 
is available. 5Star Service will be able to track an approximate location when your device is turned on, but we cannot guarantee an exact location. 2We will refund the full price of the Jitterbug phone and the 
activation fee (or setup fee) if it is returned within 30 days of purchase in like-new condition. We will also refund your first monthly service charge if you have less than 30 minutes of usage. If you have more 
than 30 minutes of usage, a per minute charge of 35 cents will be deducted from your refund for each minute over 30 minutes. You will be charged a $10 restocking fee. The shipping charges are not refundable. 
There are no additional fees to call GreatCall’s U.S.-based customer service. However, for calls to a Personal Operator in which a service is completed, you will be charged 99 cents per call, and minutes will 
be deducted from your monthly rate plan balance equal to the length of the call and any call connected by the Personal Operator. Jitterbug, GreatCall and 5Star are registered trademarks of GreatCall, Inc. 
Copyright ©2017 GreatCall, Inc.  ©2017 firstSTREET for Boomers and Beyond, Inc.

“My friends all hate their  
cell phones… I love mine!” 

Here’s why.
Say good-bye to everything you hate about cell phones.  Say hello to the Jitterbug Flip.

FREE 
Car Charger

tar Enabled
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Available in  
Red and Graphite.
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Monthly Plan
Monthly Minutes

Personal Operator Assistance
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Voice Dial

Nationwide Coverage

30-Day Return Policy2

$14.99/mo1
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24/7

No add’l charge

FREE

YES
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$19.99/mo1
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24/7

No add’l charge

FREE
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More minute plans and Health & Safety Packages available. 
Ask your Jitterbug expert for details.
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New England native Matthew P. Mayo 
[matthewmayo.com] has long been fasci-
nated with the history of the American 
West. He expresses that well in his books, 
from his Spur Award–winning novel Tuck-
er’s Reckoning to his popular nonfiction 
works, including Cowboys, Mountain Men 
& Grizzly Bears; Sourdoughs, Claim Jumpers 
& Dry Gulchers; and Hornswogglers, Four-
flushers & Snake-Oil Salesmen, all published 
by TwoDot. Those last three include some 
of the wildest, but true, episodes in the 
Old West. Mayo is also a magazine editor, 
helps run Gritty Press and frequently col-
laborates on projects with his wife, Jennifer Smith-Mayo, an 
accomplished photographer and videographer. Wild West re-
cently tracked down the author at his Maine home.

I don’t really have a preference, as each requires one of my 
favorite things: research. Much of the fiction I’ve written is pretty 
well grounded in fact. Each project requires lots of rooting 
around for information. In addition to books, nothing beats 
on-the-ground research—visiting historic sites, museums large 
and small, town offices, rummaging through archives and talking 
with local folks, particularly old-timers.

My parents were raised in the heyday of TV Westerns and passed 
on their fondness of classic shows such as Bonanza, The Rifleman 
and Gunsmoke to my brother, Jeff, and me. My folks are also big 
readers, another great passion they passed on to us. Those old 
shows led me to rummage in libraries and book shops search-
ing out everything about the Old West, a place and time so 
full of promise, yet so remote and unfathomable to a kid on 
a back-road dairy farm in Vermont’s “Northeast Kingdom.” 
Thank goodness for books!

The idea for the first, Cowboys, Mountain Men & Grizzly Bears: 
Fifty of the Grittiest Moments in the History of the Wild West, was 
proposed to me by an editor. I refined it, and it ended up being 
so fun to write, I made it into a series. (There’s also a New En-
gland entry: Bootleggers, Lobstermen & Lumberjacks.) Readers enjoy 

WITH AN EYE TO THE WEST
MATTHEW P. MAYO SPLITS TIME BETWEEN NEW ENGLAND AND THE WEST,  

FICTION AND NONFICTION  BY JOHNNY D. BOGGS

the “grittiest moments” books—the first has 
become a perennial bestseller—and I’ve 
received lots of mail about them. Though 
the books are written for a general audi-
ence, schoolteachers tell me they use them 
to help reluctant readers dip a toe in the 
book pond, and to help students see how 
exciting history can be.

Who was the West’s sleaziest 

How about that rascal James Reavis, the 
“Baron of Arizona”? He cobbled together 
fraudulent land grants and booted inno-

cent folks off their homesteads, raking in millions in the process. 
Not surprising, his greed got him in the end, but even among 
sleazy swindlers his reek is especially foul.

My wife and I try to spend part of each year roving westward, 
towing our wee camper and exploring. Our trips can last as long 
as several months or as brief as a few weeks, depending on other 
commitments. Family—and the beauty of New England—keep us 
as residents of the Northeast for now, but once you’ve ex-
perienced Death Valley or the northern Rockies or Texas Hill 
Country or New Mexico’s Gila Wilderness, it’s difficult to be 
content anywhere else.

You based your novel Stranded on the real-life 
Janette Riker, and you’re working with Jen on a 

 

I first read about Miss Riker’s incredible story of survival 
[overwintering in the Montana mountains] while researching 
Cowboys, Mountain Men & Grizzly Bears. There was very little 
information about her, a few paragraphs from a book from 
1877, and I wanted to know more. Though I eventually con-
veyed her story as a historical novel, my wife and I were still 
curious.…We’ve amassed quite a bit of footage and infor-
mation and look forward to taking the mini-documentary to 
schools and other captive groups to show that research isn’t 
all stuffy and academic. 

Read the full interview online at WildWestMag.com.
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• Full tang 4 ¼" stainless steel blade, 9" overall length • Genuine horn, wood and bone handle • Polished brass guard and spacers • Includes leather sheath 

Stauer®

Smart Luxuries—Surprising Prices™

River Canyon Bowie Knife $79*

Rating of A+

Offer Code Price Only $49 + S&P Save $30

18003332045
Your Insider Offer Code: RCK 01
You must use the insider offer code to get our special price.

*Discount is only for customers who use the offer code versus the listed original Stauer.com price.

Not shown
actual size.

You are a man of the wilderness. The only plan you have is to walk up
that mountain until you feel like stopping. You tell your friends that

it’s nothing personal, but this weekend belongs to you.
You’ve come prepared with your River Canyon Bowie Knife sheathed at
your side. This hand-forged, unique knife comes shaving sharp with a
perfectly fitted hand-tooled sheath. The broad stainless steel blade shines
in harmony with the stunning striped horn, wood and bone 
handle. When you feel the heft of the knife in your hand, you know that
you’re ready for whatever nature throws at you.  
This knife boasts a full tang blade, meaning
the blade doesn’t stop at the handle, it runs
the full length of the knife. According to
Gear Patrol, a full tang blade is key, saying “A
full tang lends structural strength to the knife,
allowing for better leverage ...think one long
steel beam versus two.”
With our limited edition River Canyon
Bowie Knife you’re getting the best in 21st-
century construction with a classic look
inspired by legendary American pioneers.
What you won’t get is the trumped up price
tag. We know a thing or two about the
hunt–– like how to seek out and capture an
outstanding, collector’s-quality knife that
won’t cut into your bank account.
This quintessential American knife can be yours to use out in
the field or to display as the art piece it truly is. But don’t wait.
A knife of this caliber typically cost hundreds. Priced at an 
amazing $49, we can’t guarantee this knife will stick around for
long. So call today!
Your satisfaction is 100% guaranteed. Feel the knife in your
hands, wear it on your hip, inspect the craftsmanship. If 
you don’t feel like we cut you a fair deal, send it back within 
0 days for a complete refund of the sale price. But we 

believe that once you wrap your fingers around the River 
Canyon’s handle, you’ll be ready to carve your own niche 
into the wild frontier. 

When it’s you against nature, there’s only one tool you need:
the stainless steel River Canyon Bowie Knife—now ONLY $49!

How to Be Cut Off From Civilization

BONUS! Call today and you’ll
also receive this genuine
leather sheath!

What customers are saying
about Stauer knives...
�����
“First off, the shipping was fast
and the quality is beyond what
I paid for the knife. Overall I
am a satisfied customer!”
— D., Houston, Texas

TAKE 38%
OFF INSTANTLY!
When you use your

INSIDER
OFFER CODE
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Andrea Castañón 
Villanueva, posing here 
with a paunchy pooch  
late in life (she died in  
San Antonio at age 113  
on Feb. 10, 1899), claimed 
to have survived the iconic 
1836 Battle of the Alamo.  
By her own account Andrea 
came to San Antonio at  
age 25 in 1810, married 
Candelario Villanueva (one 
of Tejano Juan Seguín’s 
Alamo volunteers, though  
he wasn’t present during  
the battle), raised four chil- 
dren and nearly two-dozen 
orphans, nursed the sick  
and aided the poor. At  
the Alamo, she asserted,  
she was nursing the ailing  
James Bowie when Santa 
Anna’s Mexican troops 
stormed the old mission, 
slaying him and all the  
other defenders. Some 
historians question her 
account, but Enriqué 
Esparza—who was in  
the Alamo in 1836 as  
a young boy and whose 
Tejano father was among 
those killed—said in 1907  
he could not dispute her 
claim. In 1891 the Texas 
Legislature, apparently 
convinced, elected to  
give “Madam Candelaria”  
a pension of $12 a month  
for having both survived  
the battle and worked  
with smallpox victims in  
San Antonio. 

ALAMO SURvIvOR?
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2 Genuine Turquoise Cabochons and 

4 Genuine Red Jasper Cabochons!

Sedona Sky
Cuff Watch

Yes! Please reserve the “Sedona Sky” Cuff Watch for 
me as described in this announcement.

LIMITED-TIME OFFER
Reservations will be accepted on a 
fi rst-come, fi rst-served basis. 

Respond as soon as possible to 
reserve your “Sedona Sky” Cuff Watch.

*Plus a total of $9.98 shipping and 
service (see bradfordexchange.
com). Please allow 4-6 weeks for 
delivery of your jewelry after we 
receive your initial deposit. Sales 
subject to product availability and 
order acceptance.

Signature

Mrs. Mr. Ms.
                                                  Name (Please Print Clearly)

Address

City                                                State           Zip

E-Mail (Optional)

 01-24273-001-E56301

9345 Milwaukee Avenue · Niles, IL 60714-1393

PRIORITY RESERVATION          SEND NO MONEY NOW

Available only from The Bradford Exchange, the “Sedona Sky” Cuff 
Watch is a rich combination of Native American-inspired beauty and 

stunning contemporary style. It’s a must-have keepsake for anyone 

who appreciates the splendor of turquoise and red jasper, and it 

makes a wonderful gift for someone special. 

Exquisitely Hand-crafted in an Exclusive Design
Custom crafted with a silver-toned cuff-style band, this stylish and 

meaningful watch features two genuine turquoise cabochons and four 

genuine red jasper cabochons around the uniquely sculpted bezel. 

The band is textured to resemble an eagle feather. The rich colors 

of the Sedona sky and landscape are represented in the center with 

delicately crafted, hand-enameled red, black and turquoise-colored 

accents. The genuine mother of pearl dial shimmers with silver-

toned minute and hour hands. The case back is crafted of durable 

solid stainless steel. This delightful watch is a quality timepiece with 

Precision Quartz Movement, it is water resistant, and features a full-

year limited warranty and our unconditional, money-back, 120-day 

guarantee. The hinged watch comfortably fi ts most wrists. 

A Remarkable Value... Order Today! 
Complete with a custom presentation case and a Certificate of 
Authenticity, this exclusive watch is a remarkable value at just $99*, 
payable in 4 easy installments of $24.75. This timepiece is not 
available anywhere else and quantities are limited, so respond as 
soon as possible! To reserve yours, send no money now; just fi ll out 
and mail the Priority Reservation today!

*For information on sales tax you may owe to your state, go to bradfordexchange.com/use-tax.
©2017 The Bradford Exchange   01-24273-001-BIB

A Fine Jewelry Exclusive from The Bradford Exchange

Genuine Mother of Pearl Dial

W

Textured to Resemble 

the Sacred Eagle Feather

W

Delicately Crafted with Hand-enameled 

Red, Black and Turquoise-colored Accents

W

LET EVERY MOMENT TAKE YOUR BREATH AWAY 
WITH THE 

  SPIRIT of SEDONA
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Left: Longtime lawman Jesse Benton was 
in his mid-60s when elected to a two-year 
term as Ouray County sheriff in 1896. 
Above: The 50-something lawman poses 
with wife Elton. They married in 1886, 
the same year Ouray City Marshal Benton 
was forced to shoot the previous marshal.

Many lawmen in the Old West had short careers. 
Some served for a couple of years, others for 
mere months. One southwest Colorado law-
man served his communities for more than 

30 years. He was fearless, a superb marksman and steadfast in 
enforcing the law. He was also a successful businessman and 
devoted family man. In his time and place he was a legend; 
today he is largely forgotten. His name was Jesse Benton.

Born March 21, 1834, in Chenango County, N.Y., William 
Jasper Benton was the ninth of 10 children. He was going by Jesse 
by the time he arrived in Colorado Territory during the Pikes 

RIGHT MAN, RIGHT PLACE
IN HIS THREE DECADES AS A COLORADO LAWMAN JESSE BENTON SURVIVED 

21 SHOOTING SCRAPES WITHOUT A SINGLE MARK  BY JIM PETTENGILL

Peak gold rush. He opened a quartz mill in Black Hawk in 1860. 
With the outbreak of the Civil War he enlisted in the 1st Colo-
rado Volunteer Cavalry, on Sept. 27, 1861. During his military 
service he saw action at the Battles of Glorieta Pass and Peralta 
in New Mexico Territory in 1862 and fought under Colonel John 
Chivington at Sand Creek in eastern Colorado Territory in 1864.

Mustered out on Dec. 19, 1864, Benton served as a policeman 
in Denver between 1867 and 1875. In 1876 he moved to the 
newly minted silver camp of Ouray in southwest Colorado, 
which became his home for more than 30 years. There he began 
a dual life as both a successful businessman and a trusted lawman 



‘I have  
had 21  
bullets 
fired at 
me at  
very close 
range by 
badmen in 
my time,’ 
he once 
told a  
reporter, 
‘but I don’t  
carry a 
single 
lead mark 
to show’
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tough on crime. Within two years the perpetually 
busy Benton had become a real estate dealer, built 
the first frame building in the city, opened a saloon 
that also hosted the city’s first church services, 
joined the board of directors of the first bank and 
opened several other businesses, including a billiard 
hall and a butcher shop.

He was also chosen as the city’s first marshal, an 
office he held until mid-November 1878. By then 
he had earned a reputation as an honest, fearless 
lawman and was in demand to bring order to other 
towns with serious problems. The first was the 
boomtown of Silver Cliff, Colorado Territory. Less 
than a week after leaving Ouray, he faced his first 
test. A Silver Cliff newspaper reported: 

Last Saturday [Nov. 24, 1878] our city was the scene 
of another shooting affair. A man named W. Riley 
Fisher, who had come up from Arizona with a mule 
team, became intoxicated and disorderly. He went 
into Howard & Kratzer’s saloon and, flourishing a 
knife and pistol, became quite noisy. Marshal Ben-
ton was called and endeavored to arrest him, when 
Fisher caught him by the throat, and a tussle ensued 
in which Benton struck him twice with his billy, and 
Fisher staggered against some barrels in the room. 
Recovering himself, he ran out the door, drew his 
revolver, came to the door and was told by Benton 
to put up his weapon. Fisher and the marshal fired 
at the same instant, Fisher being struck in the breast. 
Benton’s small pocket revolver now refused to re-
volve, he having left his large one to be repaired a 
few minutes before. With his left hand he managed 
to turn the chambers, while Fisher was perforating 
his clothes with shots from his gun. At last Fisher, 
being hit twice, raised his left hand to his weapon 
to take good aim, when a bullet crashed through it, 
breaking both bones of the wrist. He started to run 
when policeman Tipton, who had just arrived, fired 
two shots, neither of which hit him. Benton got off 
another shot, which produced the wound in his side. 
Fisher said, “Don’t shoot—I’m killed now,” and put 
down his revolver. He walked back in charge of the 
officers but died about 12 o’clock. Three bullet holes 
were found in Benton’s coat, but his skin was not 
touched. Mr. Benton has shown himself to be the 
right man in the right place.

Authorities immediately promoted Benton to 
deputy sheriff of Custer County. In the summer of 
1879 desperate town fathers in West Las Vegas, 
New Mexico Territory, summoned his help to ad-
dress the violence linked to the Dodge City Gang, 
which had taken control of East Las Vegas after 
the arrival of the railroad that July. He served until 
late September, when he was recalled to Ouray to 

assume his role as captain of Colorado Militia Com-
pany D, the “Ouray sharpshooters,” in the wake of 
the killing of Ute Indian agent Nathan Meeker and 
employees in northern Colorado and widespread 
fear of further Indian attacks. By the time Benton 
arrived in Ouray in mid-October, the Ute situation 
had stabilized, the militia stood down, and he re-
sumed his post as city marshal.

In many Western boomtowns in the late 19th 
century competing interests sought to sway the 
actions of their lawmen—upstanding citizens who 
demanded strict enforcement of the law, and those 
businessmen who preferred a looser interpretation 
of vice laws. Benton was a law-and-order man and 
served as city marshal over the next 15 years when-
ever the enforcement faction was in control. Elec-
tions were often contentious, none more so than the 
1887 contest, in which the city council went through 
the pretense of counting ballots before ultimately 
selecting a permissive candidate. During his times 
in office Benton kept busy facing down vigilante 
mobs, corralling prostitutes in the red-light district 
and encouraging unsavory characters to leave town.

In November 1886 Marshal Benton faced off 
against one of his own. He’d been called to the aid 
of a Mrs. Spillers. She was the mistress of former 
Marshal Luther Harris, who had preceded Jesse the 
previous term. Benton and Ouray County Sheriff 
Charles H. Rawles went to Spillers’ house, where 
she told them Harris had been abusing her. Then 
Harris showed up. Brandishing a pistol, he ordered 
the officers to leave, and they complied. But Harris 
followed them into the alley and became increas-
ingly belligerent. He ultimately opened fire on 
Benton, who returned fire, killing Harris instantly.

But that year also brought happiness into Jesse’s 
life. In April he married Elton Ramsay, a widow 
of frail disposition with a young son. He was 52, 
she 24, and they remained devoted to one another.

After serving several more years as city marshal 
in the early 1890s, Jesse was elected to a two-year 
term as Ouray County sheriff in 1896. By then he 
was in his mid-60s and physically worn down. Af-
ter a term as Ouray night marshal, he finally retired 
from law enforcement in 1900, ending a long and 
distinguished career. “I have had 21 bullets fired 
at me at very close range by badmen in my time,” 
he once told a reporter, “but I don’t carry a single 
lead mark to show.” Subsisting on his military 
pension, he and Elton moved to a lower elevation 
for her health, often returning to Ouray to visit. 
They later moved to be near family in El Paso, 
Texas. In the spring of 1917 they moved once more 
to Sawtelle, Calif., where Jesse Benton died with 
his boots off that November 25. He was 85. Elton 
followed him in death four years later. 



Among our nation’s enduring myths is that of Amer-
ican exceptionalism centered on populist figures 
such as Daniel Boone and Davy Crockett. Thomas 
Jefferson’s glorification of the “yeoman farmer” 

never panned out—filmmakers in the Disney mold during the mid-
20th century found far more money to be made in romanticizing 
the frontier long hunter, with his backwoods manners, morals 
and maxims. The Boone-Crockett American icon was that of the 
rough-hewn common man, educated only in the school of life, yet 
friendly, honest, always willing to help a stranger, and always good 
in a fight, because, it was said, he could lick his weight in wildcats.

Those gentlemen’s contemporaries would have ridiculed the 
portrayal. Back then the frontier Army regarded many westward- 
roving settlers more as intruders and troublemakers who often 
sparked conflict with the Indians (see related story, P. 58). Eigh-
teenth-century Anglican missionary Charles Woodmason deemed 

inhabitants of the Appalachian uplands “the lowest pack of 
wretches my eyes ever saw,” who lived a “low, lazy, sluttish, hea-
thenish, hellish life.” Richard Henderson, the motive force behind 
the founding of Boonesborough, Ken., called the frontier charac-
ters of the region “single, worthless fellows” seeking adventure 
and easy riches, not settlement. Pioneers were often profiteers 
who speculated in land, defrauding both Indians and whites as 
readily as the rich landowners back east they claimed to despise.

Pioneer greed was legend. When Boone could not survive as 
a hunter, he transitioned to an agent for land speculators, working 
for the Transylvania Co. as a land commissioner, surveyor and 
land finder for absentee buyers. “Boone’s land hunting,” Stephen 
Aron writes in How the West Was Lost, “demonstrated the corrup-
tion of the homestead ethic.” Bemoaning “interlopers from every 
quarter,” Boone fled from Kentucky to Mississippi and then Mis-
souri to seek respite. “But I was still pursued,” he recalled in his 

O NO, PIONEERS!
DANIEL BOONE AND DAVY CROCKETT ARE AMERICAN ICONS, BUT EACH HAD 

DECIDEDLY UN-DISNEYLIKE CHARACTER FLAWS  BY GREGORY F. MICHNO
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Daniel Boone is at far left and  
Davy Crockett is nearest the 
Boy Scout in this 1912 Will 
Crawford illustration depicting  
the romance of the frontiersman.



tongue-in-cheek prose, “for I had not been two years 
at the licks before a damned Yankee came and set-
tled down within a hundred miles of me!” But the 
folksy, upstanding backwoodsman was largely a 
Disney invention. The real-life Boone defaulted on 
debts, was sued and received death threats for his 
shady dealings. In 1798 the sheriff of Mason County, 
Ken., issued a warrant for his arrest for debt. When 
the fugitive instead fled the country, the sheriff auc-
tioned off much of his land. Not until 1964 did a 
larger-than-life, do-no-wrong Boone, portrayed by 
6-foot-5 actor Fess Parker, make his appearance in 
the action-adventure TV series Daniel Boone.

Almost every baby boomer can recall the Disney 
image of Parker as Davy Crockett (before he por-
trayed Boone), swinging his Kentucky rifle “Old 
Betsy” in a hopeless last stand against swarming 
Mexicans at the Alamo. It is an image we ought to 
pitch into the dustbin of pop culture alongside coon-
skin caps, saddle shoes and Hula-Hoops. Crockett 
was a long hunter and hardscrabble farmer, a poli-
tician and a debtor, and he died a “martyr of the 
Alamo.” He served as a scout with Andrew Jackson 
during the 1813–14 Creek War, though he saw little 
fighting. While his fellow Tennesseans generally 
hated Indians, he changed his tune once elected 
to Congress, where, at least for a time, he advocated 
for Indian rights and against removal—albeit not at 
the expense of white squatters. His biggest push 
was for the poor white pioneer, who, contrary to 
the image of Westerners as laissez-faire, indepen-
dent, anti-government individualists, grabbed as 
many free government goodies as they could get, 
particularly roads, canals and land.

Every one of Crockett’s land bills was defeated, 
and he had little success in Congress. Part of the 
problem was his lack of formal education and a 
tendency to boast of that fact. The image of the 
unwashed, hard-drinking, cursing good ol’ boy who 
could shoot the eye out of a squirrel and grin down 
a b’ar proved a successful gimmick only so long. 
Although the anti-intellectual strain in America has 
not disappeared, even Jacksonians grew tired of it 
in their politicians. When enough of them regarded 
Crockett as a nearly illiterate, naive, country bump-
kin, they just wished he’d go away. Crockett ad-
mitted to lying while campaigning and passing out 
booze to get votes, and his foul invective and slan-
der prompted at least one newspaper to chastise him 
in print. Admittedly, little has changed on that front.

Contradictions abounded in Crockett. He was a 
slaveholder who hated slavery and an Indian lover 
who campaigned against Indians. He was for big 
banks to get cheap credit, which only swelled the 
ranks of the debtors. Though he’d seen military ser-
vice, he hated professional soldiers and was opposed 

to the Military Academy at West Point, introducing 
a resolution in 1830 to abolish it. In Congress he 
padded his mileage accounts and went on book 
tours while he was supposed to be at work. Like 
Boone, he sold warrants to land speculators and 
had creditors chasing him. Crockett ended up hating 
Jackson and his chosen successor Martin Van Buren, 
while they did all they could to discredit him and 
oust him from office. When Crockett, man of the 
people, was resoundingly defeated by those people 
in 1835, he told them they could “go to hell, and 
I would go to Texas.” Meanwhile, Crockett hatched 
more schemes, angling for a seat in the Texas consti-
tutional convention and dreaming of prosperity as 
a land agent in the future republic. “I am in hopes 
of making a fortune for myself,” he wrote. Most of 
his constituents were glad he was gone to Texas.

If Crockett didn’t like professional Army officers, 
they in turn held frontier dwellers in disregard. “You 
can’t imagine how disgusting it is to be compelled 
to have intercourse with such people,” sniffed Lieu-
tenant Theodore Talbot in 1850. Lieutenant Henry 
Prince found them equally despicable, deeming 
them crackers with “unwashed face; ropy hair; the 
swearing, lazy, idle slut!…Ye drinking, drawling, 
boasting, cowardly sluggards—Fare ye well.”

Englishman Charles Latrobe, who visited Ameri-
ca in 1832, perceived a disconnect between our 
talk and our walk. He said American writers had 
to “show an extreme predilection and fondness 
for their native country, its history, its institutions 
—to see the past enveloped in a mist of glory, and 
the future veiled in a golden dust of prophetic antic-
ipation.” Americans still prefer to don rose-colored 
glasses, especially when regarding Daniel Boone 
and Davy Crockett. 

The  
Boone- 
Crockett 
American 
icon was 
that  
of the 
rough-
hewn  
common 
man 
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Left: The Boone myth 
grew with the 1964 
series and product  
line. Below: Crockett’s 
legend was ensured.
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California’s Empire Mine yielded some $120 million 
in gold over its 106 years of operation. The owner 
built himself a dream house that is now a museum. 
But the Cornish miners who brought their state-of-

the-art drainage techniques from southwest Britain to the Ameri-
can West in the latter half of the 19th century were to thank for 
keeping the mine from going under, literally and figuratively.

William Bowers Bourn joined the California Gold Rush in 
1850. Originally from Massachusetts, Bourn had formed a mining 
partnership with father-in-law George Chase, a sea captain who 
had shipped freight—and Bourn himself—from New York to Cali-
fornia. While Chase and Bourn were better entrepreneurs than 
mining engineers, they knew a good thing when they saw it and 
invested in the Empire, a hard-rock gold mine in Grass Valley, 
in what would soon be San Mateo County. The mine dated from 

October 1850, when George McKnight spotted a telltale vein 
(dubbed the Ophir) of quartz suggestive of rich ore content. He 
sold the claim to Woodbury, Park & Co., and the mine passed 
through a succession of owners before William Bowers Bourn 
acquired it in 1869. The Empire became the main source of the 
family’s very considerable income through the early 1870s. 
Bourn also headed the Fireman’s Fund Insurance Co., starting 
in 1866, and owned bank shares and a store in San Francisco. 

Envious entrepreneurs credited the industrious newcomer with 
“Bourn luck.” But Bourn’s luck ran out. In 1872 his youngest son, 
Frank, died after falling from a garden wall at home. He was 10. 
Soon thereafter production at the mine started to drop. In 1874 
Bourn’s eldest son and namesake, William Bowers Bourn II, was 
learning the business alongside his father and about to embark 
for England to study the classics at Cambridge University, when 

FIGHT, LOVE AND LIVE—
BUT MAN THE PUMPS!
CALIFORNIA’S RICHEST GOLD MINE KEPT ABOVE WATER,  

THANKS LARGELY TO CORNISH TECHNOLOGY  BY JOHN KOSTER

Empire miners chip away in 
1900 inside a mine William 
Bowers Bourn had acquired 31 
years earlier. Below: William 
Bowers Bourn II made the wise 
decision to hire knowledgeable 
miners from Cornwall, England.
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more tragedy befell the family—that July 24 his father 
shot and killed himself at their Nob Hill home in San 
Francisco. A coroner’s inquest determined that while 
cleaning a revolver, the senior Bourn had dropped 
it on the floor, discharging it into his abdomen.

When young William left for England, the estate 
assumed operations at the Empire. But by 1878 the 
mine was in deep trouble. The ore seemed to be 
playing out, and water seepage into the shafts had 
rendered the mine inoperable. Widow Sarah Bourn 
appealed to her surviving son to return to California 
and try to save the wellspring of the family fortune.

Drawn by the Gold Rush, miners from Cornwall, 
England, had long been famous for getting the most 
out of troubled mines. On arriving home, Bourn 
hired a number of them to introduce their hands-on 
skills and innovative technology.

Empire management had abandoned the Ophir 
vein when it bottomed out at 1,200 feet, and water 
had come in faster than they could pump it out. But 
Bourn’s Cornishmen knew of an engine that could 
pump 18,000 gallons of water a day, thus clearing 
the shaft and opening the door to further explora-
tion. The Cornishmen also introduced Lester Allan 
Pelton’s newly invented water turbine to provide 
electric power. Given new life, the Empire was soon 
producing enough gold to set accounts right again.

Like his father, Bourn preferred wheeling and 
dealing to digging—selling shares when things looked 
up and buying them back when things looked bleak. 
When things looked rosy in 1888, Bourn sold his 
controlling interest in the Empire to James D. Hague 
and moved over into the wine industry, joining with 
E. Everett Wise and other investors to build Grey-
stone Cellars in Napa Valley. Bourn bought out 
Wise, only to reverse course and sell all his interest 
in Greystone in 1894 during the phylloxera scourge 
that blighted the grapes. Two years later he picked 
up where he left off, retaking control of the Empire 
during a relative downturn in gold production.

Branching out into public utilities, Bourn merged 
electricity and gas companies into what eventually 
became Pacific Gas & Electric and acquired a con-
trolling interest in the Spring Valley Water Co. The 
resulting set of business circumstances painted him 
a populist villain at the time and in retrospect a 
champion of the environment. The San Francisco 
Chronicle pilloried him for his high water rates and 
charged that he opposed construction of the pro-
posed O’Shaughnessy Dam and Hetch Hetchy Res-
ervoir, within Yosemite National Park, out of greed. 
Conservationist John Muir (echoed by present-day 
ecologists) cited the forthcoming project as an envi-
ronmental catastrophe that would obliterate a valley 
thriving with wildlife and natural beauty. For his part 
Bourn replied his business had a right to profits. 

Siding with Muir, he long fought the project, albeit 
not in the spirit of environmental altruism.

The next technological innovation Bourn pio-
neered at the Empire was the use of waste rock as 
block stone and binder for cement, commissioning 
architect Willis Polk to test the concept in the con-
struction of the Empire Cottage, with greenhouse, 
tennis courts and a reflecting pool, near the mine. 
Bourn later sold the construction material commer-
cially. In 1910 Bourn had a cyanide plant built on 
the premises, an improved process over chlorina-
tion to remove gold from the rock.

Wheelchair-bound after a 1922 stroke, Bourn fi-
nally sold out in 1929, heartbroken after daughter 
Maud died at her own estate in Ireland. The mine 
kept producing through 1956, ultimately yielding 
5.8 million ounces of gold from 367 miles of under-
ground passages. The California State Parks sys-
tem now operates the aboveground site as the 
Empire Mine State Historic Park. A California 
Historical Landmark, the park is on the National 
Register of Historic Places.

A three-hour drive south of the Empire is Filoli, 
Bourn’s sprawling, art-filled mansion in San Mateo, 
designed by San Francisco architect Bruce Porter 
and set amid 16 acres of formal gardens. Com-
pleted in 1917, the 36,000-square-foot manor boasts 
43 rooms, including a formal ballroom, nine fam-
ily bedrooms, 17 bathrooms and 17 fireplaces. 
For years the origin of its unusual name remained 
a topic of speculation. Bourn cleared up the mys-
tery in the 1920s, explaining that it was an acro-
nym for “Fight for a just cause; Love your fellow 
man; Live a good life.” The master of the manor 
died on July 5, 1936, and is buried atop a knoll 
overlooking Filoli. 

William Bowers Bourn II 
split time between both 
of his California homes 
—the Empire Cottage 
(below) and Filoli, the 
San Mateo manor he 
called home from 1917 
till his death in 1936.
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Mounted Deputy U.S. Marshal 
Bass Reeves, with tracking dog  
in tow, rides Into the Territory  
(that is, Indian Territory, present- 
day Oklahoma), in a 25-foot-tall 
bronze by Harry T. “H” Holden.

SCULPTOR HAROLD T. HOLDEN HONORS SUCH HOMEGROWN HEROES  
AS LAWMAN BASS REEVES AND COWBOY HUMORIST WILL ROGERS 

BY JOHNNY D. BOGGS

In Fort Smith, Arkansas, lawman Bass Reeves rides Into 
the Territory, a larger-than-life bronze sculpture created 
by Oklahoman Harold T. “H” Holden [hholden.com] and 
dedicated in 2012. The 25-foot-tall mounted figure, which 

stands atop a base of old cobblestone from downtown Garrison 
Avenue, was funded completely by donations—$300,000 worth. 
It took five years for Holden to finish. “I had to research all I 

could find on [Reeves],” the 77-year-old artist explains from his 
home in Enid, Oklahoma. “I think I read four or five books 
and used photographs to help me with his face. He had a dog 
with him a lot, so I put the tracking dog in there.”

Born into slavery, Reeves (1838–1910) became a deputy U.S. 
marshal, served under Judge Isaac Parker out of Fort Smith and 
wore a badge for most of his life. In all the lawman arrested 

BRONZING OKLAHOMA
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Holden pays homage  
on canvas to Oklahoma 
lawman Bill Tilghman 
(above left) and the 
Chisholm Trail (above), 
along which Texas 
drovers took Longhorns 
through Indian Territory 
to Kansas. Below left:  
The artist at work on  
the horse his bronze  
Bass Reeves now rides.

roughly 3,000 felons and shot and killed another 
14 in self-defense. “He was pretty good getting 
the job done,” Holden affirms. So is the artist, who 
was inducted into the Oklahoma Hall of Fame in 
2014 and the National Cowboy & Western Heritage 
Museum’s Hall of Great Westerners in 2017.

Holden’s interest in art came early. “I’d draw 
cowboys and Indians in all my schoolbooks,” he 
says. His passion drew him from Oklahoma State 
University to the Texas Academy of Art in Hous-
ton, then to work as a commercial artist in Wichita, 
Kan., and Houston, including a stint as art director 
of Horseman magazine.

Painting is Holden’s first love, and he still works 
in oils, pastels and charcoal. He created the art for 
a 1993 U.S. Postal Service stamp that commemo-
rated the centennial of the Cherokee Strip Land 

Run, and he rendered a portrait of lawman Bill 
Tilghman that hangs in the Oklahoma State Capi-
tol in Oklahoma City.

But monumental sculptures have become his 
bread and butter. Among his signature works are 
Boomer (1987), a generic land run rider, created 
for the city of Enid; The Rancher (1987), for the 
National Ranching Heritage Center in Lubbock, 
Texas; Headin’ to Market (2000), for Oklahoma 
City’s historic Stockyards City; and Will Rogers 
“Oklahoma’s Native Son” (2005), a bronze of the 
beloved cowboy humorist swinging a lariat on 
horseback, which graces Oklahoma City’s Will 
Rogers World Airport.

Holden enjoys paying homage to Oklahoma’s 
homegrown heroes. “Tilghman, Reeves…” he 
begins to list. “Well, when it comes to gunfighters 
and lawmen, we had a lot of them.”

Others have approached him about erecting 
monuments to other Oklahoma legends, including 
gunman Frank Eaton, business magnate and Okla-
homa State University booster T. Boone Pickens, 
and former OSU running back Barry Sanders, 
who played for the Detroit Lions and was inducted 
into the Pro Football Hall of Fame in 2004. “I’ll do 
the Eaton one,” Holden confirms. “I don’t know 
about the other two.”

Despite a 2010 lung transplant, Holden isn’t 
ready to retire, at least from working in bronze. 
“I like to paint, but it gets harder and harder all 
the time,” he admits. “Sculptures come pretty 
easy for me, or at least seem to. My lung feels fine, 
but my back hurts. Guess I got bucked off too 
many horses.” 
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Clockwise from left: Dr. Carlos 
Montezuma at the Lac Courte 
Oreille Indian Reservation in 
1919; Montezuma in his early 
20s in 1890; the first issue of  
his publication, which used his 
own Indian name for the title.

In the predawn darkness one day in October 1871 war 
whoops startled the inhabitants of a Yavapai village atop 
a plateau known as Iron Peak near Four Peaks in central 
Arizona Territory. With the Yavapai warriors away from 

camp, the Pimas attacked the group of mostly women and chil-
dren, killing 30 Yavapais. They spared some 16 to 18 children, 
including a 5-year-old boy named Wassaja and his two sisters. 
Taken into captivity, the siblings were soon separated.

A week later three Pimas took Wassaja south to the town of 
Adamsville, intent on selling him. Neapolitan photographer and 
adventurer Carlo Gentile was in town that day. Filled with com-

passion at the sight of the terrified, dirt-encrusted boy, Gentile 
handed the Pimas 30 silver dollars. With a nod, they handed 
over their captive. The providential encounter forever altered 
the direction of young Wassaja’s life.

The next day Gentile took Wassaja into town for a bath, a 
haircut and new clothes. On November 17 his Catholic Italian 
rescuer had the boy christened with the name Carlos Montezuma 
—Carlos after Gentile’s first name, capped with the Spanish “s,” 
and Montezuma after the nearby ancient ruins known as Monte-
zuma Castle. At month’s end Gentile resumed his photographic 
expedition, heading north to the Grand Canyon with his gear 

ORPHANED IN AN INDIAN RAID, DR. CARLOS MONTEZUMA FOUND HIS  
TRUE CALLING AS AN INDIAN RIGHTS ADVOCATE  BY DAVID MCCORMICK

A YAVAPAI  
WITH GOOD MEDICINE
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and Carlos in tow. In the spring of 1872 the pair 
crisscrossed the rugged Southwest by wagon, and 
later that year Gentile and the boy journeyed to 
Chicago. There they joined writer Ned Buntline, 
sometime scouts “Buffalo Bill” Cody and “Texas 
Jack” Omohundro, and Italian dancer Giuseppina 
Morlachi. Buntline hired Gentile to produce cartes 
de visites of his stars and cast 6-year-old Carlos in 
the role of Azteka, the young Apache captive in his 
touring production The Scouts of the Prairie. A skit in 
which he chased an apparently drunken Buntline 
with bow and arrow played to great laughs. The 
boy’s acting career lasted but a few months.

While Gentile plied his trade, Carlos knuckled 
down to his schoolwork. He proved an excep-
tional student. In 1880, at only 14, he enrolled at 
the University of Illinois. After earning a bachelor 
of science degree, Montezuma enrolled in the 
Chicago Medical College. In 1889, having worked 
his way through school, he both earned his doc-
torate and obtained a license to practice medi-
cine—quite a feat for any 23-year-old, let alone a 
onetime captive Indian boy.

That same year he began serving as clerk and 
physician of the Indian school at Fort Stevenson, 
Dakota Territory. In the summer of 1890, after a 
nasty personal fallout with school superintendent 
George E. Gerowe, Montezuma transferred to the 
Western Shoshone Indian Agency in northeast Ne-
vada. There he tended a mixed population of 550 
Shoshones and Paiutes. Conditions were abysmal, 
and his pleas for funds and supplies fell on deaf ears. 
Fed up, in January 1893 he transferred to the Colville 
Indian Reservation in northeast Washington. But 
conditions there were no better. Montezuma’s pug-
nacious manner, fiery rhetoric and desire to see the 
reservation system abolished would keep him at 
continual odds with the Bureau of Indian Affairs.

Determined to give it one more try, in July 1893 
he transferred to the Indian Industrial School in 
Carlisle, Pa., which lacked a physician. As an ad-
vocate for Indian assimilation into white society, 
Montezuma had found the ideal environment. Serv-
ing under school founder and superintendent Rich-
ard Henry Pratt, his longtime correspondent and 
mentor, the young doctor remained at Carlisle until 
December 1895, then returned to Chicago to open a 
private practice that spanned the next three decades. 
There his interest spread to Indian advocacy.

On the morning of April 7, 1904, a train wreck 
killed three Sioux Indians from Buffalo Bill’s Wild 
West and injured 17 others. Montezuma tended the 
wounded and followed their progress. Deeming 
unfair a proposed settlement between the Pine 
Ridge agent and the Chicago & North Western 
Railway, he took up the cause of the injured Sioux. 

The company had offered a total of $16,900 in 
compensation, while Montezuma and a committee 
of fellow Chicagoans suggested $39,700. A court 
ignored the plea and approved the original settle-
ment. Montezuma had better results when in 1910 
he joined an ongoing fray over the land and water 
rights of his people, the Fort McDowell Yavapais. In 
a dogged effort that occupied the rest of his lifetime, 
Montezuma helped the Yavapais retain their lands.

His advocacy efforts gained Montezuma national 
prominence. His speech “Let My People Go” was 
read in Congress in 1916 and appeared in the Con-
gressional Record. That spring he began to promote 
his views in the self-published newsletter Wassaja: 
Freedom’s Signal for the Indian, which ran until No-
vember 1922. The choice of his own Indian name 
for the title was apropos, as it means beckoning or 
signaling. His primary goal remained abolishment 
of the Bureau of Indian Affairs, but with America’s 
entry into World War I Wassaja railed against the 
injustice of drafting Indians without first granting 
them citizenship.

Montezuma believed if Indians were to assimi-
late successfully into white society, they must cast 
off all vestiges of Indian culture. Yet in later life he 
petitioned to enroll as a member of the San Carlos 
Apache Indian Reservation. He lost that battle for 
a number of reasons. For one, he’d been labeled 
a troublemaker. For another, he applied at San 
Carlos as an Apache instead of properly at Fort 
McDowell as a Yavapai. Pride played a role, as 
people had long thought him an Apache, a mis- 
impression he’d done nothing to correct. After all, 
a wild Apache becoming a doctor in the white 
man’s world was quite the coup.

Although Montezuma earned income from his 
medical practice and received small honorariums 
from speaking engagements, he was never finan-
cially secure. His advocacy for Indian causes and 
openhearted financial help to struggling patients sad-
dled him with unexpected expenses. Self-publishing 
his newsletter also took money he didn’t have.

In December 1922 an ailing Montezuma, gravely 
ill with tuberculosis, boarded a train in Chicago for 
a one-way trip to Fort McDowell. There, on Jan. 31, 
1923, the Indian doctor who had successfully as-
similated into white society breathed his last atop a 
blanket spread across the dirt floor of a traditional 
Yavapai oo-wah brush shelter. He was 56 years old. 
Montezuma is buried at the Ba Dah Mod Jo Ceme-
tery on the Fort McDowell Indian Nation in central 
Arizona. “If I should do anything disgraceful in my 
life or practice,” he once said, “it would reflect as a 
wrong to my people.” As a man traversing both 
white and Indian societies, he lived his life with 
that principle etched in his heart and mind. 

Deeming 
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STYLE
We visit leading
Western museums,  
a monumental  
art installation  
in Montana, and  
the world’s only  
Forbes Travel Guide 
Five-Star luxury ranch  

The End of the Trail,
by James Earle Fraser (1876-1953),
at the National Cowboy & Western 
Heritage Museum in Oklahoma City

1700 NE 63rd St.
Oklahoma City
405-478-2250
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1700 NE 63rd St.
Oklahoma City
405-478-2250
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Our Heritage
Founded in 1955, the
National Cowboy &
Western Heritage
Museum in Oklahoma 
City is dedicated to  
collecting, preserving  
and exhibiting an inter- 
nationally renowned 
selection of Western  
art and artifacts. More 
than 10 million visitors 
from around the world 
have viewed the muse-
um’s superb collection  
celebrating the Ameri- 
can West. Earle Fraser’s 
magnificent sculpture  
The End of the Trail  
graces the entrance, and 
inside are iconic works 
by the likes of Frederic 
Remington and Charles 
M. Russell. Visitors will 
delight in a turn-of-the-
century Western town 
and interactive history 
galleries that focus on  
the American cowboy,
rodeos, American Indian 
culture, 19th-century fire-
arms, the frontier military 
and Western performers.
For more info visit national 
cowboymuseum.org.



F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 8    WILD WEST 33

MUSEUM

STYLE 

Freedom, 
by Jeffrey Gibson

Like a Hammer, 
by Jeffrey Gibson

Quiver,
by Jeffrey Gibson

Can’t Take My
Eyes off of You,
by Jeffrey Gibson

100 W. 14th Pkwy.
Denver

720-913-0130
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Native & New 
Artist Jeffrey Gibson 
taps his American 
Indian ancestry in 
a collection of 65 
objects created from 
2011 to the present and 
on exhibition at the 
Denver Art Museum. 
Included in “Jeffrey 
Gibson: Like a Ham-
mer” are figurative 
works, text-based
wall hangings, painted 
works on rawhide 
and canvas, and video. 
Gibson draws on his 
Choctaw and Chero- 
kee heritage when 
creating these striking 
patterned and tex-
tured works. He often 
explores colonialism 
and the postcolonial 
mindset, reflecting on 
how American Indian
experiences parallel
other civil rights 
movements. His work
also revolves around
the universal themes  
of love, community,
strength, vulnerabil- 
ity and survival. The
exhibition is orga-
nized by the museum 
and curated by John 
Lukavic, associate 
curator of Native arts. 
For more info visit 
denverartmuseum.org.
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Masters in L.A.
Paintings and sculp-
tures by 69 nationally 
recognized artists will be 
on display at the annual 
Masters of the Ameri-
can West art exhibition, 
from Feb. 10 to March 25 
at the Autry Museum  
of the American West. 
The exhibit includes 
landscapes, seascapes, 
wildlife, historical 
themes and other sub-
ject matter inspired by 
the Western experience. 
Master artists such as 
George Carlson, Mark 
Maggiori, Kim Wiggins,  
Z.S. Liang, Kyle Polzin, 
Thomas Quinn, Mian 
Situ, Tucker Smith,  
Curt Walters and Mor-
gan Weistling exhibit 
their very best work. 
Visit theautry.org.

West of the Rio Grande,
by Mark Maggiori, 45- by 60-inch oil

Stampede at Castle Gap,
by Kim Wiggins, 40- by 60-inch oil

STYLE 

4700 Western Heritage Way
Los Angeles

323-667-2000
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Indy West
“To inspire an appre- 
ciation for and under-
standing of the art, 
history and cultures  
of the American West 
and the indigenous peo-
ples of North America.” 
That’s the mission of 
the Eiteljorg Museum 
of American Indians 
and Western Art. The 
Indianapolis museum’s 
collection includes 
works from Georgia 
O’Keeffe, T.C. Cannon, 
N.C. Wyeth, Allan Hous-
er, Frederic Remington, 
Charles Russell and 
Kay WalkingStick. The 
institution’s contempo-
rary Indian art collection 
ranks among the world’s  
best. The Eiteljorg is  
one of only two mu- 
seums east of the Mis- 
sissippi that explore  
both American Indians 
and the American West.  
Visit eiteljorg.org.

500 W. Washington St.
Indianapolis
317-636-9378 

Vi
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 the Museum

Eiteljorg Museum



ART

Artscape
Rising from the Mon-
tana landscape like 
alien spaceships are 
these three monumen-
tal sculptures created 
by Antón García-Abril 
and Débora Mesa of 
Ensamble Studios. The 
works, commissioned 
by philanthropists Peter 
and Cathy Halstead 
for their 10,260-acre 
Tippet Rise cattle and 
sheep ranch in Fishtail 
(two hours north of 
Yellowstone National 
Park), are the 25-foot-
tall Beartooth Portal, 
the 26-foot-tall Inverted 
Portal and the 98-foot-
long Domo. Each was 
created by excavating 
and then filling massive 
holes in the ground 
with concrete and 
rebar. The hardened 
pieces were then lifted 
into position using 
cranes. Visit tippetrise.
org to see the process. 

96 S. GroveCreek Road
Fishtail, Mont.

info@tippetrise.org
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Concerts are held beneath  
the 98-foot Domo (2016).

Beartooth Portal 
 (2015)

Inverted Portal 
(2015)

STYLE 

PH
O

TO
: E

RI
K 

PE
TE

RS
O

N

PH
O

TO
: I

W
A

N
 B

A
A

N

PH
O

TO
: I

W
A

N
 B

A
A

N



TRAVEL

STYLE 
 
Rock Star
In 2007, after a nearly 
20-year search for the
perfect ranch—one 
with a river running 
through it, a ski slope 
nearby and an area 
void of poisonous
snakes or grizzly
bears—Jim Manley 
finally found it. He 
added luxury accom- 
modations to the 
6,600-acre Philipsburg, 
Mont., property, and 
crowned it The Ranch 
at Rock Creek. The 
property comprises 
seven luxury homes,  
a 19th-century barn, 
and four “glamping” 
cabins that feature 
luxurious bedding, 
bathroom with tub 
and shower, separate 
screened-in porch  
and more. The list 
of ranch activities is 
endless: Hiking, biking, 
horseback riding, fly- 
fishing, archery, shoot-
ing sports, stagecoach 
rides, wildlife viewing 
and a ton of winter 
activities. The all- 
inclusive getaway is 
the world’s only Forbes 
Travel Guide Five-Star 
ranch. For more infor-
mation visit theranch 
atrockcreek.com.

79 Carriage House Lane
Philipsburg, Mont. 

877-786-1545
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Santa Anna, self-proclaimed ‘Napoléon of the West,’ 
won at the Alamo but lost Texas, later lost a leg in battle 

and in 1847 lost his prosthetic limb to soldiers from Illinois 
By Paul Andrew Hutton

OUT ON A LIMB

Napoléon of the West 
Antonio López de Santa 
Anna claimed that title, but 
he lost Texas in 1836 and 
sold more Western territory 
to the United States in the 
1854 Gadsden Purchase. 
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Shake a Leg, General  
Santa Anna fled the Cerro 
Gordo battlefield in such a 

hurry in 1847 that he let his 
leg fall into enemy hands. The 
prosthetic is on display at the 

Illinois State Military Museum.
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ntonio López de Santa Anna is back in the news 
181 years after the Texas Revolution. A recent 
front page story in The Wall Street Journal and 

a biting, if somewhat tongue-in-cheek, editorial in the Chicago 
Tribune reminded Americans there was more to remember 
about the infamous Mexican general than just the Alamo.

At issue is an impressive wood, cork and leather prosthetic 
Illinois volunteers captured on the battlefield at Cerro Gordo 
in 1847. They returned home in triumph from the Mexican War 
—despite the fact their Whig congressman, Abraham Lincoln, 
had vehemently opposed the conflict—with Santa Anna’s artificial 
leg as a trophy. The detached limb eventually found its way into 
the Illinois State Military Museum in Springfield. The San Jacinto 
Battle Monument and Museum in La Porte, Texas, just east of 
Houston, attempted to dislodge the artifact from Illinois a few 
years ago without success. 
More recently a small dele-
gation of history students 
from St. Mary’s University 
in San Antonio made a pil-
grimage to Springfield to 
press the keepers of the leg 
to give it up. The students 
hoped to improve relations 
with Mexico by restoring 
the legendary limb to its 
homeland. The Illinois mu-
seum folks gave the young 
Texans a frosty reception, 
ironically similar to the re-
sponse from Mexican mu-
seum authorities, who have 
a rather jaundiced view of 
Santa Anna. “While we ap-
preciate the gesture,” said 
Antonio Saborit, director  

 
of the National Institute of Anthropology and History in Mexico 
City, “[the museum] must stay at the margins of this complaint, 
in as much as relics like this are not part of its purview.” The 
Illinois museum is holding on to its war prize. “We paid for that 
leg with Illinois blood,” declared a spokesperson.

“At San Jacinto Santa Anna still had the legs he was born 
with,” editorialized the Chicago Tribune  in support of the Illinois 
claim. “Texans didn’t inflict the injury that necessitated the 
replacement, and Texans didn’t capture it or preserve it for 169 
years.” The Tribune editorial writer did suggest a compromise—
the leg could go to Texas “any time it wants to walk there.”

The onetime owner of the disputed appendage was 
born Antonio de Padua María Severino López de Santa Anna 
y Pérez de Lebrón in the city of Jalapa, Veracruz, on Feb. 21, 

1794. His family was of 
modest means but, more 
important, of Spanish de-
scent (a group referred to 
as Creoles in Mexico). He 
matured into a handsome, 
charismatic young man of 
5 feet 10 inches. Even be-
fore his commission as a 
gentleman cadet, a title of 
distinction, into the Fixed 
Infantry Regiment of Vera-
cruz in 1810 he had become 
enamored with the military 
career of French Emperor 
Napoléon Bonaparte. He 
modeled himself after his 
idol and in years to come 
adopted the moniker “Na-
poléon of the West.” This 
Mexican Bonaparte was 

A

Humbled at San Jacinto
In William Henry Huddle’s 
1866 painting Surrender  
of Santa Anna the Mexican 
general (at left in white pants) 
meets the wounded Texian 
General Sam Houston after 
that April 21, 1836, battle.
 

Mexican Hero?
He won at the Alamo 
and elsewhere but lost 
often and was in and 
out of power in Mexico.
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soon in the thick of Indian fighting in provinces bordering 
the Gulf of Mexico, where he received an arrow wound, and 
then in 1813 against freebooters in Texas, where he was cited 
for gallantry.

In addition to Napoléon, gambling and women were the 
young officer’s other obsessions, and in 1814 he was caught 
forging senior officers’ signatures and pilfering regimental funds 
to repay gambling debts. His natural charm, as well as friends 
in high places, saved his career, but the scandal dogged him 
after he transferred to the Second Battalion of Grenadiers in 
Veracruz. He secured another award for bravery in the des-
ultory campaigns that ran to ground the last remnants of Father 
Miguel Hidalgo’s abortive revolt against Spanish rule.

By 1820 Santa Anna had proven among the most effective of 
the royalist officers in combat against the insurgents. But with 
the rise to power of a new liberal Spanish government and 
constitution that threatened the status of the Catholic church 
and the colonial elites, a more conservative set of Mexican 
rebels rose under royalist Colonel Agustín de Iturbide. Iturbide 
had once been Santa Anna’s commander, and in 1821 the young 
officer switched sides—even as Spanish authorities were process-
ing his promotion to lieutenant colonel. The popular Santa Anna 
took 600 soldiers with him. Iturbide rewarded him with a pro-
motion to general and command of the vital port of Veracruz, 
with its lucrative customs house.

In May 1822 Iturbide proclaimed himself emperor of Mexico, 
a victory for conservatives over the longtime revolutionaries. 
But he soon began to fret over his ambitious commander in 
Veracruz. Relieving Santa Anna of command, Iturbide ordered 
him to report to Mexico City. The young general instead joined 

rebel forces. “So rude a blow wounded my military pride and 
tore the bandage from my eyes,” Santa Anna recalled. “I beheld 
absolutism in all its power.”

On Dec. 6, 1822, Santa Anna proclaimed for a Republic of 
Mexico from his Veracruz headquarters. Joining with liberal 
insurgents, he endorsed the Plan of Casa Mata, which called for 
the overthrow of Iturbide and the establishment of a congress 
and a federal republic. Years later Santa Anna would confess that 
in 1822 he did not actually know what a republic was. Iturbide 
abdicated in 1823 and went into self-exile in Europe. A year 
later, after receiving word of a Spanish plan to reconquer Mexi-
co, he foolishly returned. The presumptuous ex-emperor was 
promptly arrested and executed by firing squad on July 19, 1824.

Romance temporarily distracted young Santa Anna from poli-
tics when he married 14-year-old Doña Inés de la Paz García on 
March 16, 1825. She was of Spanish descent and brought a 
moderate dowry with her. In time she bore Santa Anna two 
daughters and two sons and proved a devoted mother who 
avoided the limelight. Sadly, her 31-year-old husband contin-
ued with his womanizing, while lavishing more attention on his 
ever-growing collection of Napoléonic artifacts. He also gam-
bled incessantly and soon had a roostful of plucky gamecocks. 
Doña Inés retreated into the background, often separated from 
her dashing husband, until her premature death at age 35 on 
Aug. 23, 1844. Within weeks the 50-year-old widower married 
María Dolores de Tosta, a 15-year-old beauty of good family 
but headstrong disposition. It was not a happy union.

In October 1824 Guadalupe Victoria was elected first presi-
dent of the republic of Mexico under the constitution of 1824 
(modeled on that of the United States). Santa Anna provided 
crucial support, and Victoria became the only Mexican president 
before the 1860s to serve a full four-year term. The expiration of 
Victoria’s term ended Santa Anna’s support for the republic, for 
in 1829 he helped overturn the election and installed the losing 
candidate, the popular old revolutionary Vicente Guerrero, as 
president. He received promotion to the rank of general of divi-
sion (the highest rank in the army) as his reward. The new 
general promptly proved his worth at Tampico in September 
1829 when he defeated a Spanish invasion force from Cuba.

While Santa Anna faced down this foreign threat, intrigue 
ruled in Mexico City. Vice President Anastasio Bustamante 
deposed Guerrero and promptly had him executed, throwing 
the government into chaos. It was a moment made for Santa 
Anna. Acting on his Napoléonic instincts, he marched on Mex-
ico City, overthrew the illegitimate government and restored 
order. As the undisputed hero of the hour, Santa Anna easily 
won election as president in 1833 as a liberal committed to the 

Alamo in Ruins
The mission was in poor shape 

after its March 6, 1836, fall.

Sam the Savior
Houston saved the day 
for Texas with his victory 
over Santa Anna in the 
Battle of San Jacinto.
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federal constitution of 1824. He declined to take an active role 
in politics, leaving the details of government to his vice presi-
dent, Valentín Gómez Farías, while he retired to his vast estate 
in Veracruz.

In his absence Farías unwisely sought to undermine the power 
of both the army and the Catholic Church. The generals, who 
supported the church and a centralized government, rebelled 
and called on Santa Anna to assume the role of dictator. Once 
again the young general marched on the capital to restore 
order. He at first denounced the conservative generals, but then 
suddenly turned on his own vice president. Farías had called out 
the state militias in support of federalism, and this proved his 
undoing. In 1835 Santa Anna deposed his vice president, dis-
solved the congress, repealed the constitution of 1824, dismissed 
state legislatures and declared himself dictator.

Federalist militias in five states rose against Santa Anna, but 
the army and the church rallied to him, and he quickly defeated 
his enemies. Resistance in the north-central state of Zacatecas 
was particularly strong. Determined to make an example of the 
liberal rebels, Santa Anna executed their leaders and unleashed 
his army to engage in savage reprisals against the civilian popu-
lation. By 1835 the only remaining federalist stronghold was 
north of Coahuila in the department known as Texas.

 
Texas had long been trouble-
some to both Spain and Mexi-
co. In 1821 there were fewer than 
3,000 settlers in Texas. Continually 
harassed by the Comanches, they 
lived precarious lives distant from 
any markets for their produce or 
cattle. In 1825 the Mexican gov-
ernment offered large land grants 
and favorable tariff and tax incen-
tives to encourage foreign colonists 
to settle in Texas. They hoped the 
colonists might blunt the Coman-
che raids that had plagued the 
other northern Mexican states, as 
well as breathe some economic 
life into the beleaguered province. 
Among the most prominent of 
empresarios (“entrepreneurs”) who 
brought colonists into Texas was 
Stephen F. Austin. These new set-
tlers were required to swear alle-
giance to the republic, convert to 
Catholicism and know or learn 
Spanish but were otherwise left 
alone by Mexico City. By 1830 
these colonists, almost all of them 

Americans, outnumbered the Hispanics in Texas 10-to-1 and 
were increasingly restless under Mexican rule. All their trade, 
mostly in cotton, went east to the United States. They flagrantly 
ignored the Mexican law against slavery and were openly con-
temptuous of the Catholic faith.

The government in Mexico City responded with a new set of 
laws in 1830 that banned further immigration from the United 
States, ended tariff exemptions and reinforced the ban on 
slavery. The outraged citizens of Texas—Anglos and wealthy 
Hispanics alike—banded together to protest the legislation. Many 
supported Santa Anna in his 1833 election as president.

Santa Anna proved no friend to Texas, and in August 1835 he 
sent his brother-in-law, General Martín Perfecto de Cos, to Texas 
with 500 troops. Cos soon announced his intention to drive all 
Americans who had been in Texas fewer than five years out of 
the province. But when Cos sent troops to Gonzales in October 
to confiscate the small cannon they used to deter Comanche 
raids, the Texians fired on the Mexican soldiers, sparking the 
Texas Revolution. Austin soon led a disorganized but effective 
militia force against Cos at San Antonio de Béxar, the largest 
town in Texas, and on December 10 the Mexicans surrendered. 
Cos and his men were paroled and, after promising never again 
to take up arms against Texas, allowed to march south in peace.

Execution for Crockett
In a 1934 illustration by 
John W. Thomason Jr. 
Mexican soldiers at the 
Alamo lead a captive Davy 
Crockett before Santa Anna 
to learn his unhappy fate.
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This humiliation stained not only Mexican military 
honor but also Santa Anna’s family name. Adding 
insult to injury, his longtime political ally, Lo-
renzo de Zavala, had resigned his position as 
minister to France to return to his estate in 
east Texas and join the rebel cause. At a 
Mexico City dinner with the French am-
bassador Santa Anna boasted, “If the Ameri-
cans do not behave themselves, I will march 
across their country and plant the Mexican 
flag in Washington.”

Taking the field personally, Santa Anna ad-
vanced to Saltillo where he organized several 
thousand men into a poorly equipped army that 
then endured a grueling march to the Rio Grande 
dogged by disease, no medical care, poor rations 
and brutal weather. The commander ordered Cos 
and his troops to violate their parole and join the invasion force. 
Santa Anna proclaimed that any foreigners captured under arms 
were to be considered pirates and thus marked for summary 
execution. After the campaign’s successful conclusion he ex-
pected all foreigners to be expelled from Texas, their land grants 
nullified, their slaves freed.

On Feb. 21, 1836, Santa Anna’s 42nd birthday, he was at the 
head of his army some 25 miles from San Antonio. In hopes of 
surprising the Texians, the commander ordered General Joaquín 
Ramírez y Sesma on a surprise attack with an advance guard 
of lancers of the Dolores Regiment. A rainstorm delayed the 
lancers, giving the Texians time to retreat into a fortified old 
mission on the edge of town called the Alamo.

Sam Houston, commander of the rebel army, had sent friend 
Colonel James Bowie to the Alamo with orders to remove the 
artillery, destroy the sprawling fortifications and retreat eastward. 

Bowie disobeyed the order, declaring in a letter to pro-
visional Governor Henry Smith, “We will rather die 

in these ditches than give them up to the enemy.” 
Bowie, a living legend on the frontier who had 
given his name to a man-killing blade, soon fell 
ill, leaving effective command of the Alamo 
to 26-year-old cavalry officer Lt. Col. William 
Barret Travis. Joining his force of fewer than 
200 men was a band of Tennessee volunteers 
under former U.S. congressman David Crock-

ett, a celebrated figure of international renown.
Enrique Esparza, 8 years old at the time, re-

membered well the grand entry of Santa Anna 
into San Antonio. “Riding in front was Santa Anna, 
el Presidente!” he recalled years later. “This man 
was every inch a leader. All the officers dismount-
ed, but only the general tossed his reins to an aide 

with a flourish. I was very impressed.” The boy then fled with 
his family into the doubtful sanctuary of the Alamo.

For 13 days Santa Anna besieged the Alamo. Finally, 
on March 4, 1836, he called his officers together for a war 
council. In the contentious meeting General Manuel Fernández 
Castrillón argued that any assault should be postponed until 
heavier artillery arrived. He then joined with Colonel Juan 
Nepomuceno Almonte to protest the red flag declaration that 
no quarter would be given the rebels. The general dismissed 
his officers’ protests and ordered them to prepare for a pre-
dawn assault on March 6.

More than 1,000 troops took part, hitting the fortress from all 
sides: Cos from the northwest with 350 men; Colonel Francisco 
Duque from the northeast with 350; Colonel José María Romero 
from the east with 300 soldiers; and Colonel Juan Morales from 
the south with 100 men; while General Sesma’s cavalry patrolled 
the perimeter to prevent the escape of any defenders.

The battle was short but bloody, the attacking columns suffer-
ing heavy casualties. At the outset Colonel Duque fell wounded, 
and his soldiers faltered. Castrillón quickly took command 
of Duque’s column as Santa Anna committed his 400 reserves 
to the assault. It was all over within two hours.

Santa Anna entered the fort at 6:30 am. Lieutenant José En-
rique de la Peña, an aide to Colonel Duque, recalled the scene in 
his memoirs, published in 1955. The journal, whose validity few 
historians debate, offers a compelling account of the battle after-
math. As he commended the assembled troops on their glorious 
victory, Castrillón approached with five bloodied prisoners. De la 
Peña was fascinated by one of these men—“one of great stature, 
well proportioned, with regular features, in whose face there was 
the imprint of adversity, but in whom one also noticed a degree of 
resignation and nobility that did him honor.” The lieutenant later 
learned the man “was the naturalist David Crockett, well known 
in North America for his unusual adventures.” Santa Anna was 
furious with Castrillón for disobeying his orders and demanded 
he immediately execute the men. When Castrillón demurred, the 

Enrique Esparza
At age 8 in San Antonio 
he saw Santa Anna and 
was “very impressed.”

Sickbed Defense
An ailing Jim Bowie, 

iconic co-commander  
of the Alamo, made his 
last stand lying down.
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officers of Santa Anna’s staff fell upon the 
defenseless prisoners with their sabers.

Santa Anna later met with the handful of 
noncombatant survivors of the battle—Su-
sannah Dickinson and her infant daughter, 
Angelina, and Ana Esparza and her four 
children, as well as Travis’ slave Joe and a 
half-dozen Tejano women. Santa Anna gave 
each of the widows two silver dollars and a 
blanket. “He had a hard and cruel look, and 
his countenance was a very sinister one,” widow 
Esparza’s young son Enrique later recalled of be-
ing in the presence of the man responsible for 
his father’s death. “It has haunted me ever since 
I last saw it, and I will never forget the face or 
figure of Santa Anna.”

Despite the butcher’s bill of as many as 600 
Mexican dead or wounded, including 26 officers killed, Santa 
Anna was well pleased. “Much blood has been shed, but the 
battle is over,” he sniffed to staff officer Colonel Fernando Urriza. 
“It was but a small affair.” In a journal entry following the battle 
Captain José Juan Sanchez, adjutant to Cos, lamented, “With 
another victory like this one, we may all end up in hell.”

Santa Anna tarried several weeks in San Antonio, reportedly 
in pursuit of a local beauty. In the meantime General José 
Urrea’s column overtook a retreating Texian force from Goliad 
and forced their surrender. Urrea had the men imprisoned in 
Goliad and moved on, leaving a colonel in command. He then 
wrote Santa Anna to seek clemency for the Texians. Infuriated, 
the commander sternly rebuked his general, then sent his stand-
ing order to execute all rebels directly to Urrea’s deputy at 
Goliad. On March 27 the Mexican captors marched 342 Texian 
prisoners from town and murdered them along the roadside. 
A handful escaped in the confusion to carry the tale of Santa 
Anna’s perfidy to the world.

In early April Santa Anna, finally back in pursuit of the rebel 
army with 1,100 men, soon outdistanced the supporting col-
umns under Generals Urrea, Vicente 
Filisola and Antonio Gaona, burning 
Texas towns as he advanced. He was 
soon reinforced by Cos with 400 men. 
By April 20 he believed he had trapped 
Houston’s 800-man force near the coast 
on the San Jacinto River. But around 
4:30 p.m. on April 21 it was Houston and 
his ragtag force that sprang the trap on 
Santa Anna, who had grown complacent 
and contemptuous of his foe. The Mexi-
can commander fled the field, while the 
Texians killed 600 of his men and cap-
tured another 730. The next day a search 
party captured Santa Anna and brought 
him before Houston. In exchange for 
his life the vanquished general agreed 

to order all Mexican troops out of Texas and 
to urge his government to recognize Texas’ 
independence. After letting Santa Anna lin-
ger in prison seven months, Houston sent 
him east to Washington to meet with Presi-
dent Andrew Jackson.

An American warship carried Santa Anna 
back to Veracruz where, incredibly, he was 

greeted as a hero. He retired to his estate but 
was soon called back into military service to 

meet a French invasion force in a brief 1838 con-
flict over debt and trade agreements dubbed the 
Pastry War. In the thick of battle grapeshot shattered 
Santa Anna’s left leg. A field surgeon amputated 
the leg below the knee, and his men carried their 
wounded hero in triumph back to Mexico City 
on a litter, where—despite Santa Anna’s capitu-

lation to French demands—Congress for the fifth time named 
him president.

In the years that followed the continued bitter partisan poli-
tics between liberals and conservatives allowed the scheming 
general to move repeatedly in and out of power. The govern-
ment called him back from self-exile in Cuba to meet the 
American invasion in 1846, but he soon lost battles in the north 
to General Zachary Taylor and in the south to General Winfield 
Scott. At Cerro Gordo, east of Mexico City, on April 18, 1847, 
Santa Anna lost the decisive battle of the Mexican War, as well 
as his cork leg when his baggage was captured. He again fled 
into self-exile, this time to Jamaica, as others made peace with 
the conquerors with the Treaty of Guadalupe Hildalgo, which 
ceded one-third of Mexico’s northern territory.

Santa Anna returned to power for the 11th, and final, time in 
April 1853. During his term he negotiated the Gadsden Purchase 
with the United States for $10 million. He squandered much of 
the money and would have sold even more land had the Amer-
icans come up with the money. Liberal opponents finally forced 
him into exile again in 1855 and thus saved Mexico from the 

loss of further territory. Not until 1874 
was Santa Anna granted amnesty and 
finally allowed to return from exile. The 
Napoléon of the West died impover-
ished, nearly blind and largely forgotten 
on June 21, 1876—four days before the 
death of another controversial Western 
commander up north along Montana 
Territory’s Little Bighorn River.

In the United States today, when Santa 
Anna is remembered at all, it is as the 
villain of the Battle of the Alamo, yet his 
tempestuous career left an indelible mark 
on the history of the sister republics to 
the north and south of the Rio Grande. 
And his artificial limb remains enshrined 
in the military history of Illinois. 

Andrew Jackson
Santa Anna met the 

president in Washington 
before going home.

A Legend and His Leg
Santa Anna makes use of his artificial 

limb, in a fanciful illustration by Eric Seat.
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Films have often featured Santa Anna as the villain of the 
Alamo and the Texas Revolution. Such early movies as  
The Immortal Alamo (1911) and The Martyrs of the Alamo 
(1915) played up racial stereotypes of the day, but once 
Hollywood discovered “Latin lovers” were potential box 
office gold, filmmakers portrayed the general with more 
dignity as a worthy adversary. More often than not the role 
remained a relatively minor one, as in With Davy Crockett 
at the Fall of the Alamo (1926), Heroes of the Alamo (1937), 
The First Texan (1956), The Alamo (1960) and The Mask  
of Zorro (1998). In a handful of films and TV shows some 
wonderful actors have played Santa Anna as a major 
character, most notably the ever-reliable J. Carrol Naish  

in The Last Command (1955) and the celebrated Mexican 
actor Emilio Echevarria in The Alamo (2004). On television 
Edward James Olmos was villainous but excellent in the 
American Playhouse production Seguin (1982) on PBS,  
Raul Julia was superb in The Alamo: 13 Days to Glory 
(1987) on NBC, and Olivier Martinez captured the dicta- 
tor perfectly in the History miniseries Texas Rising (2015).  
The Mexican production His Most Serene Highness (2001), 
directed by Felipe Cazals and starring Alejandro Parodi as 
Santa Anna in his final days, was nominated for 11 Ariel 
Awards from the Mexican Academy of Film, and Ana 
Bertha Espin won best actress for portraying Santa Anna’s 
headstrong second wife, Dolores Tosta. —P.A.H.

Santa Anna on Film
Santa Anna appeared 
on the big screen in 
(clockwise from top) 
Alamo: The Price of 
Freedom (1988, played 
by Enrique Sandino), 
The Immortal Alamo 
(1911), Seguin (1982, 
Edward James Olmos), 
The Alamo (1960) and 
The Last Command 
(1955, J. Carrol Naish).

On-SCREEN SANTA ANNA

Paul Andrew Hutton, distinguished professor of history at the University of New Mexico, is an award-winning author  
and frequent contributor to Wild West. For further reading he recommends Santa Anna: A Curse Upon Mexico, by Robert  
L. Scheina, and the other books listed in Reviews (P. 82).
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Last Call for Mail
John William Smith, depicted  
in a painting by 20th-century 
Texas artist Warren Hunter, 
may have been the Alamo’s  
last courier on March 3, 1836. 
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nder cover of 
darkness on 
the night of 

March 3, 1836, a courier 
departed the besieged 
Alamo with a bundle of 
letters, including another 
desperate plea for rein-
forcements. He was report-
edly the last messenger to 
leave the doomed garrison. By 
sunrise on March 6 co-commander 
Lieutenant Colonel William Barret Travis 
and some 200 fellow Texian defenders lay dead 
after a defiant 13-day stand against thousands of 
Mexican soldiers under General Antonio López de 
Santa Anna.

Writers have since cranked out countless stories 
about the brave deeds reportedly done that day, 
leaving historians the monumental task of sift-
ing fact from layers of myth. Attempting to re-
construct just what took place inside the Alamo’s 
walls during the siege presents an even greater 
challenge. Prior to the siege, numerous defend-
ers wrote letters to loved ones back in the United 
States. Tennessean Micajah Autry, Kentuckian 
Daniel William Cloud and Pennsylvanian David 
P. Cummings are among those who wrote glow-
ing accounts of their journey into the Mexican 
province of Texas. Their words would foreshadow 
their deaths at the old mission on the outskirts of 
San Antonio de Béxar.

 
 

Yet the accounts of only a 
few survivors and a hand-
ful of correspondence 
written during the siege, 
including two letters by 
Travis dated to March 3— 
a note to his son’s care-

taker, David Ayers; and a 
request for a parley between 

Mexican army commanders 
and James Bowie, commander 

of the Alamo volunteers—survive to 
provide scant, yet precious details of the 

garrison’s final days and hours. Thus the complete 
March 3 bundle of letters represents a potential 
trove for Alamo researchers. Those missives re-
cord the final, intimate thoughts of a number of 
Alamo defenders, who by then clearly understood 
the peril of their predicament. So in the spirit of 
historical diligence, the question arises: Do any 
of those letters still exist?

The evidence is tantalizing.

Retired U.S. Marshal Bob Anderson of 
Harlingen, Texas, is a matter-of-fact kind of man. 
He had to be. Anderson’s assignments were often 
a matter of life and death, particularly for those 
he guarded in the U.S. Federal Witness Protection 
Program. He once guarded John Dean, the former 
White House counsel who pleaded guilty to ob-
struction of justice and turned state’s evidence in 
the Watergate scandal. Dean lived in a safe house FR
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MISSING 
ALAMO 

MISSIVES
Three days before the final attack Texian couriers 

slipped several dispatches through Mexican army lines. 
Have those letters vanished from history?

By Ron J. Jackson Jr.

U
Alamo Superman

William Travis sits down to 
write, in a 1955 sketch by 
Superman artist Fred Ray. 



WILD WEST   F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 848

FR
O

M
 T

O
P:

 R
O

N
 JA

CK
SO

N
 C

O
LL

EC
TI

O
N

; M
A

RK
 L

EM
O

N
/S

O
U

TH
W

ES
TE

RN
 H

IS
TO

RI
C 

A
RT

; O
PP

O
SI

TE
 F

RO
M

 T
O

P:
 T

EX
A

S 
ST

AT
E 

LI
BR

A
RY

 A
N

D
 A

RC
H

IV
ES

; C
LI

N
TO

N
 B

A
ER

M
A

N
N

/A
RT

IS
TI

C 
EN

D
EA

VO
RS

typically reserved for witnesses against the mafia 
and spent his days providing information to Water-
gate special prosecutor Archibald Cox. Anderson 
had a front-row seat to history.

Naturally, Anderson’s job as a U.S. marshal also 
required him to sniff out the occasional horse 
manure. Perhaps that’s why his Alamo story is, 
if nothing else, intriguing. Several years ago while 
on a drive through the Rio Grande Valley between 
McAllen and Brownsville, Texas, Anderson encountered a 
traveling carnival worker who introduced himself as William 
Linn (ironically or intentionally, a name shared by an Alamo 
defender from Massachusetts). Anderson, whose family is de-
scended from Alamo defender Andrew Kent, was wearing 
an Alamo Defenders Descendants Association jacket, and that 
sparked a conversation with Linn.

“He told me his grandfather was the former postmaster at 
Ooltewah, Tenn.,” Anderson recalled, “and he came into posses-
sion of an old box of letters years ago, several of which were 
written by Alamo defenders. The letters were supposedly still 
in the possession of his family.”

As the carny told it, the letters had been left at that post office 
in Tennessee’s Hamilton County. At the time few area residents 
were literate, Linn explained, and his grandfather told him that 
after he’d read the Alamo dispatches to the addressees, they 
returned home. Given the emotional ties such letters likely pro-
vided, it’s hard to imagine family members would leave them 
behind. That said, at least 32 Alamo defenders had Tennessee 
connections, including William Mills, who was born in Hamil-
ton County (Chattanooga). Thus it’s not a stretch to believe a 

batch of letters from the Alamo may have reached 
Tennessee in the weeks after the battle.

Linn eventually faded into the crowd, and Ander-
son’s subsequent attempts to find him failed.

Could Linn’s family hold some of the missing 
March 3 batch of Alamo letters? Or was he just 
another carny spinning a good yarn? “I believed 
him,” Anderson said bluntly. “I remember think-
ing, Who would come up with this kind of story out 

of nowhere? He had too many specific details on the spot.”
While the veracity of Linn’s story remains in doubt, what is 

certain is that a bundle of letters did leave the Alamo on March 3, 
1836, and at least three bearing that date successfully reached 
their intended destinations. Travis himself wrote two of those 
letters—one to “the president of the [Texas constitutional] con-
vention,” Richard Ellis (published in the March 12 San Felipe 
Telegraph and Texas Register), the other to a friend, thought to be 
Jesse Grimes (published in the March 24 Telegraph and Texas 
Register). Both provide important military details regarding the 
besieged garrison. In the first letter Travis described enemy 
entrenchments and firepower and how the spirits of his men 
were “still high” despite their having witnessed “at least 200 
shells” hammer the compound, albeit without “a single man” 
suffering injury. Travis also noted the recent arrival of 32 volun-
teers from Gonzales, as well as the arrival of courier James Butler 
Bonham that morning. The letter to Grimes offers similar details 
and yet another stern plea for reinforcements. In fiery words 
that have defined Travis as a tragic hero of Texas history, he 
concludes, “If my countrymen do not rally to my relief, I am 
determined to perish in the defense of this place, and my bones 

shall reproach my country for her neglect.”
A third letter dated March 3 was penned by 

Alamo defender Willis A. Moore, writing to fami-
ly members in Raymond, Miss. Moore wrote three 
letters from San Antonio, including two pre-siege 
letters, dated Dec. 28, 1835, and Jan. 13, 1836. 
Twenty years after the battle Moore’s heirs pre-
sented all three letters to the Texas General Land 
Office as evidence of Moore’s service to Texas 
and the land he was therefore due, but none has 
surfaced publicly.

An undated fourth letter—written by Travis to 
friend David Ayers—is also generally thought to 
have been sent March 3 from the doomed garri-
son and is arguably the most heart-wrenching mis-
sive of all known Alamo letters. Travis reportedly 
wrote it in great haste for his 6-year-old son, Charles, 
as the last courier prepared to bolt from the garri-
son. The letter—last seen in 1852—was scrawled on a 
scrap of yellow wrapping paper, torn and ragged to 
the point its date was unreadable, and delivered by a 
courier who brought news that Travis had answered 
the summons to surrender with a cannon shot, and 

Man of Letters
Retired U.S. Marshal  
Bob Anderson heard tell 
of a batch Alamo letters 
delivered to Tennessee.

While Travis (at left in this Mark Lemon illustration) 
wrote seven known letters during the siege, Davy 
Crockett (standing in the doorway) wrote just one.



FROM THE ALAMO
A list of correspondence sent from the besieged garrison 
February 23–March 6, 1836:
• James Bowie to the Mexican army (February 23)
• William Barret Travis and James Bowie to James Fannin (probably sent

February 23)
• Travis “To the People of Texas & All Americans in the World” (February 24)
• Travis to Sam Houston (February 25)
• Travis “to the president of the convention,” Richard Ellis (March 3)
• Travis to “Dear Sir” (probably Jesse Grimes, March 3)
• Travis to “Dear Sir” (probably David Ayers, and probably sent March 3

with final batch of letters)
• Travis to Rebecca Cummings (probably sent March 3)
• Willis A. Moore to family (March 3)
• David Crockett to unknown (sent sometime during the siege)

his flag still waved from the walls. The Alamo co-commander’s 
final words regarding his son are haunting:

Dear Sir: Take care of my little boy. If the country should be saved, 
I may make him a splendid fortune. But if the country should 

be lost, and I should perish, he will have nothing but the proud 
recollection that he is the son of a man who died for his country.

Travis seldom varnished his thoughts, thus another missive 
reportedly written by him and delivered with the final March 3 
bundle remains the holy grail of all Alamo letters. The ad-
dressee was his fiancée, Rebecca Cummings. Unfortunately, 
its contents have never been revealed and may forever remain 
a mystery. According to the remembrances of Angelina Eberly, 
a San Felipe boardinghouse operator, the letter to “Miss Cum-
mings” arrived in town on March 6, the day the Alamo fell. 
Years later Eberly related her account of its memorable arrival 
to Mary Austin Holley, whose papers are housed in the Dolph 
Briscoe Center for American History at the University of Texas 
at Austin. One can only imagine what Travis—a man of the 
Romantic era—related to his fiancée in a private letter as he 
stood on the doorstep of eternity.

Cummings may have discarded Travis’ missive after marrying 
attorney David Young Portis in 1843, as a letter from an old flame 
might not serve a marriage well. Of course, that is mere specu-
lation. A potentially interesting footnote to the Travis-Cummings 
romance is that Rebecca may be buried in the Odd Fellows 
Cemetery in San Antonio, depending on whose genealogy one 
believes. Cummings died in either 1872 or 1874. At the time 
that hilltop cemetery offered an unobstructed view of the Alamo. 
Coincidence? Perhaps.

The March 3 batch of letters from the Alamo spurred a range 
of emotions across the Texas frontier. In his journal entry of 
March 6 Virginian William Fairfax Gray, who was in Washington- 
on-the-Brazos to observe the constitutional convention, noted, 
“This morning, while at breakfast, a dispatch was received from 
Travis, dated Alamo, March 3.” Gray was referencing Travis’ 
letter to Ellis, who read the missive aloud to the gathered dele-
gates. At first they debated whether the Alamo was truly under 
siege. Doubts festered. Ellis then gathered the delegates together 
to assess the authenticity of the letter. In a document preserved in 
the Audited Military Claims collection at the Texas State Library 

Death-Defying Dispatch
Travis’ signature graces the  
Feb. 24, 1836, letter addressed  
“To the People of Texas & All 
Americans of the World,” aka  
the “Victory or Death” letter. 

Idle Hours at the Alamo
In Texas artist Clinton Baermann’s romantic take 
defenders find time for music, maybe writing, too.
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in Austin, eyewitness Lancelot Abbotts, a printer and clerk from 
San Felipe, recounted the frantic scene:

The veracity of the courier who carried it to Washington, and the 
authenticity of the signature of Travis, were questioned by some 
members of the Convention and by citizens. Two or three of the 
members were aware that I knew well the handwriting of Col. 
Travis, and a Committee of the Convention waited on me to ascer-
tain my opinion on the matter. I unhesitatingly pronounced the 
dispatch (brief as it was) to be the handwriting of the brave Travis.

A public meeting was called for the purpose of enlisting vol-
unteers for the relief of the Alamo. At this time there was living 
in Washington a doctor by the name of Biggs, or Briggs, who 
was a big, burly, brave Manifest Destiny man. He made a speech, 
in which he declared his unbelief in the dispatch and the utter 
impossibility of any number of Mexicans to take the Alamo when 
defended by near 200 men.

Travis’ letter to Ellis, of course, was as real as Santa Anna’s 
ability to overpower the Texians defending the Alamo’s walls. 
The fact that a courier successfully slipped through enemy lines 
with a saddlebag of letters is in itself a miracle. Mexican patrols 
were everywhere.

One persistent story identifies John William Smith as the 
Alamo’s last courier, although evidence found by the late Alamo 

historian Thomas Ricks Lindley suggests someone else might 
have carried the March 3 letters through the Mexican lines. Lind-
ley cited Alamo defender James Lee Ewing’s probate, in which 
Smith testified two years after the battle. It bears the follow-
ing notation: “He [Smith] left him [Ewing] in the Alamo on the 
Friday night previous to its fall.” Friday night was March 4, 1836.

So if Smith didn’t leave until March 4, who did carry the last 
known batch of letters beyond the garrison gates? As many as 
22 men have been identified as Alamo couriers with varying 
degrees of credible evidence since the famed last stand of 1836. 
There simply isn’t enough information to know for certain who 
that fearless courier might have been.

The historical record is clear that William Bull carried a batch 
of the Alamo’s final dispatches 110 miles from Gonzales to 
the constitutional convention at Washington-on-the-Brazos. He 
arrived on the morning of March 6 and is the courier who carried 
Travis’ letter to Ellis and whose “veracity” certain delegates and 
citizens called into question that day. Joseph D. Clements, a 
prominent member of Gonzales’ defiant militia, had paid Bull 
$5 for his troubles.

Evidence also indicates the Alamo’s final batch of letters were 
split by March 6. Gray’s March 6 journal entry at Washington 
(noting the arrival of Travis’ letter to Ellis) and Eberly’s recol-
lection of March 6 at San Felipe (noting the arrival of Travis’ 
letter to Cummings) support that conclusion. The split might 
have occurred at Gonzales or at Moore’s Ferry on the Colorado 
River. Regardless, the letters were divided, and another unknown 
courier was called into service.

A petition submitted decades later to the Texas Legislature 
lends additional weight to this scenario. In it W.D. Grady, then 
employed as a printer for the Telegraph and Texas Register  in San 
Felipe, recalled when letters from Travis (perhaps the one written 
to Cummings) and David Crockett arrived from the Alamo. Grady 
doesn’t mention the arrival date. Were these missives part of the 
March 3 bundle? As with the letter Travis reportedly wrote to 
Cummings, the Crockett letter Grady cited has never surfaced 
and would be worth a fortune if still in existence.

Such a prospect is not unheard of, even in Alamo circles. 
Several years ago a portrait of Alamo defender Joseph G. Wash-
ington surfaced, having been in family possession in Kentucky 
since his 1835 departure for Texas. The importance of its dis-
covery can’t be overstated. Until the emergence of the Wash-
ington painting, only three Alamo defenders were known 
to have sat for portraits in their lifetime (Crockett, Bowie and 
Dr. Amos Pollard).

A rare letter from an Alamo defender could also resurface. 
During the 1960s and ’70s unscrupulous visitors to various state 
and county archives made off with thousands of Texas Republic–
era documents, as chronicled in W. Thomas Taylor’s 1991 book 
Texfake: An Account of the Theft and Forgery of Early Texas Printed 
Documents. At least 846 historic papers vanished from the Texas 
State Archives alone. A few brazen souls even attempted to 
auction off such treasures. Other documents undoubtedly turned 
up on the black market and remain in private hands.

Joseph G. Washington
He was one of only four Alamo 
defenders known to have sat  
for portraits in their lifetime.  
As his lost portrait surfaced,  
why not the missing letters?



San Antonio resident 
Eulalia Yorba, who 
watched the Alamo 
battle unfold from  
the safe haven of a 
neighboring priest’s 
home, also witnessed 
the final words of 
many Alamo defend-
ers, written words 
contained within 
hurriedly scrawled 
wills she found  
on the Texians’
lifeless bodies.

In the immediate 
aftermath of the 

assault Mexican 
officers pressed  
Yorba and other  
local women into ser- 
vice to tend to their 
wounded. “Such a 
dreadful sight,” Yorba 
recalled in an April 12, 
1896, interview with 
the San Antonio  
Daily Express. “The 
roadway was thronged 
with Mexican sol- 
diers with smoke- 
and dirt-begrimed 
faces, haggard eyes 
and wild, insane 

expression. There 
were 12 or 15 bodies  
of Mexicans lying 
dead and bleeding 
here and there, and 
others were being 
carried to an adobe 
house across the  
way. The stones in 
the church wall were 
spotted with blood, 
the doors were splin- 
tered and battered in.”

Yorba described  
the scene inside.  
“The dead Texians  
lay singly and in 
heaps of three or  
four or in irregular 
rows here or there all 
about the floor of the 
Alamo, just as they 
had fallen.” She could 
scarcely avoid step- 
ping over the bodies 
to reach others who 
were drawing their 
last breaths. At her 
feet lay one young 
man who had been 
shot through the 
forehead, “his eyes 
staring wildly open,” 
as if gazing at her.  

“A yard away was a 
grizzled old Texian 
whose beard and 
long, unkempt hair 
were clotted with 
blood that trickled 
from his mouth and 
ears.” Another lay 
dead with his musket 
still gripped tightly  
in one hand, a ram- 
rod in the other.

On closer inspec-
tion Yorba noticed 
papers protruding 
from many of the 
Texians’ pockets—
wills hastily jotted 
down on used enve- 
lopes or the blank 
leaves of books.

Unfortunately, 
none of those wills  
or their words are 
known to have 
survived. While 
Mexican officers 
allowed their sol- 
diers to loot the 
Texian dead, it’s 
unlikely they would 
have preserved any 
documents, unless 
they were of political 

or military impor-
tance. The content  
of one such letter  
did survive—a 
missive from Robert 
McAlpin William- 
son to friend Wil- 
liam Barret Travis. 
Retrieved from 
Travis’ saddlebag  
and presented to 
Mexican General 
Antonio López de 
Santa Anna, it 
encouraged the Ala- 
mo co-commander  
to “hold firm,” as 300 
reinforcements were 
rushing to the aide of 
the besieged garrison.

The Williamson 
letter—carried to  
the Alamo by courier 
James Butler Bonham 
—is the only corre-
spondence known  
to have been re- 
ceived by the garri- 
son during the 13- 
day siege. Mexico 
City’s El Nacional 
newspaper first pub- 
lished the letter  
in 1961. —R.J.J.

TEXIANS’ LAST WORDS

The letter of March 3, 1836, that Alamo defender Willis 
Moore wrote might fall under this category. Moore’s heirs pre-
sented the letter to the Texas General Land Office on Sept. 22, 
1856, but it has since gone missing from his file there. State 
officials may have returned it and the two other letters in his 
file to Moore’s executor. Perhaps they were misfiled. Or maybe 
they were stolen.

If still in existence, his letter and the other missing missives 
would be invaluable to the Alamo story, for they contain words 
that whisper from the grave. 

Ron J. Jackson Jr. is from Binger, Okla. He is the co-author, 
with Lee Spencer White, of both the 2015 book Joe, the 
Slave Who Became an Alamo Legend and the article “The 
Legend of Alamo Joe,” in the February 2016 Wild West.  
For further reading he recommends Alamo Traces, by  
Thomas Ricks Lindley; The Alamo Reader, by Todd Hansen; 
and Texfake, by W. Thomas Taylor.

Last Written Words
Eulalia Yorba saw hurriedly scrawled 
wills on some of the Texians’ bodies. 

Davy’s Last Stamp 
Crockett, the Alamo’s 

biggest celebrity, might 
have had a missive in 
the March 3 bundle.
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allie Lucy Chisum Robert, niece of pioneering 
cattleman John Chisum, rivals her infamous old 
friend Billy the Kid as one of the most misunder-
stood figures in New Mexico history. Her journal 
entries, from 1877 to her death in 1934, represent 
a rare written record of frontier life among the 
notable cattlemen and outlaws of that time and 

place. As evinced by those journals, Robert’s actions centered 
on Chisum family decisions. While such regional historians 
as Harwood P. Hinton, Maurice Garland Fulton and Eve Ball 
captured her world in realistic terms, other interpreters related 
a shadier, more fanciful view.

It took Sallie Lynn Chisum Robert (referred to in this article 
as “Sallie the Younger”), Sallie Chisum Robert’s great-grand-
daughter and namesake, to set the record straight. Sallie the 
Younger’s father was William Lee Robert, who merits wide-
spread mention in grandmother Sallie Lucy Chisum’s diaries 
and was her charge for 14 years. Since her brother Shearman’s 

death in a July 2008 farming accident, Sallie the Younger is 
the last of her family branch.

Sallie Lucy Chisum was born in Denton County, Texas, 
to James and Josephine (née Wright) Chisum on May 26, 1858. 
Her older sister, Mary Branch, was born in 1855, while younger 
brothers Walter and Will were born in 1861 and 1864, respec-
tively. Livestock ranching brought a rapid rise in family fortunes, 
but it was a hard life. Sallie’s sister died in 1873; her mother 
two years later. Existing books and articles have chronicled the 
family’s arduous move from Texas to New Mexico Territory, but 
older accounts often romanticize the decision. Sallie’s celebrated 
Uncle John Chisum, assisted by his brothers, knew their chances 
of success depended on a sound business plan. New Mexico 
historian Morgan Nelson, who wrote extensively of the Chisums’ 
South Spring Ranch, notes the brothers carefully chose their 
land, centering their operation on an area outside Roswell with 
plentiful water. The cattlemen built a diversion dam on the 

MUCH  
MISUNDERSTOOD

MISS CHISUM
Niece of a legendary New Mexico cattleman, 

Sallie Chisum befriended Billy the Kid—but that’s as far as it went
By David S. Turk with Sallie Lynn Chisum Robert

 S



Kidding Around
 Yes, Sallie Chisum made 

a pal of then cowboy 
Billy the Kid (opposite) in 

New Mexico Territory, 
but things between  

them never got serious.
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South Spring River and channeled irrigation canals to water 
newly planted fruit trees, alfalfa and corn.

Life at South Spring brought Sallie Lucy Chisum into contact 
with a number of cowboys employed by the family, including 
William Bonney (who later gained notoriety as “Billy the Kid”). 
In what is perhaps the central misunderstanding of Sallie’s life, 
several sources alluded she and Billy were lovers. While a 1988 
article in New Mexico magazine suggested her descendants were 
divided on the topic, Sallie the Younger answers the question of 
her ancestor’s alleged romance with the Kid with an emphatic no. 
California-based researcher Dr. Whitny Braun undertook a thor-
ough transcription of Sallie Chisum’s 1878–79 diary (written 
during the Lincoln County War), and it expounds on much of 
what was unclear in Sallie’s uneven and hurried earlier journals. 
There are two entries of note. The first reads, “Indian tobacco 
sack presented to me on 13 of August 1878 by William Bonny 
[sic].” The second, “Two candi [sic] hearts given me by Willie 
Bonny on the 22 of August,” suggests a possible flirtation between 

the pair, and Bonney even wrote a letter to Sallie, received on 
July 20, 1878. The exchanges indicate at minimum a friendship 
between them, but not necessarily a romance.

Other sources confirm her great-granddaughter’s contention 
that Sallie’s interaction with Billy was situational rather than 
romantic. The young cowboy’s association with the Chisums 
came early in his career. He arrived on scene sometime after the 
1877 Pecos War, which pitted the large Chisum enterprise against 
cattle ranchers based around the settlement of Seven Rivers. 
According to historian Clifford Caldwell, the conflict was “in 
large part brought on by John Chisum and his battle for grazing 
land along the Pecos River.” When interviewed by Harwood 
Hinton in 1980, William Lee Robert described a key incident 
in family lore involving Sallie and Billy:

Well, Billy and his gang had come to the ranch, and somebody was 
chasing him in the adobe house—had little not portholes but slots. 
And so Grandmother [Sallie] was washing clothes…and Billy and 

South Springs Ranch
Sallie stands by the gate  
at far right with husband 
William Robert and baby, 
while cowhands pose on  
their mounts, circa 1888. 

Sallie’s Daddy
She stuck with James Thomas 
Chisum through boom and bust.

Sallie’s Sons
Two and a half years separated 
John (left) and Frederick Robert. 
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his gang, he got on top of the house, and he hollered 
down, “Miss Sallie, get inside!” So she run inside.

As bullets flew, the story goes, the Kid’s prompt 
warning saved Sallie. Her gratitude, and perhaps 
her maternal instincts for the cowhands as a whole, 
fostered a friendship with Billy. There’s meager evi-
dence it went beyond that. Her daily contact with 
the many cowhands provided opportunities for any 
of them to make romantic overtures, but she took 
her duties to her father and South Spring seriously. 
Likewise, the cowhands were protective of her.

Within months Sallie left the cowboys at South 
Spring to attend school in Anton Chico, a village 
south of Las Vegas, New Mexico Territory. There in 
the summer of 1878 she met storekeeper William 
Robert, a college-educated immigrant from the Ger-
man state of Schleswig-Holstein with distant ties to 
Danish nobility. Robert’s travels had taken him from 
St. Louis, where he’d apprenticed with an uncle, to 
the silver boomtown of Las Animas, Colo. By 1877 
he had opened a mercantile store in Anton Chico. 
In her journal entries Sallie noted happenings in the 
village, and “Mr. Robert” pops up time and again.

William Robert and Sallie Chisum married in 
Anton Chico on Jan. 26, 1880. Their firstborn son, 
Reinhardt, died within weeks of his birth that De-
cember. Sallie gave birth to John Ernst, the first of 
their two surviving sons, the following December 
(five months after Lincoln County Sheriff Pat Garrett 
shot down Billy the Kid). Youngest son Frederick 
Theodore followed in 1884. That year Sallie’s Uncle 
John Chisum died of cancer in Eureka Springs, 
Ark. Although he had moved some of his business 
out of the Pecos during the Lincoln County War, 
plenty of livestock remained for his family. William 
Robert had already left Anton Chico to work for 
the Chisums, and the family’s ubiquitous “Jingle-
bob” earmark (a knife cut to each steer’s left ear 
caused one part to dangle like the jinglebob on a 
spur), Long Rail brand and name had spread across 
New Mexico Territory. Unfortunately, the fami-
ly fortunes declined after John’s death, as James 
Chisum teamed with his son-in-law in disastrous 
financial ventures.

Despite business challenges, the resilient family 
weathered the loss of the South Spring Ranch. 
According to William Lee Robert, his grandfather 
was always on the road. During one of his pro-
longed absences William Robert forged a partner-
ship with James W. Summers, an Iowa native who 
ran a 20,000-acre spread on private land in Kan-
sas. In August 1890 the ambitious Robert left New 
Mexico Territory and removed to what became 

the X-I Ranch in Meade County, Kan. Sallie chose 
to remain in New Mexico Territory with her father. 
It was a difficult decision, and she knew divorce 
was likely. Sallie’s journal entries indicate she and 
William shared custody of the boys, who learned 
their father’s trade. After the sale of South Spring 
in 1890, the divorce was finalized.

Sallie’s first home as a divorcée was a simple 
adobe family retreat. In their book Three Ranches 
West Clarence Siringo Adams and Tom Brown 
noted that flash floods pounded the small house 
in 1894. Rather than give up, Sallie moved into a 
nearby house. Subsequent land speculation brought 
an influx of real estate dealers. Among them was 
another German immigrant, Baldwin Gustav Steg-
man, a decade Sallie’s junior. Historians give Steg-
man passing mention. After a brief courtship the 
couple married on Sept. 1, 1895. Each dealt in real 
estate, and by 1899 a steady flow of settlers to the 
area necessitated a post office, named Stegman, 
at which Sallie served as postmistress.

But the match didn’t work, and their relationship 
dissolved in acrimony. The couple mainly argued 
over money troubles, an anxiety Sallie carried since 
the loss of the family ranch. By December 1903 the 
marriage was over, and Stegman left New Mexico 
Territory. Sallie burned much of their correspon-
dence, as noted in her diary entry of March 14, 
1917: “I burned up B.G. Stegman’s letters and many 
other today. It makes my heart sad to read [them]. 
…It calls to mind sad memories.” Other journal 
entries confirm she periodically burned personal 
letters. While Stegman started a new life and family 
in Brownsville, Texas, misfortune dogged him, and 
he killed himself on July 23, 1917.

The Stegman divorce ushered in another transi-
tional period for Sallie. Her father died in 1908, and 
brother Will moved his family to California a few 
years later. She resumed the surname Robert for 
the sake of her sons, both of whom married. In 1908 
John married Bessie Adams, the daughter of his 
father’s X-I Ranch partner Horace Greeley Adams, 
and six years later Fred married Evie Shearman, the 
daughter of a Tennessee-born businessman. In 1915 
Fred and Evie had their only child, William Lee 
Robert. After World War I the Spanish flu ravaged 
the country, soon reaching the Southwest. In early 1919 Sallie recorded the 
sickness of neighbors, and on April 3 daughter-in-law Evie succumbed to the 
disease in Texas. “At Roswell,” Sallie wrote, “waiting for Mr. Shearman, Cassie, 
Fred and little Billie Lee to come in with Evie’s body to lay her away by the side 
of little Grace [Shearman].…We looked upon the sweet, cold face of dear Evie.”

After Evie’s service Sallie stayed in Los Angeles for a time. She weathered 
the travels in good spirits, though her asthmatic conditions worsened in the 

Sallie’s First Husband
German-born William 
Robert about the time he 
married Sallie in 1880.

Sallie’s Uncle
John Chisum and brothers 
started the pioneering 
South Spring Ranch. 



Girl With a Curl
Sallie, sporting a 
fashionable spit curl, 
posed for this portrait  
in the early 1890s.
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moist coastal climate. Her sons, meanwhile, immersed them-
selves in new ventures, notably a film production company 
called Berwilla. (Within a few years the Robert brothers, seem-
ingly bearing the family curse for business, lost money and 
withdrew from moviemaking.) Along the way widower Fred 
Robert met young widow Florence Stokes. “Her husband and 
son died in a car crash,” Sallie the Younger recalls, “and she 
came to California to specifically meet Fred.”

As her sons led their own lives, Sallie returned to New Mexi-
co, soon welcoming grandson William Lee Robert into her 
home. She would care for him for more than a decade, and his 
companionship was a tonic to her. Fred and Florence lived in 
New York, devoting their attention to a perfume importation 
business. In Fred’s absence his late wife’s family, the Shearmans, 
provided for the child, but young William remained mystified 
over the detachment of his father, which drifted between indiffer-
ence and distant affection. 

After a decade of heartbreaking loss, Sallie herself seemingly 
valued friendship more than romance, though she did engage 
in a long-term relationship with a companion named Bill Allen. 
A decade younger than Sallie, Allen was present at every turn 
for 19 years, from 1902 until his 1921 death. He regularly appears 
in Sallie’s journals over those years. William Lee Robert spoke 
of “Uncle Bill” in his 1980 interview with historian Hinton. 
“We had a man that lived there with grandmother,” he recalled. 
“Bill Allen was his name. He was a mature man. But he drove her 
car, kept her car up…and drove her where she wanted to go.”

Sallie makes fond mention of Bill in her journal entries, par-
ticularly how much she missed him during her solo travels. His 
death devastated her. In her journal entry for New Year’s Day 
1922, a few weeks after his death, she wrote, “We don’t have 
our dear Uncle Bill Allen with us now. Poor dear old pal.” She 
mentions him again in her January 8 journal entry: “Dear Uncle 
Bill passed away one month ago this morn at 11:15. Willie Lee 
and I miss him so, our dear friend.” Bill Allen is buried in Sallie’s 
family plot in Roswell’s South Park Cemetery.

During his years with his grandmother, William Lee 
Robert recalled, Sallie rarely lived in the past. That changed in 
1926, when Walter Noble Burns published The Saga of Billy the 
Kid. All at once, in the outlaw’s shadow, Sallie’s personal saga 
became a topic of gossip among a nationwide readership. Histo-
rian Maurice Garland Fulton of Roswell’s New Mexico Military 
Institute answered Burns with his own research and the next year 
helmed a new edition of Pat Garrett’s ghostwritten biography 
The Authentic Life of Billy the Kid. Fresh from this success, Fulton 
pursued another line of the story, after Lily Ann Casey Klasner, 
a daughter of one of the area’s earliest settlers, gave him access 
to a trunk filled with the papers and photos of her friend Sallie 
Chisum Robert. Klasner proposed a project to rival Burns’ work. 
Sallie’s interaction with Fulton was minimal, but it was doubtful 
she grasped Klasner’s ambitious plans. Although the historian 
had access to the papers, Fulton was to be Klasner’s Ash Upson 
(Garrett’s ghostwriter). He delved into the project with enthusi-

asm, but in late 1928 he and Klasner fell out, and Fulton walked 
away from the project.

Sallie and William Lee Robert later moved to a modest home 
in Roswell. By the early 1930s Sallie’s health had declined, and 
she remained bedridden nearly a year. Lily Klasner served as her 
nurse. Some suspected Klasner’s intentions. At one point Sallie’s 
son Fred sought to have his mother’s urine examined, likely 
looking for evidence of infection or, perhaps, poisoning. On 
Sept. 12, 1934, Sallie Lucy Chisum Robert died. 

Speculation about Sallie’s past only increased after her death, 
the stigma of divorce and her friendship with an infamous outlaw 
largely shaping public opinion. William Lee Robert’s wife walked 
out of one seminar rife with rumors about Sallie’s personal life. 
But as Sallie the Younger points out, there was an underreported 
selfless side to her great-grandmother. At times in her life Sallie 
Chisum Robert took in underprivileged children, providing 
clothing, food and lodging while they pursued their studies. 
Sculptor Robert Summers strove to capture that spirit in a 2003 
bronze titled First Lady of Artesia, which stands larger than life at 
the intersection of West Main Street and South 3rd Street in 
Artesia (the town founded and once named after Sallie’s ex- 
husband Baldwin Gustav Stegman). The figure of the onetime 
postmistress stands with two children and points to a copy of 
Pat Garrett’s biography of Billy the Kid. Ironically, Sallie dis-
agreed with Garrett’s interpretation of many events, and the 
book is one of the reasons she remains misunderstood. 

David Turk has been the U.S. Marshals Service historian 
since 2001 and is the author of Forging the Star: The 
Official Modern History of the United States Marshals 
Service (2016) and Blackwater Draw: Three Lives, Billy the 
Kid and the Murders That Started the Lincoln County War 
(2010). The authors thank the Artesia (N.M.) Historical 
Museum & Art Center for its assistance. Suggested for 
further reading: Three Ranches West, by Clarence Siringo 
Adams and Tom Brown, and John Simpson Chisum: The 
Cattle King of the Pecos Revisited, by Clifford R. Caldwell.

Sallie’s Pal and Grandson
“Uncle Bill” Allen helps William 

Lee Robert trim a Christmas  
tree in Roswell in 1920.
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SETTLER 
TROUBLE

AT TOWSON
The frontier Army’s biggest challenge in Arkansas Territory 

lay not in subduing Indians but in keeping out illegal white settlers
By Gregory F. Michno
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ust what kind of a “Wild West” was it? From its 
inception to the Civil War the U.S. Army’s most 
troublesome adversary on the frontier was not 

the Indian but the illegal white settler, its primary mission not 
Indian fighting but peacekeeping. Indeed, the Army’s central 
duty was to enforce the Indian Trade and Intercourse Acts, a 
series of six statutes passed between 1790 and 1834 whose main 
provisions called for the regulation of Indian trade; promotion 
of Indian civilization, welfare and education; enforcement of 
Indian boundary lines; and removal and possible imprisonment 
of trespassers. The Army’s role was constabulary, and it quickly 
learned its toughest assignment would be to keep settlers from 
illegally entering Indian country.

Arkansas Territory was a textbook example. Settlers began 
moving into what was then Indian country shortly after the War 
of 1812. In 1819, as the government prepared to open up the 
newly organized territory, 7th U.S. Infantry Major William Brad- 
ford received orders to remove all whites who had settled west 
of the Kiamichi River on land set aside for the Choctaws in what 
would become Indian Territory (present-day eastern Oklahoma). 
Bradford’s men drove out about 200 families, although many 
moved right back after the troops left. “These people,” British- 
born botanist Thomas Nuttall sniffed of the intruders, “bear the 
worst moral character imaginable, being many of them rene-
gades from justice, and as such have forfeited the esteem of 
civilized society.” As it proved easier to move boundaries than 
squatters, in 1824 the government shifted the boundary line 
west, placing the settlers out of Indian Territory. But in 1825 the 
line shifted back east to the present-day Arkansas-Oklahoma 
state line, again making the settlers illegal.

To enforce the Trade and Intercourse Acts, the Army was  
 continually called on to remove settlers from Indian country. In  

 
 
 
 
 
May 1824 7th Infantry Major Alexander Cummings oversaw 
the establishment of Cantonment Towson (named for Nathaniel 
Towson, paymaster general of the Army), a half-dozen miles 
north of the confluence of the Kiamichi and the Red River, to 
protect the Choctaws and Chickasaws and keep out the whites. 
But laws and declarations did little to deter illegals. By 1825 
Miller County, in southwestern Arkansas Territory, was home 
to 2,500 settlers, all on the wrong side of the border. Cummings 
was to evict the squatters and stop others from entering Indian 
country to hunt, trap and sell liquor. In November 1824 the 
major sent Arkansas Territory District Attorney Samuel C. Roane 
the names of 22 violators and urged their prosecution. 

While Cummings awaited an answer, everything around him 
exploded. He had made enemies by destroying local stills, and 
when someone leaked his list of boundary violators, it was more 
than enough, the major noted with alarm, to produce “among 
the settlers in this neighborhood a hostility to the garrison.”

The settler troubles sparked off in early January 1825 when 
post quartermaster Lieutenant Charles Thomas borrowed a 
horse from civilian James Brice to ride to Miller Courthouse for 
the mail. The animal was injured during the trip, and Brice 
sought compensation of $35. Thomas refused. Brice brought suit 
in Justice of the Peace John Bowman’s court, but the lieutenant 
failed to appear. A jury awarded damages of $45. Thomas 
wouldn’t pay, so Constable James Garner seized the lieutenant’s 
own horse and locked it up in Samuel Brice’s stable.

On the night of January 19 a troop of 11 enlisted men under 
Sergeant Henry L. Jernigan slipped away from the post and 
headed for the cabins of James Garner and William and James 
Brice, bent on vengeance. Garner had seized Thomas’ horse, 
while the Brices were on Major Cummings’ list of boundary 

J

Towson Historic Site
The Army established Cantonment 

Towson in 1824 to protect Choctaws 
and Chickasaws and rein in settlers.
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violators. If the soldiers needed a further excuse, one or both 
places were known to operate stills. They first broke into Garner’s 
cabin, where, in the presence of terrified women and children, 
they pummeled Garner, Warren Pearson and Maurice Pender-
grass with fists and whipped them with hickory switches.

The soldiers next went to the Brices, broke into their stable 
and took Thomas’ horse. “Shortly after,” William Brice recalled, 
“[they] entered my house with cocked guns and threatened my 
life, rummaged the house and throwed down a bed and raised 
the floor.” When Brice challenged their authority, the soldiers 
said Major Cummings had ordered them to take a horse, saddle 
and bridle, or burn down the premises. “They threatened to 
burn my house and beat out my brains,” Brice said, “[and] to 
whip James Brice and James Garner to death.” After roughing up 
the occupants, the soldiers went to Justice Bowman’s place and 
told him what they had done.

Sergeant Jernigan and his men, apparently not realizing the 
gravity of their transgression, spent the rest of the night at Samuel 
Brice’s. Meanwhile, Bowman and fellow Justice Joshua Ewing 
issued battery and burglary warrants, then deputized Charles 
Moore, who went in search of the soldiers with a civilian posse.

Sergeant Jernigan was eating breakfast when the 
mob of men busted into Sam Brice’s cabin. One 
man struck Jernigan in the mouth while others 
bound him. Private John Callender was standing 
by the fire when Pearson strode up and pressed 
the muzzle of a pistol to his chest. The other posse 
members went to rouse the sleeping soldiers. Jesse 
Cheek, recalled Private Jacob Page, told him not to 
move or “he would blow my brains out.” Private 
Sam Lofton added that Cheek “snap[ped] his rifle 
two or three times” at Jernigan, but it did not fire. 
Frustrated, he swung it like a club, instead smash-
ing Private Michael McDevitt in the head. When 
McDevitt hit the floor, James Brice stomped him. 
Meanwhile, William Brice beat Callender so hard 
that he broke the club he was using. “After abus-
ing us and knocking several of us down,” recalled 
Private William McMahon, “[they] took us out and 
tied us and then proceeded to Squire Ewing’s.” 
An understated Constable Moore called the affair 
a “severe struggle.”

The posse’s treatment of the soldiers did not improve on the 
march. When Private John Noakes ducked into the woods to 
relieve himself, Cheek forced him back in line, and another man 
struck him. When Jernigan protested that such treatment was 
“contrary to the law of nature,” Cheek called Jernigan a “damned 
rascal” and clubbed him in the head. The walking soldiers could 
not keep up with the riding civilians. Cheek and Moore used 
their rifle ramrods as prods to speed up the captives’ pace. When 
Jernigan moved to steer his men around a marsh, the guards re-
fused, and Cheek ordered them into the water. When the sergeant 
protested, Moore rode him down with his horse, then Cheek 
pushed him underwater. “I would rather shoot you than a rattle-
snake,” Cheek told him, vowing to kill him if given an excuse.

Noakes was nearing exhaustion, and when he slowed his pace, 
another posse member rode him down. Noakes rebuked the 
man for abusing a bound captive. The infuriated rider then 
jumped from his horse and struck Noakes across the neck with 
his rifle, knocking him down. Apparently feeling guilty, the man 
then offered Noakes the use of his horse—if the private paid 
him $1. Noakes paid and was permitted to ride the next few 
miles to Justice Ewing’s.

En route other soldiers drew the ire of their guards for un-
accounted reasons. James Brice hit Private McDevitt with his 
rifle three times, then he and another man kicked McDevitt to 
the ground. William Brice was particularly full of bluster. “[I have] 
as much money and negroes as old Cummings,” he said, threat-
ening to circulate a petition among county residents prompting 
the Army to remove the major from his post. If that didn’t work, 
he vowed, he would raise the militia, seize the garrison and 
“blow it and Major Cummings to hell,” for the major was “a thief 
and a damned rascal.”

The possemen and their captive soldiers had just arrived at 
Ewing’s house and were assembling a kangaroo court when 

M E X I C A N  T E R R I T O R Y
p r e s e n t - d a y  T e x a s

p r e s e n t - d a y  A r k a n s a s

A R K A N S A S   T E R R I T O R Y

L O U I S I A N A

p r e s e n t - d a y  O k l a h o m a

Red  River

Arkansas River

Cossatot R
iver

Ki
am

ich
i River

Little River

M
ou

nt
ai

n F
ork

Saline River

Ouachita River

Cantonment Gibson
   (later Fort Gibson)

Cantonment Towson
(later Fort Towson)

Little Rock

Fort Smith

Miller County
Courthouse

Miller County, 1825

present-day boundaries

military roads

trouble at cantonment towson
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more men appeared outside. These weren’t additional civilians, 
though, but a relief party of 50 soldiers led by Lieutenant James 
R. Stephenson. The lieutenant produced a written order signed 
by Major Cummings that demanded the soldiers be released. 
The cowed civilians acquiesced, and by evening the soldiers 
were safely back at Cantonment Towson. The next morning 
Constable Moore and Deputy Sheriff John G.W. Pierson went 
to the garrison and demanded Major Cummings surrender the 
prisoners. He refused.

The situation was at an impasse, but Cummings knew that 
wouldn’t be the end of it. He wrote to his superior, Lt. Col. 
James B. Many, forwarding his soldiers’ statements “in order 
that you may have an idea of the disposition of the people 
among whom we are located.” Cummings added that he had 
tried to remove or prosecute the most troublesome civilians, but 
to no avail. He believed District Attorney Roane had leaked his 
list of civilian trespassers, and the major asked Colonel Many 
whether his men could be legally 
tried in the local courts. Cummings 
was certain the events would “pro-
duce endless lawsuits, with all the 
lawless banditti who inhabit this 
frontier, some of whom have threat-
ened to attack the post.”

On February 2, two weeks after 
the dustup with the civilian posse, 
Major Cummings notified Roane 
that some 200 civilians had met 
to discuss “making an attack on 
this post,” and that the ringleaders 
were William Brice, John Bowman 
and Jacob Pennington. Roane in-
sisted he could not call out a grand 
jury for Brice, Bowman, Penning-
ton or anyone else on just the post 
officers’ unsworn statements. He 
also reiterated it was “utterly im-
possible” for him to prosecute 
anyone for violating the Trade 
and Intercourse Acts, as the trans-
gressions had occurred in Indian 
country, which was the military’s 
jurisdiction. Roane also warned 
Cummings the civilians were then 
circulating petitions to seek in-
dictments against the Army and 
the major personally for “resisting 
the civil process.”

Cummings knew local juries 
would be overwhelmingly hostile. 
The civilians also bent the ear of 
Acting Territorial Governor Robert 
Crittenden, who wrote to U.S. Sec-

retary of War John C. Calhoun, attesting that Constable 
Moore and William Brice—both “highly respectable” men—
swore the Army was running rampant. “The people are all 
in a flame and talk loudly of investing the post,” the acting 
governor warned. “Nothing less than the surrender of all 
concerned to the civil authority, and their formal arrest and 
trial, will appease the public.”

James Barbour, recently appointed secretary of war by 
the incoming John Quincy Adams administration, soon re-
sponded—and not in Cummings’ favor:

This morning I have directed that the officers and soldiers implicated 
in the affair by the citizens be delivered up to the civil authority for 
trial; that the commanding officer of Cantonment Towson should be 

‘nothing  
less 
than the 
surren-
der of 
all con-
cerned 
to the 
civil
author-
ity, and 
their 
formal 
arrest 
and  
trial, 
will  
appease 
the
puBlic’

Appeasing the Public
Acting Arkansas Territory Governor Robert Crittenden 

warned U.S. Secretary of War John C. Calhoun 
settlers were “all in a flame” about the post.
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changed; and that a court of inquiry should be forthwith held upon 
him to investigate his conduct complained of by the citizens.

Cummings fought back. In a letter to Brig. Gen. Henry Atkin-
son, commander of the Western Department, the major pro-
tested that civil authorities in the region were obstructing the 
Army. He asserted Roane could have prosecuted the violators 
at any time, for Cummings had provided the district attorney 
with their names and addresses. “The good government of 
Arkansas Territory,” the major wrote, “forbids an investigation of 
the subject. The act of Congress, therefore, cannot be enforced.”

Atkinson changed the venue for the court of inquiry, 
which convened at Cantonment Towson on May 17 with presid-
ing officers far more sympathetic than a civilian jury would have 
been. They acquitted Cummings of resisting the civil authorities. 
Regardless, the Army transferred the major to Cantonment Gib-
son on the Arkansas River. “I cannot believe that it is the intention 
of the commanding general,” a bewildered Cummings wrote At-
kinson, “to inflict punishment when no offense has been commit-
ted.” His commandant was more interested in keeping the peace.

Incoming Arkansas Territorial Governor George Izard, how-
ever, was dissatisfied with the court’s ruling and complained to 
Brig. Gen. Winfield Scott of the Eastern Department, stating 
that the principal civilian witnesses, “under apprehension of 
violence,” had not attended, let alone testified. Izard cited re-
ports of the incident in the Arkansas Gazette, which placed blame 
squarely on Towson’s officers and ran them down in derogatory 
terms. He insisted the Army must replace both the officers and 
men of the garrison with “a detachment uninfected with the 
animosity which evidently prevails among the troops there.”

Meanwhile, the civilian troublemakers continued to circulate 
petitions to have charges brought against Cummings in terri-

torial court, as well as to have Cantonment Towson shut down 
and the Army removed. After all, the Army had established the 
post to prevent settlers from hunting, trapping and otherwise 
trespassing on Indian lands. They would be only too happy 
if the Army disappeared.

Scott acquiesced to Izard. Citing “the temper and feeling 
evinced by the inhabitants of Miller County,” he recommended 
Towson be abandoned. Given the chaotic situation, however, 
the Army had no choice but to remain. Meanwhile, the settlers 
rallied other prominent voices to plead their case to remain on 
the contested land. Territorial delegate Henry Wharton Conway 
wrote to Secretary Barbour that removal would cause hardship, 
as those settlers “industriously engaged in agricultural pursuits” 
needed at very least the time to harvest their crops that fall. 
Granting a reprieve out of “humanity,” Barbour agreed to let 
them remain until Jan. 1, 1826. “No indulgence beyond this 
period can be granted,” the secretary warned.

Anxious and divided about their fate, the people of Miller 
County began aligning into military and anti-military factions. 
Aaron Hanscom, who had backed Major Cummings, was the 
military faction’s candidate for the territorial House of Repre-
sentatives. He ran against the notorious Jesse Cheek and James 
Hanks of the anti-military group. When Hanscom beat runner-up 
Cheek by 47 votes, the latter inevitably cried foul and circulated 
another petition. Examining the document, Hanscom noted 
that virtually all of the signatures were in the same handwriting 
and suspected Cheek had forged them.

Cheek was a short-tempered, violent scalawag who had fled 
St. Louis to avoid prison for embezzlement and counterfeiting. 
Captain Russell B. Hyde, who had replaced Cummings as com-
mander at Towson, brought charges against Cheek for selling 
whiskey. The trial was scheduled before Justice John Bowman 
—the same man who had joined Cheek in capturing and abusing 
Cummings and his men back in January. On August 11 Cheek 
appeared for trial, but he refused to limit his vituperative com-
ments. When Hyde objected, Cheek produced a club and beat 
the captain senseless, raining down blows until others restrained 
him. Showing his true colors, Bowman fined Cheek a mere $15. 

Changing of the Guard
Incoming Secretary of War James Barbour 
had Major Alexander Cummings removed 
as commander of Cantonment Towson. 

Commerce vs. Control
Though Towson provided an economic 
boost with its supply trains, lawless 
settlers in the 1820s wished it closed.
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Cheek ignored the fine, slipped away and rode to 
Little Rock to relate his version of events to the 
governor. In a written complaint Cheek contended 
he was “an outraged and oppressed man, avoiding 
the vengeance of a set of lawless men who have 
insulted the constituted authorities, trampled upon 
the laws of the land and recognize no restraint to 
their own wild passions and vengeance.”

Petitions proliferated. In the summer of 1825 
some 270 citizens of Miller County sent one to 
President Adams, complaining of injustices done 
to them through inconsistent policies that per-
mitted them to pre-empt lands in some areas but 
forbade it elsewhere. “Your petitioners,” they cried, 
“are shortly to be removed from their farms, with-
out payment or recompense for their improve-
ments, to give place to Indians!! An act that would have no 
example in any civilized government.” Some civilians resolved 
to stay on beyond January 1826, in hopes the authorities would 
once again relent. Others crossed south of the Red River, pre-
ferring to become subjects of Mexico than pay taxes for property 
they might have to abandon. Of 50 delinquent Arkansas Terri-
tory taxpayers in 1825, two declared insolvency, while the other 
48 crossed the river to avoid collectors.

Most people in Miller County knew they were better off keep-
ing the Army around, if only for the boost it provided the local 
economy. But the latest treaty the government had signed with 
the Choctaws meant law-abiding citizens would eventually 
move, leaving scoundrels like Cheek in the majority. In Octo-
ber Captain Hyde, recovering from his beating, wrote Governor 
Izard that unscrupulous settlers were still hunting and trapping 
in Indian country, but the captain did not have enough soldiers 
to chase the offenders and was personally unable to take the 
field “in consequence of a blow received from an assassin.” 
It would have been a useless gesture anyway, as District Attorney 
Roane still refused to prosecute. “But when a fracas occurred 
between some worthless citizens and drunken soldiers,” Hyde 
reminded Izard, “[Roane] was the first to advise a prosecution.” 
As a result, the captain concluded, the violators—estimated to 
represent fully one-half of the inhabitants—“believe that they 
might hunt with impunity.” 

The Committee on Public Lands determined the squatters 
were at fault and had no business being there, though it was as 
dubious as Captain Hyde about the chances of evicting them. 
“Experience has shown,” committee member and U.S. Repre-
sentative Samuel Finley Vinton said in a January 1826 address 
to the House, “that those who fasten upon the public lands with 
one moment’s encouragement can never afterwards be loosened 
from their hold.” His fellows on Capitol Hill appeared unmoved, 
as Congress allowed the settlers to remain for another year. 
That stretched into a couple of years.

Given a stay, many of the interlopers returned to their illegal 
activities. Having resumed command at Towson, Cummings in 
June reported settlers were organizing a war party to attack the 

Pawnees. “Unless some measures are taken to put a stop to the 
lawless practices of some of the white settlers,” he wrote, “we 
shall ere long have an Indian war.” He noted that the worst of 
the transgressors, “finding that they have nothing to apprehend 
from the civil authorities, are more open in their transgression 
now than they were formerly.” As for the Indians, Cummings 
concluded, “I will do the Indians the justice to say that, so far 
as I can learn, they are more sinn’d against than sinning.”

In November 1828, when the time finally came for them to 
leave, the local banditti had the last word. Before vacating Miller 
County, they burned down the post office and courthouse.

In microcosm, the troubles at Cantonment Towson exempli-
fied the frontier Army’s biggest challenge. In a Jan. 26, 1829, 
letter to U.S. Secretary of War Peter Buell Porter, Arkansas Terri-
tory Delegate Ambrose Hundley Sevier expressed the settlers’ 
contempt for the federal government when he impertinently 
challenged Porter to evict them:

What step will you take, sir?…Fruitless will be all your attempts 
to prevent settlements unless you guard every improvement—every 
vacant spot with an armed force—Are you disposed to pursue such 
a measure? I presume not—It would cost the government more than 
the land is worth.…Permit me to say in conclusion that your order 
will not be obeyed—that you will find yourself unable to enforce it.”

In the short term the Army did enforce the acts. But neither 
it nor the federal government could build a wall strong enough 
to keep out those illegals. 

Greg Michno, who writes from Colorado, is an award- 
winning author and a special contributor to Wild West.  
He relied largely on primary sources for this article.  
For further reading he recommends Indians and Pioneers, 
by Grant Foreman, and Peacekeepers and Conquerors,  
by Samuel J. Watson. The Cantonment Towson incident  
will appear in a forthcoming Michno book tentatively  
titled The Frontiersmen Who Couldn’t Shoot Straight.

Choctaw Cottage
This family resides on land set aside 
for the Choctaws in Indian Territory 

(present-day eastern Oklahoma).



64 WILD WEST   F E B R U A R Y  2 0 1 8

 
n Feb. 11, 1978, a mule-drawn caisson bearing 

a flag-draped casket and followed by a rider-
less horse slowly wended its way through the Old 

Magnolia Cemetery in Thomasville, Georgia. The casket carried 
the remains of Henry Ossian Flipper, the first black graduate of 
the U.S. Military Academy at West Point. As he was reinterred 
with full military honors, attendees paid final tribute to a man 
who had risen above the social injustices of his time. Born 
into slavery to Festus and Isabelle Flipper of Thomasville on 
March 21, 1856, Henry had lived his post-emancipation life 
as a true renaissance man, with stints as a cavalry officer, sur-
veyor, cartographer, engineer, Spanish translator, inventor, 
editor, author and special agent for the Justice Department. 

Flipper had accepted his sheepskin at West Point and com-
mission as a second lieutenant in June 1877. Assigned to the 
10th U.S. Cavalry (one of the Army’s all-black regiments, known 
as the “buffalo soldiers”), he served at posts in Oklahoma and 
Texas. But his military career came to an abrupt end after being 
charged in 1881 with embezzlement of commissary funds at Fort 
Davis, Texas. A court-martial acquitted Flipper of embezzlement 
but convicted him of “conduct unbecoming an officer and a  

 
gentleman,” and on June 30, 1882, the Army dismissed the 
lieutenant, the equivalent of a dishonorable discharge.

Humiliated, Flipper worked in anonymity in an El Paso laun-
dry until 1883, when he embarked on a career that brought 
him more recognition than he might ever have achieved had he 
remained in the military. He hired on with engineer and former 
Confederate soldier A.Q. Wingo as a surveyor for U.S. compa-
nies holding concessions on Mexican public lands, and from 
1893 to 1901 Flipper researched Mexican archives, translated 
thousands of Spanish documents, surveyed land grants in south-
ern Arizona Territory, prepared court materials and testified as 
an expert witness.

Townsfolk in the Arizona Territory settlement of No-
gales in the 1880s were worried because legally they owned no 
property. Their lands lay within existing grants claimed by the 
Camou and Elías families, as well as litigants who had purchased 
quit-claims from Camou-Elías family members. After the sur-
render of the Apache renegade Geronimo, ranchers once again 
grazed their cattle on lands granted them by the Spanish and 
Mexican governments prior to the 1854 Gadsden Purchase. 

O
After his unwarranted dismissal Lieutenant Henry Ossian Flipper, 

the first black graduate of West Point, found redemption 
By Jane Eppinga

THE FLIP SIDE 
OF DISGRACE
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Promising Cadet
Henry Flipper, the first 

black graduate of West 
Point, was dismissed by 

the Army in 1882, but  
he found a new career.
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They also occupied acreage bordering their claims known as 
“overplus” or “outer boundaries.” The U.S. government had 
agreed to recognize the legality of grants bestowed when the re-
gion was either a part of New Spain or Mexico, provided owners 
met certain conditions. 

Grants must have been located and duly recorded in the 
archives of Mexico, and they must be marked with proper mon-
uments of mortar and stone. If abandoned for more than three 
years, land would revert to public domain, unless an owner 
could prove that Indian hostilities had compelled its desertion. 
Documents used to determine the validity of titles filed in Mexi-
co filled two volumes known as the Tomas de Razón—records of 
the gente de razón (“people of reason”), as Hispanic 
colonial settlers distinguished themselves.

But fraud was rampant. In 1882 a Missouri-born 
huckster named James Addison Reavis claimed 
12 million acres of central Arizona Territory under 
the fraudulent Peralta claim. That prompted action 
by Congress, which in 1891 created a special Court 
of Private Land Claims, with sessions in Denver 
and Santa Fe, to determine the validity of New 
Mexico and Arizona territory claims. In December 
1892 the court established a separate district in 
Tucson to hear the Arizona claims.

President Benjamin Harrison appointed five 
judges to the court: Chief Justice Joseph R. Reed 
of Iowa and Associate Justices Wilbur F. Stone of 

Colorado, Henry C. Sluss of Kansas, Thomas C. Fuller of North 
Carolina and William W. Murray of Tennessee. Other court offi-
cers included U.S. Attorney Matthew G. Reynolds, Clerk James 
H. Reeder, Deputy Clerks Thomas B. Baldwin and Ireneo 
L. Chaves and U.S. Marshal A.H. Jones. The court appointed 
Will Tipton and Henry Flipper as special agents and translators.

When it became public knowledge the United States would 
formally sanction Mexican land grants, unscrupulous specula-
tors—including Santiago Ainsa, George Hill Howard and Roch-
ester Ford—came out of the woodwork. Complicating the vali-
dation of claims were such archaic Spanish measurements as 
sitios, cabellarias and varas (see sidebar, P. 68), which first had to 
be converted into English units. Procedures for conveying grants 
remained the same under both Spanish and Mexican rule. The 
matriz, or original title document, remained on file in the appro-
priate government repository. To verify the grant the court most 
often required the claimant to produce a copy known as the 
expediente. A testimonio, or second copy, was permissible, pro-
vided the court was able to authenticate it. The court and the 
U.S. Attorney General’s Office complimented Flipper for his 
expert, nuanced translation of such documents.

The Rancho los Nogales de Elías grant received the most 
attention in Arizona, as it affected some 1,500 Nogales residents. 
Nogales Mayor William F. Overton held their titles in trust until 
the court could resolve the question of ownership. The Elíases 
were among the most prominent pioneers in northern Sonora 
and southern Arizona. By 1827 Ignacio Elías González, the last 
commander of the Spanish presidio at Tubac, Arizona Terri-
tory, had acquired both the San Ignacio del Babocomari grant 
and part of the San Juan de las Boquillas y Nogales grant. His 
cousin Rafael Elias González (a grandfather of Plutarco Elías 
Calles, a governor of Sonora and president of Mexico in the 
early 20th century) owned the San Rafael del Valle land grant.

In 1892 Nogalians hired Flipper to search the Mexican land 
records. Starting from well-defined monuments on the south 

Slave to Scholar
Freed from slavery in 1864, Flipper 
poses here as a 14-year-old pupil  
of the Atlanta Normal School.

All for Flipper
U.S. Attorney Matt Reynolds  
rallied to the defense of his  

agent/translator without fail.  

Flipped Opinion
U.S. Attorney 
General Richard 
Olney had doubts 
about Flipper but 
changed his tune.
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(Sonora) end of the claimed grant, Flipper then 
re-surveyed in accordance with grant terms. He 
determined the Elías grant not only failed to en-
compass the town of Nogales but also fell short of 
the international border by about a mile. Armed 
with these facts, the landowners filed the Nogales 
de Elías case with the Court of Private Land Claims 
in Tucson. The populace was delighted with Flip-
per’s subsequent appointment as a special agent 
with the court. The Nogales Oasis reported:

Lieut. H.O. Flipper has been appointed by the govern-
ment as its agent to take testimony for it in the land grant 
cases. Being a thorough Spanish scholar and knowing the Spanish 
laws by intent as well as text he will be invaluable to all concerned.

In his new role Flipper translated a host of Spanish documents, 
as well as Spanish and Mexican laws dating from the 16th century, 
and conducted surveys based on his findings. As he was person-
ally acquainted with many Mexican government officials, he 
had ready access to the archives.

As a government agent, Flipper earned $10 a day plus ex-
penses. Between November 1892 and April 1893, however, he 
received no compensation, as Washington bureaucrats—claim-
ing that $10 was exorbitant—refused his pay requests. When his 
claim for working on a Sunday also bounced, U.S. Attorney Matt 
Reynolds stepped in, deeming it necessary for Flipper to have 
worked on the Sabbath in order to have materials ready for 
court by a certain date.

Early in the investigation U.S. Attorney General Richard 
Olney asked Reynolds if someone other than Flipper could 
be hired to perform these services, presumably because of his 
color and/or military record. When the U.S. attorney staunchly 
defended his agent, Olney relented, though he urged Reynolds 
to keep Flipper’s expenses to a minimum. While most Nogalians 
supported Flipper, those suing to preserve their grants had every 
reason to loathe him and sought any excuse to remove him. 
From time to time Postmaster J.J. Chatham, editor of the Nogales 
Sunday Herald, was called out of town, and Flipper would step in 
as deputy postmaster. Thus when postal funds went missing, sev-
eral claimants saw their opportunity to get rid of both Chatham 
and Flipper. They even dredged up Flipper’s court-martial, bring-
ing it to the attention of Governor Louis Hughes. A Tucson grand 
jury ultimately dismissed the case. 

 
There were 23 claimants in the Nogales de Elías case. 
Reynolds served as prosecutor, while Rochester Ford, William 
Herring, Selim Franklin, George Hill Howard and Santiago 
Ainsa represented the claimants. On Monday, Dec. 11, 1893, 
just before the case got underway, Ford informed the court 
Herring was ill and requested a continuance. The justices granted 
Ford’s request for an adjournment.

First thing Tuesday morning Ford produced what was pur-
portedly a copy of the grant from the relevant Toma de Razón. 

When Reynolds presented Flipper’s re-survey of the grant, Ford 
objected that it was irrelevant, incompetent and of an entirely 
different ranch. Flipper had indeed centered his re-survey on 
an Elías ranch in Sonora, but only because the Nogales claim 
in question derived from the northern points of that ranch. The 
judges accepted his survey. Flipper then explained that all of 
the original grant lay south of the border. Ford immediately 
interrupted with repeated shouts of “Objection!” until the judges 
silenced him. Ford then announced for the record he objected 
to all of Flipper’s testimony. The most dramatic moment came 
when Flipper described a marker on the Arizona side of the bor-
der, the claimants’ purported northernmost monument—a pile of 
rocks about 11 inches high and inscribed N. DE E. NX, or Nogales 
de Elías north cross monument. Flipper scoffed at the claim:

Well, I don’t think it is a monument at all; I don’t think it ever was. 
It looks more like an anthill. About 20 steps from it in a north-
east direction is another exactly like it.…They are recent monu-
ments beyond any question.…I never saw any monuments like 
that anywhere in Mexico.

He closed with an affirmation that by going from one alleged 
monument to another, one would not arrive at the claimed tract 
of 7½ sitios.

Ford presented his part of the case through Tuesday afternoon 
and into Wednesday morning. George Hill Howard was up next 
and spoke till noon. Selim Franklin followed Howard and spoke 
some four hours until the court took a merciful adjournment 
until the next morning. 

In closing his case, Reynolds argued that the document on 
which the defendants had based their claim was not a copy of 
any original document in the archives of Mexico; it was, he 
declared, “fraudulent, null and void.” The judges took just 30 
minutes to rule that descendant José Elías had neither taken 
legal possession of the claimed land nor erected the proper 
monuments, and they affirmed Flipper’s finding that the entire 
grant lay south of the border. On Thursday evening Flipper 

Troubled on the Border
Land grants concerned Nogales, 

Arizona Territory, residents in  
the 1880s and early ‘90s
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sent Nogales Sunday Herald Editor Chatham a 
succinct telegram from Tucson:

THE COURT DECIDES IN OUR FAVOR;
A UNANIMOUS VOTE.

The town went wild with joy. In spite of driz-
zling rain, the band marched out, residents set 
off fireworks, and the revelry carried on well 
into Friday morning. Not to be left out, the Oasis 
trumpeted LONG LIVE FLIPPER!

That evening all businesses on the American 
side of the border closed at 6 o’clock, when citi-
zens turned out to welcome the stagecoach from 
Tucson carrying Flipper and members of the 
Protective Association Committee. The streets 
were packed, and everyone had their electric 
light bulbs turned on. At the Montezuma Hotel 
the staff was making preparations for a cele-
bratory banquet, and at 8:30 sharp two-dozen 
gentlemen filed into the brilliantly arrayed din-
ing room and sat down to the finest prepared 
supper ever gotten up in Nogales. Claret and 
black coffee were the only beverages served, 
but they sufficed for the purpose of drinking to the health of the committee, 
Flipper and all those who helped win such a glorious victory for the people. 

Unfortunately, racism marred the festive mood when a doctor publicly 
refused his invitation to the banquet, averring he wouldn’t eat at the same 
table with a black man. During a subsequent election for school trustee Flipper 
exacted a measure of revenge by working for the candidate who “beat this 
Negro-hating doctor by a good majority.” Meanwhile, the Oasis continued its 
praise. “Mr. Flipper is not a lawyer,” it noted, “but under the able direction 
of the United States Attorney and Judge W.H. Barnes he was able to furnish 
the laws and information that have knocked out the land grants in Arizona.” 

Flipper’s opponents kept punching, seeking to have him removed as the 
government agent. One conspiracy by the various land claimants involved 

SPANISH MEASURES
1 vara = 2 feet 9 inches
1 cordel = 137. 5 feet
1 chain = 0.48 cordel
1 legua (“league”) = 2.6 miles
1 sitio = 4,338 acres
1 caballeria = 107. 5 acres
1 acre = 5,645 square varas

flipper’s 
oppo-
nents 
kept 
punch-
ing, 
seeking 
to have 
him  
removed 
As the
govern-
ment 
agent

no lesser figure than acting Arizona Territory 
Governor Charles Morelle Bruce, whose Uncle 
James Seddon had served as the Confederate 
secretary of war. Flipper prevailed.

The Nogales de Elías claimants took their case 
all the way to the U.S. Supreme Court, and on 
April 9, 1898, Flipper himself traveled to Wash-
ington, D.C., to defend his work before the jus-
tices. Claimants’ attorney Ainsa argued that since 
Flipper had been dismissed from the Army, he 
was thus ineligible to hold any position of trust 
under the government and his testimony should 
be disallowed. U.S. Attorney Reynolds came to 
Flipper’s defense, the Oasis dubbing his objection 
a “eulogy of Mr. Flipper’s worth and character 
of which the many friends of the gentleman 
are very proud.” Despite his earlier reservations 
about Flipper, former Attorney General Olney 
went even further. “No successful attack can be 
made on [Flipper’s] honesty, his integrity and 
his reliability,” Olney said, “and this is borne out 
by the general respect and esteem accorded him 
in the community where he lives and where 
these land grants are situated.”

Though a smaller claim, the San Rafael de 
Valle land grant caused big trouble. In 1827 
Rafael Elías had acquired the 4-sitio grant in the 
San Pedro Valley for $240. On his death his 
widow, Guadalupe, and their three sons in-
herited the land. In 1862 the family took out a 
mortgage on the land for $12,000, financed by 
the Camou brothers. Seven years later the fami-
ly deeded the land to the Camous to cover their 
debts. When the Camous entered their grant 
claim, Santiago Ainsa entered an adverse notice, 
arguing that Widow Elías’ signature was invalid 
under Arizona territorial law, which stated that a 
woman could not inherit property from her hus-
band. However, the Camou brothers petitioned 
for 20,034 acres, several thousand acres more 
than the 4 sitios covered by the original grant.

Claimants’ attorney William Herring presented 
this case to the Supreme Court. Herring was a 
brilliant attorney with a law degree from Colum-
bia University, though his bald head and portly 
6-foot-2, 250-pound frame inspired detractors 
to deride him as “His Mammoth Tanks.” While 
he disputed neither Flipper’s translations nor 
his statements regarding the extents of the grant, 
Herring did belittle the agent in court. The Ari-
zona Enterprise excoriated the attorney for his 
“disgusting harangue of vituperation against a 
competent officer,” suggesting His Mammoth 
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Tanks’ mind evidently did not measure up to his 
girth. The Court of Private Land Claims had re-
jected the claim on the basis that Mexican dictator 
Antonio López de Santa Anna had annulled such 
grants. The Supreme Court overturned that deci-
sion ruling that an edict by a temporary dictator 
carried no legal weight. The Camous received the 
original 4 sitios. 

When the courts got around to the San Ignacio 
del Babocomari land grant, Flipper faced a deter-
mined adversary in Dr. Edward B. Perrin. In 1877 
Perrin had purchased all rights to the Babocomari 
from George Hill Howard and other absentee 
owners. When the Court of Private Land Claims 
challenged the grant, Perrin, an ex-Confederate 
soldier from Alabama, sought to buy off Flipper’s 
influence. He contacted the agent through a black 
barber, who wrote Flipper several cagey letters 
stating that the doctor had spoken highly of his 
abilities, Flipper stood to make a fortune, and Per-
rin was happy to advise him on a course of action 
regarding the grant. Flipper turned over the letters 
to U.S. Attorney Reynolds, but they were unable 
to establish any direct link to Perrin. Regardless, 
the court rejected Perrin’s claim over an uncertain 
description of the property in the expediente.

When the appeal came before the Supreme 
Court, Perrin’s lead attorney, Senator John Tyler 
Morgan of Alabama, hired a man in the State De-
partment to translate the title papers. The Justice 
Department in turn handed over that document 
to Flipper, who deemed it as poor a translation as 
he ever saw. Morgan withdrew it without protest. 
The court then reversed the judgment and re-
manded the case back to the Court of Private Land 
Claims. When it reopened, an overconfident Perrin 
bragged he owned all of Nogales. In a split deci-
sion he was awarded 33,792 acres, considerably 
less than the 123,069 acres he had claimed.

Perhaps the cleanest title was that of the San 
Bernardino land grant owned by John Horton 
Slaughter. In 1820 Ignacio de Pérez proposed to 
establish a buffer zone against the Apaches on this 
land. With enough cattle to qualify for 4 sitios, he 
purchased the property at an auction at Arispe, 
Sonora, in May 1822. Pérez filed a record of the 
grant but never received a title. In 1884 Slaughter, 
another ex-Confederate, acquired San Bernardino 
land on either side of the border. 

According to one account, when Flipper arrived 
with his survey party, Pima County Sheriff Bob 
Leatherwood phoned the Slaughters to say he was 
bringing up “the Negro.” As the story goes, Slaugh-
ter reportedly snorted he damned well wasn’t going 

to have the man on his place. Slaughter’s wife, 
Viola, apparently less willing to risk losing their 
claim, reportedly invited Flipper up to the house, 
though she later complained her hospitality came 
to naught. While Slaughter had claimed 13,476 
acres north of the border, the court determined 
only 2,366 acres of his grant lay on the Ameri-
can side. A follow-up survey bumped the claim 
to 2,384 acres—small consolation but better than 
a further loss.

After his land grant casework wrapped up in 
1901, Flipper spent the next few decades working 
as a civil engineer in Arizona, Mexico and Vene-
zuela before retiring to Atlanta. On May 3, 1940, 
Henry Ossian Flipper was found dead of a heart 
attack at age 84 in the home of his brother. Eu-
logizing him in the Atlanta Daily World, Editor 
Thomas Flanagan wrote, “He died unwept, un-
honored, unsung.” Flipper was originally interred 
in Atlanta’s Southview Cemetery. After a lengthy 
review of the court-martial proceedings, the De-
partment of the Army in 1976 granted Flipper an 
honorable discharge, backdated to June 30, 1882, 
the date of his dismissal. Two years later his re-
mains were reinterred in his hometown of Thom-
asville. In 1999, nearly 60 years after Flipper’s 
death, President Bill Clinton gave him a post-
humous full pardon. 

Arizona writer Jane Eppinga is the author  
of the 2015 book Henry Ossian Flipper:  
West Point’s First Black Graduate, which  
is recommended for further reading.

Father Knew Best
Festus Flipper moved the 

family to Atlanta in 1865, 
and son Henry fared well. 

Redemption
Flipper had a long 
civilian career even 
after wrapping  
up his land grant 
casework in 1901.

Mothering Instinct
Mama Isabella Flipper 
made sure her children 
received an education.



STEPHEN CRANE’S 
WESTERN VENTURE

In Nebraska the author met Willa Cather and  
tried to break up a bar fight, while in San Antonio 

he flirted with a ‘Chili Queen’ and may have 
helped a penniless ‘Deadeye Dick’ 

By Matthew Bernstein

Westward Bound
In January 1895 emerging 
author Stephen Crane left 
New York headed West.
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n January 1895 Stephen Crane joked to his 
Manhattan neighbor and friend Lucius But-
ton that he was headed West “en route to kill 
Indians.” The young writer—born in Newark, 
New Jersey, on Nov. 1, 1871—could afford to 
be in a good mood. Four months earlier Ir-
ving Bacheller’s newspaper syndicate, head-
quartered in the New-York Tribune  building, 
had paid Crane $90 to serialize a version of 
his groundbreaking new Civil War novel, The 
Red Badge of Courage, at one-third its length 

in newspapers from New York to Nebraska. The reading public 
loved it. In an earlier review of Crane’s fiction Elisha J. Edwards 
(pen name “Holland”) of the Philadelphia Press wrote of the 
author, “He is quite likely to gain recognition before very long as 
the most powerful of American tellers of tales.” With the success 
of the serialized novel Crane negotiated with D. Appleton & Co. 
to have The Red Badge of Courage published in novel form, then 
secured a gig through the Bacheller syndicate, complete with an 
expense account, to travel West and write feature articles.

For 23-year-old Crane an expense account was a dream come 
true. Thus far he had lived a hardscrabble life on borrowed money 
and the little income his writing had generated. The youngest 
of nine surviving children of the Rev. Jonathan Crane and wife 
Mary, Crane bounced between the New Jersey and New York  
homes of his brothers, various artists’ lofts and the Manhattan  

 
boardinghouse he shared with a hodgepodge of bohemians and 
medical students, including Button. Paying for food was difficult, 
let alone rent. Two years earlier, when no publisher would touch 
his controversial first novel, Maggie: A Girl of the Streets, Crane 
had chosen to self-publish, borrowing funds from brother Will 
and paying a Boston publisher—which specialized in religious 
books and omitted its imprint from the title page—to publish 
the novel. Crane himself used a pseudonym, Johnston Smith. 
He paid $869 for 1,100 copies of the book, only later discovering 
the publisher had overcharged him four times the printing cost. 

Crane tried to sell copies of Maggie at a loss for 50 cents apiece. 
Mostly he ended up giving away copies or bartering with them 
to pay small debts. To the daughter of one man from whom 
Crane had borrowed on credit the author presented the book 
with the following inscription: 

MISS WORTZMANN, THIS STORY WILL NOT EDIFY OR IMPROVE YOU, 
AND MAY NOT EVEN INTEREST YOU, BUT I OWE YOUR PAPA $1.30 
FOR TOBACCO. S. CRANE

To brothers Hamlin and Franklin Garland—an accomplished 
novelist and aspiring actor, respectively, who had supported, 
fed and encouraged the starving artist—Crane also presented 
inscribed copies. In 1930 Hamlin Garland sold brother Frank-
lin’s copy to B. George Ulizio, a real-estate broker and cunning 
book collector, who claimed he needed Maggie to complete his 

I

Memorial to Courage 
Fifty-nine years after the fall 
of the Alamo the author of 

The Red Badge of Courage 
visited the San Antonio 

icon, captured here in a 
circa 1890 postcard. 
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collection of Crane’s works and would then gift Princeton with 
the trove. Garland let the book go for $400, plus another $100 for 
inscribing in the book the circumstances in which Crane had pre-
sented the book. A few months later the brothers Garland learned 
that rather than donating the book, Ulizio had sold it for $2,100, 
netting himself $1,600 profit—all of which enraged Hamlin Gar-
land. Though the novelist had been quick to deduce the value 
of the novel in the 1890s, he proved slow on the draw in 1930.

In late January 1895 Crane passed through Philadelphia to 
St. Louis, and on February 1 he reached Lincoln, Neb. A recent 
drought and windstorms had devastated the state, killing crops 
and livestock and further impoverishing struggling farmers. 
Crane spent three days in the ravaged region, interviewing farm-
ers and officials. At night he froze in an unheated hotel room 
while temperatures plunged to 18 below amid a howling snow-
storm. His report, “Nebraska’s Bitter Fight for Life,” appeared 
later that month in the Philadelphia Press, the New York Press 
and the Nebraska State Journal. Crane had stopped by the Journal 
office late one evening and was waiting for Bacheller to wire him 
money when he noticed a young brunette who had just returned 
from reviewing a local theater production. It was 21-year-old 
student and aspiring writer Willa Cather.

As Cather later related, Crane had been “fascinated by 
the sight of a young girl…standing fast asleep. He said it was 
the only time he had ever seen anyone asleep on their feet  
like that.” 

Cather—who would go on to write the popular prairie trilogy 
O Pioneers!, The Song of the Lark and My Ántonia—was as fascinated 

with Crane. Overhearing the young man introduce himself to a 
Journal editor, and having just copyedited the serialized version 
of The Red Badge of Courage, Cather surreptitiously dropped into 
a chair to examine Crane like a bug in a jar.

He was thin to emaciation, his face was gaunt and unshaven, 
a thin dark mustache straggled on his upper lip, his black hair 
grew low on his forehead and was shaggy and unkempt. His gray 
clothes were much the worse for wear and fitted him so badly 
it seemed unlikely he had ever been measured for them.

Crane’s blue eyes, however, were “the finest [Cather] had ever 
seen, large and dark and full of luster and changing lights…eyes 
that seemed to be burning themselves out.”

The author’s appearance reflected his mental state. “Crane was 
moody most of the time, his health was bad, and he seemed 
profoundly discouraged,” Cather recalled. Underscoring his 
melancholic aspect was a volume of Edgar Allen Poe poetry 
he kept in a threadbare pocket.

Despite Crane’s gloom, the two struck up an acquaintance-
ship—almost extended when Crane tried to break up a “friendly” 
bar fight at the Hotel Lincoln. “But thus I offended a local cus-
tom,” Crane recounted. “These men fought each other every 
night. Their friends expected it, and I was a damned nuisance 
with my Eastern scruples.” Cursing the interloper thoroughly, 
the bar crowd hauled him before a local judge, who pronounced 
Crane an imbecile and let him go.

Cather eagerly picked the young author’s brain. “The detail 
of a thing has to filter through my blood,” Crane explained to 

Onward to Europe
By 1897 Crane (posing here in 
Athens that May) was working as 
a war correspondent. That year 
he moved to England and settled 
down to write short stories based 
on his 1895 Western adventures.
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Fascinating Young Girl 
Willa Cather was a 21- 

year-old student and 
aspiring writer, literally 

asleep on her feet, when 
an intrigued Crane met 

her in Lincoln, Neb. 

her, “and then it comes out like a native 
product, but it takes forever.” Cather said 
he admitted to leading “a double literary 
life—writing in the first place the matter 
that pleased himself, and doing it very 
slowly; in the second place, any sort of 
stuff that would sell.”

Crane also confided to Cather he had 
come to the American West not simply to 
write but also for his health. His efforts to treat 
a complaint that had plagued him since childhood 
may explain why he traveled next to Hot Springs, Ark., 
given the purported healing properties of its waters. Although 
Crane tried to keep it quiet, it is likely he knew he was tuber-
cular. The specter of impending death could account for his 
bohemian lifestyle.

After visiting Hot Springs, where he reported on the mineral 
baths and managed to avoid a barroom con game, Crane trav-
eled south, reaching New Orleans on February 16. He enjoyed 
Mardi Gras but was careful not to “offend the local custom,” 
as he had in Lincoln. To Button he wrote of having encountered 
“a most intolerable duffer.…He had fingers like lightning rods, 
and on the street he continually pointed at various citizens with 
the exclamation, ‘Look at that fellow!’ People in New Orleans 
don’t like that sort of thing, you know.” Though he was able to 
break free, Crane added, “It is hard to feel kindly toward a man 
who makes you look like an unprecedented idiot.”

After the “Big Easy” came Galveston, a prosperous, cotton- 
exporting Texas port city that didn’t seem Western enough to 
suit Crane. In mid-March he arrived in San Antonio.

Fifty-nine years had passed since Mexican General Anto-
nio López de Santa Anna’s victory over Texian defenders at the 
Alamo (see related story, P. 38). By the time Crane arrived in 
San Antonio the mission walls were gone and the U.S. Army 
had added two upper windows and the distinctive hump to the 
iconic chapel. A saloon had opened next door. 

Crane was staying a half-mile away at the Mahncke Hotel 
—formerly the Vance House—on the corner of Houston and 
St. Mary’s streets. The hotel occupied a two-story, limestone 
Greek Revival house with a flat roof, six square Romanesque 
columns and ornamental iron galleries at the front and rear. De-
signed by architect John Fries and built by the Vance brothers 
along the San Antonio River, the house originally served as a 
barracks and officers’ quarters.

When U.S. Army Lt. Col. Robert E. Lee had taken charge of 
the Department of Texas in February 1860, he chose a small 
house on the San Antonio River as his living quarters, while 
a second-story room in the Vance House served as department 
headquarters. As tensions escalated between the North and the 

South, Lee purportedly paced the gar-
dens of the Vance, trying to deter-
mine his course of action. After Lee 
returned to Virginia to cast his lot with 
his Southern brethren, the house be-

came the Confederate headquarters in 
San Antonio, the Rebel banner flying 

from its flagstaff.
Crane had selected the Mahncke over the 

plush Menger Hotel primarily because its rates 
were more reasonable. But the Mahncke’s rich 

history also intrigued him. In a feature titled “Stephen 
Crane in Texas,” circulated a few years after his visit, the author 
noted that while a handful of San Antonio’s original buildings 
had “escaped by a miracle or by a historical importance the 
whirl of modern life…the unprotected mass of them must get 
trampled into shapeless dust which lies always behind the march 
of this terrible century. The feet of the years will go through 
many old roofs.” It was a Cassandralike prophesy. In 1952, 
after a conservation battle that raged from San Antonio to 
Washington, D.C., demolition crews tore down the old Vance 
House to make room for a $1 million Federal Reserve Building. 

As for San Antonio’s most iconic structure, Crane declared, 
“The Alamo remains the greatest memorial to courage which 
civilization has allowed to stand.”

Soon after Crane’s arrival, Frank Bushick, editor of the San 
Antonio Daily Express, took the rising young literary star to see 
the “Chili Queens”— colorfully dressed young Hispanic women, 
often escorted by family members, who enticed passersby to 
sample the food sold at stands in various plazas throughout 
town. They remained a tourist draw up through the 1920s. 
In one of the plazas Crane happened across Martha, perhaps 
the most celebrated of the Chili Queens, who called the author 
“a good-lookin’ compañero” and turned up the charm.

“Does your mother know you’re out?” she playfully asked 
the young man.

“Yes,” he crooned. “I’ve heard a lot about you, and that’s why 
I came to see you.”

“Oh, my!” she replied with a laugh. “You’re a big kidder too.”
She then pinned a rose to Crane’s coat as a sign of affection. 
Crane also tried the local cuisine, courtesy of an open-air 

stand that sold chili con carne, chili verde, frijoles, enchiladas 
and tamales—food, in Crane’s estimation, “that tastes exactly 
like pounded firebrick from Hades.”

At the Alamo Plaza the author reportedly had an encoun-
ter Crane scholars have since called into question. Their 
skepticism centers on the fact that its only known source is 
Crane biographer Thomas Beer, who largely whitewashed 
the author’s life story on behalf of the family and may have 
falsified letters supposedly written by Crane. If the story is 
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true, however, it would be a disservice to Crane to erase it from 
the books. 

As Beer tells it, at the plaza Crane noticed a 16-year-old boy 
sobbing and looking the worse for wear, so he approached the 
teen to learn his story. Edward Grover had run away from home 
in Chicago to pursue his childhood dream of becoming a cow-
boy. The boy had managed to trek the 1,200 miles to San Anto-
nio, but his funds had run out.

Crane, known for his generosity to friends and 
acquaintances, decided to treat young Grover to a 
meal. Perhaps the young author had taken inspira-
tion from the selfless heroism of the most famous 
of the old Alamo defenders, David Crockett. After 
all, when Crane and Grover met (that is, if the 
encounter actually happened), they were a stone’s 
throw from where the martyred frontiersman had 
fallen. By 1895 the Alamo fronted a street with a 
broad sidewalk—the perfect place to panhandle. 
On March 6, 1836, Crockett and the other Ten-
nessee Mountain Volunteers (read their story in 
“‘A Home or Perish,’” by Bob Palmquist, in the 
February 2017 Wild West) were assigned to defend 
the stockade fence from the southwest corner of the 
chapel to the low barracks, an area roughly encom-
passing the quadrangle in front of the present-day 
Alamo facade. By some accounts Crockett fell very 
near the chapel doors (though other accounts say he 
was taken alive and soon after executed by sword- 
wielding Mexican officers).

Or perhaps Crane saw something of himself in 
Grover. The boy was penniless and starving, a 
predicament with which Crane was all too famil-
iar when he was a struggling writer in New York 
City, and both had been dazzled by the legend 
of the Old West, only to find fact a harder pill to 
swallow. As he’d been traveling alone since Jan-
uary, the author also might have been keen for 
the company. After the meal Crane purportedly 
handed over all of his money and, having arranged 
for Grover’s uncle to meet him, put the boy on a 
train for St. Louis.

Crane, the story continues, had traded places with Grover, 
and the Mahncke promptly ejected the penniless author. Spe-
cifics, such as they are, are in a letter Crane supposedly sent to 
Grover after the boy’s uncle wired Crane money to repay him.

Dear Deadeye Dick,
Thanks for sending back my money so fast. The hotel ‘trun me 
out,’ as my friends of the Bowery say, and I was living in the Mex 

diggings with a push of sheepmen till my boss in 
New York wired me money. Now, old man, take some 
advice from a tough jay from back East. You say your 
family is all right and nobody bothers you. Well, it 
struck me that you are too young a kid and too hand-
some to be free and easy around where a lot of bad 
boys and girls will take your pennies. So better stay 
home and grow a mustache before you rush out into 
the red universe any more.

Yours sincerely,
Stephen Crane

Scholars are divided on whether the letter is a 
fake. It certainly captures Crane’s sense of humor, 
his playful use of color, his use of dialect, and his 
penchant for nicknames. But it also suggests the 
author, though not speaking a word of Spanish, 
struck up an acquaintance with Mexican sheep-
herders, staying with them until Bacheller wired 
him money. Though the story seems too far-fetched 
to be true, such acts of selflessness and disregard 
for one’s own comfort were in keeping with Crane’s 
bohemian lifestyle.

Leaving Texas by train, Crane headed south 
into Mexico, returning to New York in mid-May. 
On the expense account he submitted to Irving 
Bacheller, the returning correspondent listed a 
revolver. Friend Nelson Greene was present when 
Crane produced it for Bacheller’s approval, and 
Greene mentioned the gun seemed familiar. Crane 
dismissed it as a coincidence, but afterward he 
derided his friend for being a “damned fool.” SY
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better 
days 
were 
ahead 
for the 
author, 
as D.  
Appleton 
& Co.  
pub-
lished 
his  
novel 
the red 
badge of 
courage 
to great 
acclaim

Riding Into Trouble
Crane poses atop a horse in 
Jacksonville, Fla., where he  
fell for twice-married and 
once-divorced Cora Taylor, 
proprietor of the high-dollar 
bordello Hotel de Dreme. 
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“Why did you want to try to queer me like that?” the often 
broke author chided Greene. “I borrowed the gun…to pad out 
my expense account.”

Better days were ahead for the author, as D. Appleton & Co. 
published his novel The Red Badge of Courage  to great acclaim, 
solidifying Crane’s status as the most sought-after reporter in 
the country. From that point on his action-packed life became 
even more sensational.

Selling his talents to the highest bidder, Crane joined William 
Randolph Hearst’s New-York Journal. But scandal soon derailed 
his rise. While on assignment in 1896 the young correspondent 
interfered with a New York City plainclothes policeman as the 
latter sought to arrest prostitute Dora Clark. In the weeks that 
followed Crane became the focal point in a war of words be-
tween the Journal and the New York Police Department. Crane 
stubbornly opted to defend Clark in court. His testimony ulti-
mately cleared her, but under repeated questioning and inves-
tigation it came out that Crane had dabbled with prostitutes and 
opium. Only for research purposes, countered the author. But 
it was too late. Vindictive officers had it in for Crane. The affair 
also cost the author his friendship with Police Commissioner 
Theodore Roosevelt, who had enjoyed The Red Badge of Courage 
but counseled the author to mind his own business.

His reputation in shambles, Crane leapt from the frying pan 
and landed in Jacksonville, Fla. There he fell in with Cora Tay-
lor, the twice-married, once-divorced proprietor of the Hotel 
de Dreme, a high-dollar cathouse. Throwing Crane a lifeline, 
Bacheller hired him to cover the brewing war between Spain 
and the United States. Soon after departing for Cuba on Jan. 2, 
1897, Crane’s ship sank, and he endured 30 hours in a 10-foot 
dinghy before reaching shore at Daytona Beach. Captain Edward 

Murphy was in the dinghy with the luckless correspondent and 
praised Crane in the papers as “the coolest man on board when 
the [ship] went down.” That exhausting ordeal was the source 
for Crane’s most famous short story, “The Open Boat,” but it 
also took its toll on his health. Regardless, the venturesome writer 
returned to New York and then went on assignment to cover the 
1897 Greco-Turkish War. He and Cora settled in England, but 
in 1898 he again found work as a war correspondent and headed 
to Cuba to report on the battles of the Spanish-American War. 
He returned to England in January 1899.

Broke and in failing health, Crane died of tuberculosis on 
June 5, 1900, in a sanatorium in Badenweiler, Germany, outside 
the Black Forest. He was only 28.

While in England—nearly three years after his Western venture 
—Crane drew on his exploits in Nebraska and Texas, respec-
tively, to pen two of his finest short stories: “The Blue Hotel” 
and “The Bride Comes to Yellow Sky.” Both were well received. 
“One may like or dislike Mr. Crane’s tales,” summed up one 
Chicago Evening Post reviewer in 1899, “but he is certainly a man 
of genius.” Willa Cather, no slouch when it came to frontier 
writing, ultimately agreed. “He died young,” she wrote of Crane 
in 1931, “but he had something real. One can read him today.” 
That still holds true. 

Matthew Bernstein teaches writing at Los Angeles City 
College and Apex Academy High School and is the story 
editor for Gregory Urbach’s alternative history novel Custer  
at the Alamo. For further reading he recommends Stephen 
Crane: A Life of Fire, by Paul Sorrentino; The Complete Short 
Stories and Sketches of Stephen Crane, edited by Thomas A. 
Gullason; and The Red Badge of Courage, by Stephen Crane.

CRANE’S WESTERN WRITINGS
Stephen Crane’s ramble from Nebraska to Texas in early 1895 inspired his best-known Western 
short stories “The Blue Hotel” and “The Bride Comes to Yellow Sky.” At the same time, his keen 
understanding of the American spirit undoubtedly aided in their success. In 1890, as settlers 
penetrated even the remotest Western reaches, the Census Bureau had proclaimed the death of 
the frontier. Historian Frederick Jackson Turner echoed their findings in his 1893 “Frontier Thesis.” 
With its passing, American readers began to hunger more earnestly for stories of the mythical 
West, tales about gamblers, gunfighters, saloonkeepers and wide-open spaces. Crane delivered. 

In “The Blue Hotel,” which first appeared in two installments in Collier’s Weekly in 1898, the 
action unfolds in rural Nebraska as a hotel proprietor and his son, Johnnie, play cards with  
two other men. One is the Swede, a jumpy Easterner convinced he has stumbled on Western 
villains determined do him harm. He also believes Johnnie is cheating at cards and challenges 
the young man to a fistfight. Outside in the freezing cold he quickly gets the best of Johnnie. 
Flush with victory, the Swede then leaves the hotel for a bar, where, in a self-fulfilling prophecy, 
he meets a real Western villain who favors knives over fists and doesn’t fight fair.

In “The Bride Comes to Yellow Sky,” first published in McClure’s Magazine in 1898, Texas Marshal 
Jack Potter returns home from San Antonio with his bride. As Potter frets over how his Yellow Sky 
neighbors will react to his new wife, hardcase gunslinger Scratchy Wilson—“a wonder with a gun” 
and “a terror when he’s drunk”—decides to hit the whiskey bottle and shoot up the town. Only Jack 
Potter can stand up to Scratchy Wilson, but the marshal’s bride may complicate everything. —M.B.
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The museum’s Northern 
Lights Atrium blends  
past and present. Right:  
The Inspiration Gallery 
looks at modern Dakota. 
Below right: This massive 
fossilized skull is that of 
an extinct Bison latifrons.

Art Link, who was born in Alexander, North Dako-
ta, in 1914 and went on to become the state’s 
27th governor (1973–81), called it “the people’s 
place,” and the North Dakota Heritage Center 

& State Museum remains exactly that—although there are more 
people these days (relatively speaking, of course), and the mu-
seum has far more space for exploring the state’s rich history. 
In 2009 the Legislative Assembly authorized an expansion that 
nearly doubled the size of the Bismarck facility to a whopping 

97,000 square feet. It celebrated its grand reopening on Nov. 2, 
2014, the 125th anniversary of statehood.

The building is sheathed, inside and out, in copper. Indeed, 
reflective copper walls cradle the centerpiece of the addition— 
the 40-by-40-foot steel-and-glass Northern Lights Atrium, which 
houses a starburst cluster of 20 poles reminiscent of an Ameri-
can Indian earth lodge. Beneath its “smoke hole” skylight is a 
backlit “hearth” bearing the Great Seal of North Dakota, and at 
night backlit screens overhead swirl with the namesake lights.

AS BIG AS ALL DAKOTA
THE NORTH DAKOTA HERITAGE CENTER & STATE MUSEUM IN BISMARCK 

REVEALS THAT WIDE-OPEN STATE IN A WIDE-OPEN SPACE  BY LINDA WOMMACK
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What’s inside the museum, the state’s largest, 
also shines bright. Three new permanent galleries 
trace the history of the region from the earliest 
geological stirrings to recent developments in 
science and exploration.

The Adaptation Gallery explores prehistoric 
Dakota and is crawling with the fossils of mon-
strous sea creatures, dinosaurs (including a crouch-
ing Tyrannosaurus rex), crocodiles and mastodons. 
Keep an eye out for the world’s largest giant squid 
fossil, a North Dakota find, as well as the rare fossil 
of a mummified duck-billed hadrosaur (complete 
with fossilized skin, muscle and scales), discovered 
by a high school student near Marmarth, N.D. 

Next in chronological order is the Innovation 
Gallery, which traces the history of North Dakota’s 
earliest human inhabitants. Hand-painted murals 
recount Paleoindian life, gazing back some 13,000 
years when they first migrated to the region. At the 
heart of the gallery is an enveloping cyclorama 
of the Double Ditch earth lodge village, home to 
Mandan Indians for three centuries (1490–1785) 
and the ruins of which sit some 7 miles north of 
present-day Bismarck. Artist Robert Evans, whose 
work has graced the Smithsonian, relied on arti-
facts to accurately render this 6-by-50-foot master-
work. The gallery also boasts the museum’s largest 
collection of artifacts, including wood and stone 
weapons and tools, clothing, moccasins, quillwork, 
beadwork and tepees. The Indians first encoun-
tered explorers, trappers and traders in the 19th 
century, and the fur trade period is recounted 
through oral histories.

Bringing visitors up to the present, the Inspira-
tion Gallery examines the state and its people 
through six themes—agricultural innovation; indus-
try and energy; newcomers and settlement; con-
flict and war; our lives, our communities; and cul-
tural expressions. Frontier-era displays include 
such modes of transportation as buggies, buck-
boards and Conestoga wagons. Visitors can also 
learn about the waves of immigrants who helped 
shape first Dakota Territory and then the state. 
A fourth gallery, the Governors Gallery, features 
temporary and traveling exhibits.

Young families will want to head up to the Tree 
House, a colorful space centered on a child-sized 
tree house, from which kids then slide down to 
enjoy such interactive exhibits as a fire station, 
a steamboat, a locomotive and a flight simulator. 
Other highlights include the 265-seat Russell Reid 
Auditorium and 65-seat Great Plains Theater, both 
of which host live music, plays, educational semi-
nars and history films.

Nature trails cross the museum grounds. Beside 
the Northern Lights Atrium, the Pembina River 

Plaza is a geological wonderland, featuring a 60 
million-year-old petrified tree, 56 million-year-old 
sandstone cannonball concretions and glacial boul-
ders deposited in the region some 12,000 years ago. 
Adjacent to the plaza is the outdoor Prairie Amphi-
theater, a beautiful spot to picnic while taking in 
summer film screenings and cultural performances.

The North Dakota Heritage Center & State Mu-
seum, at 612 E. Boulevard Ave. in downtown Bis-
marck, is open year-round, and admission is free. 
For more information call 701-328-2666 or visit 
statemuseum.nd.gov. 

Life-sized casts of a 
Tyrannosaurus rex and a 
triceratops look ready to 
do battle in the Adaption 
Gallery. Below: Ghost 
shirts were once the rage 
on Sioux reservations in 
North and South Dakota.
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The Alamo defenders were a diverse lot, as were the 
long arms they used. No doubt they employed mus-
kets, fowlers and shotguns (co-commander Lt. Col. 
William Barret Travis carried a double-barreled 

model of the latter). Others carried trade rifles (associated with 
big-game hunting and the Indian trade) and U.S. military-issued 
muzzleloading Model 1817 common rifles. But perhaps the most 
famous weapon in their arsenal was the long-barreled Pennsyl-
vania rifle, popularly known as the Kentucky rifle. In what quan-
tities it was used is uncertain, but after the March 6, 1836, loss 
of the Alamo, Mexican soldiers claimed several of these prized 
long rifles among the more than 800 confiscated weapons. The 
Pennsylvania/Kentucky rifle had proved itself a worthy asset 
months earlier when Texians used it to help drive Mexican forces 
from their garrison at San Antonio de Béxar. “No sooner did a 

head appear above the wall,” Texian Creed Taylor boasted of 
that 1835 siege, “than it was the target for a dozen hunting rifles.”

This graceful rifle had advanced in design and effectiveness 
from the Jaeger rifle brought to colonial America by German 
settlers. Prior to the Jaeger’s introduction, North American fire-
arms largely comprised smoothbore muskets with short barrels. 
Swiss-born gunsmith Martin Meylin of Lancaster County, Pa., 
is often credited with having invented the Pennsylvania rifle. 
In the early 18th century he and fellow Pequea Valley gunsmiths 
had upgraded the Jaeger by adding a flintlock ignition system, 
using curly maple for the stock, extending the barrel to as long as 
46 inches, and adding patch boxes and brass and silver inlays. 
While the Jaeger had a big .60-caliber barrel, the new rifle ranged 
from .32- to .58-caliber, thus conserving lead on the frontier. The 
bores of early models had straight cut rifling, while the bores of 

ALAMO LONG ARMS
SEVERAL TEXIAN DEFENDERS STAKED THEIR LIVES ON THE LEGENDARY 

PENNSYLVANIA/KENTUCKY RIFLE  BY RAMON VASCONCELLOS

In Robert Onderdonk’s iconic 
painting The Fall of the Alamo 
Davy Crockett makes his last 
stand swinging his Kentucky  
rifle, whose fate is unknown.
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the  
Dickert
rifle made 
its way 
into the 
hands of  
Francis  
white 
‘Frank’ 
Johnson, 
adjutant 
and
inspector 
general  
of the  
Texian 
Army

later models featured now ubiquitous helical land-
and-groove rifling, dramatically improving accu-
racy. In the hands of a marksman the rifle’s effective 
range extended out to perhaps 300 yards, more than 
three times as far as its 18th-century predecessors.

Most of the long rifles at the Alamo were prob-
ably flintlocks, which are relatively complicated to 
load and fire. After ramming powder, patch and ball 
down the barrel, the user pours a priming load of 
black powder into the flashpan beneath the cock, 
which grips a piece of flint. On pulling the trigger, 
the cock falls, raking the flint across the upright 
frizzen and creating a shower of sparks that ignites 
the priming powder. The resulting flame passes 
through a touchhole beside the flashpan, setting off 
the main charge. One out of every five tries the 
weapon would misfire. If fastened improperly to the 
hammer, the flint wouldn’t spark. If any moisture got 
into the flashpan, the priming charge wouldn’t ig-
nite. If the touchhole was fouled (a common occur-
rence), the “flash in the pan” would fail to set off the 
main charge—hence the expression. For a fortunate 
few defenders, some of the Pennsylvania/Kentucky 
rifles at the Alamo were fitted with the more reli-
able caplock, or percussion, ignition mechanism.

As Americans ventured west of the Appalachians, 
frontiersmen brought along the Pennsylvania rifle, 
both for defense and to hunt game. Gun historian 
Felix Reichman indirectly credits Pennsylvania-born 
Daniel Boone, best known for leading settlers to 
Kentucky in the 1770s, for its controversial name 
change. Inspired by tales of his exploits and re-
nowned marksmanship, backwoods hunters took to 
calling the weapon the Kentucky rifle—and it stuck. 

The Kentucky rifle came into its own during 
the Revolutionary War and the War of 1812. When 
General George Washington sought to supple-
ment his Continental forces, Kentucky riflemen 
answered the call and served as able sharpshooters. 
At the 1777 Battle of Saratoga such marksmen 
proved especially effective in picking off British 
officers and soldiers at long range. After the 1815 
Battle of New Orleans one British officer recalled 
how a lone Kentucky rifleman, “standing on the 
breastworks, dressed in linsey-woolsey,” took aim 
at him and fellow officers from a distance “so great 
we looked at each other and smiled.” Their smiles 

died when the sharpshooter dropped two officers 
in succession from their saddles.

The most famous weapon associated with the 
Alamo had a name, “Old Betsy,” and it belonged 
to the most famous participant, David Crockett. 
Like Boone, Crockett had a reputation as an excel-
lent hunter and marksman and is presumed to have 
used his rifle to good effect during the 1836 battle. 
Indeed, in Robert Onderdonk’s painting Fall of the 
Alamo Crockett employs Old Betsy as a club before 
being overcome by Mexican soldiers. Disney and 
others picked up on that iconic imagery. But the leg-
end is just that, for when Crockett set out for Texas in 
the fall of 1835, he left Old Betsy behind. Its fate and 
that of the rifle he did carry into battle are unknown.

One battle “survivor” in the collection of the 
Alamo museum is a Kentucky rifle crafted by Penn-
sylvania gunsmith Jacob Dickert, whose signature 
is etched on the 45-inch barrel. Recovered after 
the battle, the rifle made its way into the hands 
of Francis White “Frank” Johnson, adjutant and 
inspector general of the Texian Army, who in 1839 
presented it to St. Louis Mayor William Carr Lane. 
A century later, in 1947, its final private owner, 
retired U.S. Army Colonel Walter Siegmund of 
San Antonio, gifted it to the Alamo.

Far less celebrated than the Kentucky rifles used 
by Crockett and other Alamo defenders are the 
East India–pattern muskets carried by the Mexi-
can soldiers. Nicknamed the “Brown Bess,” this 
British-made .75-caliber weapon lacked accuracy 
at ranges over 70 yards but was effective at short 
range. No doubt defenders also employed these 
muzzleloaders during the fight. Some of Santa 
Anna’s men also carried the more effective .61-cali-
ber British Baker rifle, often with a fixed bayonet. 
Alamo survivor Susanna Dickinson recalled watch-
ing helplessly as Mexican forces bayoneted the 
wounded and the last of the holdouts in the chapel.

The Alamo defenders also carried rifled and 
smoothbore pistols, as well as tomahawks and 
knives (think Colonel James Bowie and his name-
sake oversized blade). Once the Mexicans had 
breached the Alamo defenses, they would have 
turned to such close-quarters weapons, their Penn-
sylvania/Kentucky rifles having already done 
bloody duty at ranges well beyond the walls. 

1836
This fine Kentucky rifle,  
crafted by Pennsylvania 
gunsmith Jacob Dickert, 
was recovered after  
the battle and survives  
in the Alamo’s collection.
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L egend has it in the spring of 1906 the three owners 
of the Indian Queen mine abruptly skipped town 
with the payroll. As the story goes, those working 
for Farlin’s main employer fashioned nooses and 

threatened to put the town’s hanging tree to use should the trio 
reappear. Years later one did, but the local vigilantes did not 
keep their vow. By then Farlin was long past its glory days, 
and neither he nor anyone else could bring them back.

Prospectors floated the potential of finding ore on Birch Creek, 
in the Pioneer Mountains some 20 miles northwest of Dillon, 
Mont., for some 40 years before anyone did anything about it. 
On July 12, 1864, J.A. Kline filed the first claim, the O.K., after 
finding placer gold on Sheep Creek, a Birch tributary. Word of 
his discovery prompted a mini rush to the district hopeful miners 
named Utopia. By year’s end Orrin D. Farlin struck a promising 

silver/copper vein on the slopes of nearby Greenstone Moun-
tain, dubbing his claim the Greenwich. At the time, however, 
copper was regarded as a useless metal, and transporting it to 
smelters equipped to handle the ore proved problematic and 
uneconomical, so Farlin and the others abandoned the district.

A decade later Orrin and brother William Farlin again tried 
their luck, relocating the Greenwich and recording another 
claim they christened the Indian Queen. Newspapers of the era 
touted the potential of the Birch Creek claims, but development 
in the remote district was slow to come, even after the Utah 
& Northern Railway reached Dillon in 1882 and the Oregon 
Short Line later laid rails a scant half-dozen miles east and 
installed a depot and telegraph station named Apex.

Through the 1880s and ’90s the Farlin brothers and a revolving 
cast of subsequent owners and lessees mined ore from the Indian 

THE INDIAN QUEEN COPPER MINE BIRTHED THIS BIRCH CREEK BOOMTOWN—
AND WHEN THE QUEEN DIED, SO DID THE TOWN  BY TERRY HALDEN

FARLIN, MONTANA

At its peak the town of Farlin, 
high in Montana’s Pioneer 
Mountains, had some 500 
residents, and Kate Van Emon 
taught at the log schoolhouse. 
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Queen, the Greenwich and smaller finds on a 
haphazard, on-and-off basis, but not until the turn of 
the century did the Beaverhead Mining & Smelting 
Co. really start working the Indian Queen under 
lease. To its delight the firm soon discovered the 
deeper it sank the mine, the richer the copper ore 
became. It proved so successful, in fact, that owners 
Thomas Ellis, Tom Stephens and William Robert-
son opted not to renew the lease when it expired in 
late 1901. After organizing the Birch Creek Copper 
Mining & Smelting Co., the trio restarted the In-
dian Queen the following year and by 1903 had 
added a mill capable of turning 40 tons of ore into 
98 percent copper matte each day.

After years of wishing, waiting and hard work 
a small town emerged around the Indian Queen. 
Company representatives named the settlement 
Farlin in honor of the brothers who had located 
the claim some 30 years earlier. A schoolhouse 
had already opened at the behest of teacher Kate 
E. Van Emon, whom townspeople engaged at a 
salary of $50 a month for the three-month school 
term. At its peak Farlin boasted some 500 residents, 
populating the gulch with numerous log cabins, 
a general store with a butcher shop in the rear, a 
boardinghouse and a couple of saloons. For a year 

(1905–06) Farlin even had a post office at the rear 
of Gertrude Black’s sewing shop.

Though the Indian Queen was yielding rich ore, 
the revolving-door management style left some-
thing to be desired, and in the spring of 1906 oper-
ations ground to a halt—by some fanciful accounts 
after the owners skipped town with the payroll, 
raising the specter of the hanging tree. Regard-
less of the circumstances, the subsequent decline 
of the Indian Queen sealed Farlin’s fate. After 
shuttering his general store that year, E.T. Glenn 
told The Dillon Examiner, “No one seems to be 
satisfied with the manner which the Queen has 
been handled, and the mine has simply been gutted 
instead of developed.”

For nearly two decades various interests sought 
to reopen the Queen, but while each made wildly 
optimistic predictions, none lasted more than a sea-
son. In 1922 The Dillon Tribune even noted the re-
turn of one of the Birch Creek trio: “Thomas Ellis 
and son are stationed in Farlin and are working the 
Indian Chief claim.” Given the drop in Farlin’s pop-
ulation, perhaps Ellis figured any lingering ill will 
had dissipated enough to enable him to work an-
other claim he’d purchased. But if rumors were true, 
and he was sticking out his neck, it remained intact.

The town site lies within present-day Beaverhead 
–Deer Lodge National Forest. In 1985 a bolt of 
lightning damaged the hanging tree, forcing the 
U.S. Forest Service to cut it down. The ruins of 
cabins litter the gulch, while the old log school-
house has undergone renovation. To reach Farlin 
from Dillon, drive north on I-15 to Exit 74, then 
head west 6 miles on Birch Creek Road. 

Above left: A man loads 
ore into a wheelbarrow 
at the Indian Queen. 
Above: This cabin and  
a few other weathered 
structures remain standing. 
Below left: The beautiful 
scenery hasn’t changed.

montana

FARLIN

canada

wyoming
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BOOKS
Santa Anna: The  
Story of an Enigma 
Who Once Was Mexico 
(1936, by Wilfrid 
Hardy Callcott):  
This well-written biog- 
raphy has stood the  
test of time to remain 
the standard work on 
the infamous general.

With Santa Anna  
in Texas: A Personal 
Narrative of the 
Revolution (1997,  
by José Enrique de  
la Peña, edited by 
Carmen Perry): This 
remarkable memoir  
of the Mexican side  
of the Texas campaign 
was published to great 
controversy due its 
brief description of the 
execution of David 
Crockett at the Alamo. 
In the introduction to 
this expanded edition 
historian James Crisp 
demolishes arguments 
against the authenticity 
of de la Peña’s memoir.

Santa Anna: A Curse 
Upon Mexico (2002,  
by Robert L. Scheina): 
This compact, highly 
readable biography  
by a leading scholar  
of Latin American 
military history is part 
of Brassey’s Military 
Profiles series.

 MUST SEE, MUST READ
PAUL ANDREW HUTTON CONSIDERS SANTA ANNA IN BOOKS AND VIDEOS

The Blood  
of Heroes: The 
13-Day Struggle 
for the Alamo—
and the Sacrifice 
That Forged  
a Nation 
(2012, by James Donovan): This fast-paced, 
excellent book is the best modern retelling  
of the Alamo story. The author’s clear prose 
is matched by the depth of his research.  
He went back to the primary sources and 
found fresh sources that hadn’t been tapped.

Texian Iliad: A 
Military History of  
the Texas Revolution 
(1994, by Stephen L. 
Hardin): This superbly 
written and researched 
overview of the 1836 
Texas war provides 
good coverage of 
Mexican affairs.

VIDEOS
The Last Command 
(1955, on VHS, 
Republic Pictures): 
Many in the know 
consider director 
Frank Lloyd’s film  
the best Alamo movie. 
Sterling Hayden is  
fine as James Bowie 
and Arthur Hunnicutt 
makes a crusty David 
Crockett, but J. Carrol 
Naish delivers the 
standout performance 
as Antonio López  
de Santa Anna. One  
of Hollywood’s great 
character actors, Naish 
brought a sympathetic 
tone to his portrayal  
of the Mexican gen- 
eral. He often played 
historical characters, 
such as Three-Fingered 
Jack in Robin Hood  
of Eldorado (1936), 
General Philip Sheri- 
dan in Rio Grande 
(1950) and Sitting  
Bull in both Annie  
Get Your Gun (1950) 
and Sitting Bull (1954).
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When war breaks 
out, it becomes clear the 
Indians have the tac- 
tical edge. Calloway’s 
account of the savage 
fight that follows is 
lurid but evenhanded, 

particularly in its de- 
piction of the courage 
and fear that emerged 
amid the collapse of an 
army. He then follows 
up by tracing the 
battle’s effects on both 
the U.S. government 
and what proved a 
fragile Indian confed-
eration. While rifts 
developed among  
the tribes soon after 
their victory, George 
Washington’s presi- 
dency had weathered a 
major crisis, from which 
the standing Army, pre- 
viously viewed with 
suspicion by Congress, 
emerged in radically 
reorganized form as 
the U.S. Legion under 
a not-so-mad Maj. Gen. 
Anthony Wayne.

We all know how the 
story ultimately ends, 
but the author calls 
Little Turtle and Blue 
Jacket’s joint victory in 
1791 an anomaly, not 
so much for its rarity 
among the Indian wars, 

The Alamo 
(2004, DVD, Touchstone): Director  
John Lee Hancock’s film was a box 
office disaster but nevertheless featured 
several compelling scenes (especially  
the battle) and a remarkable cast led  
by Billy Bob Thornton as Crockett  
and Emilio Echevarría as Santa Anna. 
The great Argentine actor Cástulo 
Guerra is equally impressive as Gen- 
eral Manuel Fernández Castrillón.  
Even though Echevarría was much  
older than the real Santa Anna, the 
actor brings considerable dignity to  
the role and makes the general some- 
what sympathetic and understandable. 

The Alamo: 13 Days to 
Glory (1987, on DVD, 
NBC): Director Burt 
Kennedy’s TV film 
adaptation of Lon 
Tinkle’s nonfiction 
book is rather plodding, 
with stars James Arness 
(Bowie) and Brian Keith 
(Crockett) looking  
weary throughout. 
Alec Baldwin (as Alamo 
co-commander Lt. Col. 
William Barret Travis) 
brings some life to his 
role, but the reason to 
watch is Raul Julia’s 
wonderful perfor-
mance as Santa Anna.

Texas Rising (2015, on 
DVD, History): There 
are many problems 
with this History  
miniseries directed  
by Roland Joffé, but 
French actor Olivier 
Martinez delivers a 
fascinating portrayal  
of Santa Anna, deftly 
capturing the look and 
swagger of the general, 
along with his charisma, 
arrogance and passion. 
Along with Jeffrey Dean 
Morgan as Deaf Smith, 
he steals the show. 

His Most Serene 
Highness/Su Alteza 
Serenísima (2001, on 
DVD, Hugo Scherer 
Co.): Director Felipe 
Cazals’ acclaimed film 

looks at the last three 
days of Santa Anna’s 
life, as his mind wan- 
ders back over his 
storied career. The 
film was nominated for 
11 Ariel Awards from 
the Mexican Academy 
of Film, including best 
picture, best director 
(Cazals), best actor (Ale-
jandro Parodi as Santa 
Anna) and best actress 

(Ana Bertha Espin  
as Dolores Tosta), but 
only Espin took home 
a statuette. The DVD 
has English subtitles. 

BOOK 
REVIEWS
The Victory With  
No Name: The 
Native American 
Defeat of the First 
American Army, by 

Colin G. Calloway, 
Oxford University Press, 
New York, 2016 (re- 
print edition), $24.95
Custer’s Last Stand? 
Hardly. As disasters at 
the hands of American 
Indians go, the death 
of 268 7th U.S. Cavalry 
troopers on the Greasy 
Grass is small potatoes 
compared to the 632 
soldiers killed or cap- 
tured on Nov. 4, 1791, 
when the frontier ran 
through what would 
become Ohio and the 
entire U.S. Army had 
an authorized strength 
of 1,283, supplemented 
by some 1,500 militia. 
But this debacle has 
gotten relatively short 
shrift. Fought near the 
headwaters of the Wa- 
bash River, the battle 
didn’t even get a name, 
save for “St. Clair’s 
Defeat,” to the eternal 
condemnation of its 
unfortunate losing 
commander, Maj. 
Gen. Arthur St. Clair. 

Colin Calloway, 
professor of history 
and Native American 
studies at Dartmouth 
College, has done his 
homework to set the 
record straight in The 
Victory With No Name. 
In setting the stage, he 
re-creates two confed-
erations, each a work 
in progress, as the states 
band together under 
their nascent Consti- 
tution to begin the 
westward expansion, 
while the tribes that 
stand in their way seek 
to unite against them.
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“but because over time 
the vast majority of 
American Indians who 
have fought in Ameri- 
ca’s wars have done  
so as part of the U.S. 
Army, not against it.”

—Jon Guttman

Captain Charles 
Rawn and the 
Frontier Infantry  
in Montana, by Robert 
M. Brown, The History 
Press, Charleston, S.C., 
2016, $21.99
The officer corps of 
the frontier Army was 
not comprised entirely 
of flamboyant leaders 
and commanding fig- 
ures with well-known 
surnames—e.g., Custer, 
Crook, Miles, Sheri- 
dan, and Sherman. This 
biography profiles one 
of the quiet, efficient 
officers who did his 
duty and left little last- 
ing legacy—Captain 
Charles Coatesworth 
Rawn. “Although he 
was an unheralded, 
minor player on a huge 
stage,” author Robert 
Brown writes, “it is ex- 
actly men like...Rawn 
who ‘won’ the West.”

Born in 1837 in 
Harrisburg, Pa., Rawn 
served mostly in ad- 
ministrative roles 
during the Civil War, 
then with the 7th U.S. 
Infantry in Reconstruc-
tion Florida before  
his career took him  
to frontier Montana 
(1872–79 at Forts Shaw 
and Missoula). “Minor 
player” though he may 
have been, he partici-
pated in several notable 
actions. At the August 
1872 Battle of Pryor’s 
Creek, for example, the 

Army suffered only 
one fatality while hold- 
ing off a superior force 
of attacking Plains 
Indians, even though 
commanding officer 
Major Eugene Baker 
was incapacitated by 
drink. Stepping up in 
his stead, senior Cap- 
tain Rawn effectively 
deployed his infantry to 
help save the day. After 
that clash, Brown notes, 
Colonel John Gibbon 
wrote to General Win- 
field Scott Hancock, 
stating that “had he 
been able to communi-
cate to the men in the 
field, he would have 
placed Captain Rawn in 
command and had him 
arrest Major Baker.”

In July 1877, during 
the Nez Perce War, 
Rawn, leading a small 
group of soldiers out  
of Fort Missoula and  
a body of volunteers, 
sought to block the 
Indians from descend-
ing into Montana 
Territory at Lolo Pass. 
The Nez Perce simply 
went around Rawn and 
company’s improvised 
barricade, referred to as 
“Fort Fizzle.” Jokes and 
censure of the captain’s 
failure followed, but 
Gibbon exonerated 
him of any blame, as 

the force Rawn had 
been given was clearly 
inadequate. At the 
Battle of the Big Hole 
that August, when  
the wounded Gibbon 
went to Deer Lodge  
to receive treatment, 
he left Rawn in charge. 
“After his chief was 
wounded, the direc- 
tion of affairs largely 
evolved on him,” wrote 
a civilian eyewitness, 
“and it was grand to 
witness the readiness 
in which the men fol- 
lowed where he went 
and their confidence  
in his leadership.”

After his stint in 
Montana Territory 
Rawn, despite medical 
issues, served at vari- 
ous other Western 
posts. In April 1884 he 
earned promotion to 
major in the 24th In- 
fantry, one of four black 
regiments. He died in 
1887 weeks shy of his 
50th birthday. To relate 
the story of the Sioux 
and Nez Perce wars, 
the author by necessity 
deviates from Rawn’s 
narrative, and there 
remain unanswered 
questions regarding  
the officer’s motivation. 
Brown admits we will 
probably never know 
why “a man of such 
pedigree and educa-
tion chose to continue 
to serve in the Army.”

—Editor

Chief Joseph: Trail 
of Glory & Sorrow, 
by Ted Meyers, Hancock 
House, Blaine, Wash., 
2016, $39.95
The Nez Perce Indians, 
and particularly Chief 
Joseph, have gotten 

their due in recent 
years, but that didn’t 
keep Ted Meyers from 
writing 720 pages 
more. For starters  
he points out that  
the chief’s proper 
Indian name was 
Heinmot’tooyalakekt 
(Thunder Traveling to 
High Places and Then 
Returning). That’s a 
mouthful, and Meyers 
thankfully uses Joseph 
most of the time, or 
else the book might 
run over 800 pages. 
  Joseph’s legend was 
larger than life, as he 
was only a band leader 
and not a tribal war 
leader. As Meyers 
points out, he had no 
standing as a buffalo 
hunter, no experience 
in tribal warfare, and 
had never participated 
in a raiding party.  
His brother, Ollokot, 
knew more about  
war and was more  
of a leader during  
the 1877 flight/fight  
of the Nez Perces. 
Joseph’s main duty 
was to look after the 
safety and well-being 
of the women, chil- 
dren and elders. He 
did assume the role  
of primary chief near 
the end of the trek at 
Bear’s Paw in Montana 
Territory, but that was 
because Ollokot, Look- 
ing Class and Tool-
hool’hool’zote were 
dead, and White Bird 
had escaped to Cana- 
da. Joseph’s later fame, 
the author writes, was 
largely due to the fact 
he was “the only chief 
who could relate in 
detail the execution  
of the war.”

Regardless, Meyers 
rates Chief Joseph 
highly and clearly 
admires what the Nez 
Perces accomplished 
during a war no one 

really wanted. “The 
Nez Perce war chiefs 
clearly emerged the 
better field generals, 
and the outnumbered 
warriors remain un- 
challenged as the best 
fighters,” he writes. 
“There was inordi- 
nate overconfidence 
on the part of Army 
commanders, notably 
General Oliver O. 
Howard.” Meyers  
does point out mis- 
takes made by the  
Nez Perce war chiefs, 
noting, “Joseph further 
weakened the chain 
through trust of white 
men and his belief that 
an honorable peace 
could be negotiated.”

—Editor

The Wild West  
Meets the Big  
Apple, by Michael  
P. O’Connor, Pelican 
Publishing Co., Gretna, 
La., 2016, $25.95
New Yorker Michael P. 
O’Connor has devoted 
his research to tracing 
the comings and goings 
of various protagon- 
ists associated with  
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the West in that most 
Eastern of venues, New 
York City. For example, 
Bat Masterson became  
as well known as a news- 
paper sportswriter there as 
he was for his (self-admit-
tedly exaggerated) frontier 
gunslinging exploits. The 
author notes Masterson’s 
main residence remains 
standing at 300 W. 49th 
Street, as is the building 
at 525 W. 52nd Street in 
which Masterson typed 
out his last words for The 
Morning Telegraph before a 
heart attack claimed him 
on Oct. 25, 1921, at age 67.

O’Connor weighs what 
is known about the 1859 
birth in New York of 
Henry McCarty (aka Billy 
the Kid) and relates a 
1902 sojourn to the city 
by his killer, Pat Garrett. 
He also recounts trips out- 

laws Butch Cassidy and 
the Sundance Kid made 
to New York in 1901–02 
with Sundance’s compan-
ion Etta Place—having the 
time of their lives before 
running out of luck in 
Bolivia. Less publicized is 
the fatal effect the winter 
of 1891 in New York had 
on both William Tecum-
seh Sherman and his Civil 
War Confederate counter-
part Joseph E. Johnston, 
who died within weeks  
of having served as one  
of Sherman’s pallbearers.

In 1834 Tennessee 
Congressman David 
Crockett braved New 
York’s Bowery and Five 
Points, of whose residents 
he remarked, “I thought  
I would rather risqué  
[sic ] myself in an Indian 
fight than venture among 
these creatures after night.” 

James Bowie also paid a 
visit before sharing 
Crockett’s fate in Texas  
at the Alamo.

Of course, showman 
William “Buffalo Bill” 
Cody performed in  
New York, and Lakota 
Chief Sitting Bull said  
he wished something like 
the Grand Central Hotel 
could be built on the 
Standing Rock reserva-
tion in Dakota Territory.

—Jon Guttman
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T hink of St. Louis, and the Gateway Arch inevitably pops to mind. One imagines it has been there from the start, 
communing with the heavens like some prehistoric span. But the 630-foot stainless steel arch—the world’s tallest— 

is scarcely 50 years old. The founding of the city predates that of the nation. In 1764 French-born trader Pierre Laclède and 
stepson Auguste Chouteau built a trading post downriver from the confluence of the Missouri and Mississippi. Chouteau 
spearheaded the growth of St. Louis beside his namesake lake (inset), on the site of present-day downtown, and he 
dedicated the grounds for the 1834 Basilica of St. Louis, King of France, above right and in the 1840 lithograph. 

ST. LOUIS, MISSOURI
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