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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.

Two years ago, after a push by an unlikely coalition of con-
servationists, ranchers and Indian tribal groups, President 
Barack Obama signed the National Bison Legacy Act, making 
the American bison (buffalo to friends) the national mammal. 
It turned out not to be a politically charged act. After all, Americans enjoy bison meat (a lean and tasty 
alternative to beef) and are permitted to legally hunt the hairy, humped beasts on private ranches and even 
public lands when herds require culling to maintain a target (no pun intended) population. I don’t recall 
anyone ever lobbying for an alternative national mammal such as the skunk, grizzly bear, beaver, prairie 
dog, pronghorn, wolf, wolverine, coyote, fox, razorback, peccary or even wild Asian buffalo. Our buffalo, 
which naturally or unnaturally (depending on one’s point of view) was on the brink of extinction in the late 
19th century, has come a long way. As an official national symbol of the United States, the bison might 
not yet be on a par with the long-heralded bald eagle (which went through its own endangered stretch), 
but extinction seems unlikely as long as there are hungry humans around to protect it.

Buffalo roaming the Great Plains is of course an iconic image of the Old West. Even in the 19th century 
everybody—including the U.S. Army and buffalo hunters such as Buffalo Bill Cody, Bill Comstock and 
Frank H. Mayer—knew buffalo had occupied a paramount place in the lives of North American Indians 
since time immemorial. But placing sole blame for the buffalo’s near demise on the Army (which arguably 
encouraged their slaughter) and frontiersmen in the 1860s and ’70s (who unarguably slaughtered with little 

restraint) is far too simplistic, as environ-
mental historian Dan Flores pointed out 
in “When Buffalo Ruled the Plains,” pub-
lished in the April 1997 Wild West. Flores 
argued the outlook for bison was already 
gloomy a quarter-century earlier due to 
climate (the onset of drought in 1846), 

competition from horses and then Longhorns, and increased hunting by Indians motivated in large part 
by the market demand for buffalo robes, “Without the market,” Flores said, “bison and Indians had co-
existed for thousands of years. With the market but no white hide hunters, bison wouldn’t have lasted long 
—as happened in Canada, where bison were wiped out without hide hunters playing a role.”

Speaking of Canada, in this issue two archaeologist/writers from north of the border consider an ancient 
means of buffalo hunting that has rarely roamed across my plain brain—buffalo jumps. When I previously 
imagined Indians making a kill, they always did so in dramatic and skillful fashion—riding alongside the 
racing buffalo and employing either bows and arrows or lances to penetrate lungs and bring down even the 
largest of the bulls. Indeed, Indian hunters did employ that technique once they had obtained horses. But 
from prehistoric times right up until the 1870s the preferred and more productive method for harvesting 
bison was to make buffalo jump (i.e., run over a cliff, like lemmings do in popular myth, though the buffalo 
really did). Authors Todd Kristensen and Michael Donnelly focus their article on the fittingly named Head-
Smashed-In, a historic buffalo jump site north of the Montana border in southwest Alberta, Canada. Over 
the six millennia that particular boneyard was in use an estimated 125,000 buffalo met their demise. What’s 
more, at least 200 similar, if historically less intensive, buffalo jumps dot the foothills of Alberta and Mon-
tana. “Such sites were not only food factories,” the authors write, “but also places where people met to build 
social alliances and exchange information, pouring them onto a landscape like blood on rocks.” Fascinating, 
only now my mind’s eye keeps picturing blood—bones, too—atop the rocks as well as out on the plains. 

BUFFALO
BUSINESS

BUFFALO ROAMING 
THE GREAT PLAINS 
IS AN ICONIC IMAGE

Through history bison 
have had reason to  
be wary of hungry  
predators—of the two-  
and four-legged variety.
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Damascus steel is the stuff of legend. Using a technique first mastered
in the ancient city, swords made from Damascus steel were known to

slice gun barrels in half and separate single strands of hair in two, even if
the hair simply floated down onto the blade. 

Now, you can be a part of the legend. The 7 ½"
August Knife features a blade of modern Damascus
steel, inspired by the production techniques and
legends of history. Damascus steel blade knives 
can cost thousands. So, at $59, the price itself is 
also legendary.

Once a lost art, we sought out a knifemaker who 
has resurrected the craftsmanship of Damascus steel 
to create the August Knife. The elusive, ancient
production technique mixes different steel alloys to form a super steel––
the outcome is a beautiful one-of-a-kind pattern of banding and mottling
reminiscent of flowing water.

With the August Knife you’re getting the best blade
money can buy. What you won’t get is the inflated
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.

Limited availability. Only a handful of artisans
make these blades, with each handcrafted knife
taking months to perfect. We currently can get less
than 1500 this year, so we can’t promise they’ll stick
around for long–– especially at this price. Call today!

Your satisfaction is 100% guaranteed. If you don’t
feel like we cut you a fair deal, send it back within
30 days for a complete refund of the item price. But
we believe once you wrap your fingers around the
August’s handle and experience the beauty of its
Damascus steel blade, you’ll be ready to carve out
your own legend.    

At $59, this blade of legendary Damascus
steel is a real steal

Steel Yourself

TAKE 60%
OFF INSTANTLY!
When you use your

INSIDER
OFFER CODE

August Knife non offer code price $149*

Offer Code Price Only $59 + S&P Save $90

Rating of A+

Not shown
actual size.

What customers are saying
about Stauer knives...
�����
“Very hefty, well-built knife
and sheath. Extremely good-
looking and utilitarian.”
— R., Lacey, Washington

• 7 ½" overall length • Genuine Damascus steel blade • Stainless steel guard • Leather handle • Includes genuine leather sheath

BONUS! Call today and
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genuine leather sheath!

18003332045
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FRONTIER 
SOLDIERS
Regarding “Truths About the Frontier Army” 
[August 2017]: I have difficulty reconciling Peter 
Cozzens’ description of the typical frontier soldier 
as a lazy, unskilled, unemployable lowlife—slurs 
some have always applied to soldiers, even today 
—with the heroism shown at, for example, the 
Hayfield Fight, Milk Creek or Reno Hill. And this 
in spite of being led by “bickering, backbiting 
mediocrities, drunks and martinets in epaulets.” 
Undoubtedly many of the men who enlisted were 
down on their luck. However, I suspect the majority 
of frontier soldiers joined for reasons that have 
attracted generations of GIs—a thirst for adven-
ture, a desire to prove oneself, the camaraderie of 
military life and, yes, even patriotism. They pulled 
difficult duty and should be honored for it.

H.R. Seivert
Crystal Lake, Ill.

Peter Cozzens responds: As a former Army officer myself, 
I truly regret that historical evidence does not support 
Seivert’s assumption that most of the soldiers of the fron-
tier Army joined for elevated motives, or that they rose 
above the “slurs” he imputes I have leveled against them. 
Neither does the record support a low- to mid-rank offi-
cer corps of great merit. The desertion rate alone belies 
the notion of a dedicated frontier soldiery. As the Army 
and Navy Journal reported in 1876, during one three-
year period 928 of 1,288 enlistees in a single frontier 
cavalry regiment deserted, a rate common in all but the 
black units, where desertion was rare. More often than 
not, those who served out their service left a good deal to 

be desired. As Brig. Gen. Edward O.C. Ord lamented, while the Army had a greatly 
improved rifle, “I rather think we have a much less intelligent soldier to handle it.” 
The battles Seivert cites simply prove the point that nearly anyone will fight hard 
when cornered, as the soldiers were in those engagements. That they were not annihi-
lated has more to do with the Indians’ aversion to sustaining heavy losses than it does 
to the Army’s defense.

I read with interest Peter Cozzens’ article “Truths About the Frontier Army.” 
It was the first half I found most intriguing, particularly his argument “the Army 
was not hell-bent on killing Indians.” This is a correct diagnosis, but left unsaid 
is why, then, were so many Indians killed in the nearly constant Indian wars? 
The answer is because the white civilians were very much hell-bent on killing 
Indians, and they constantly precipitated warfare. Cozzens focused on the 
post–Civil War years, quoting William Tecumseh Sherman, John Pope, Henry 
B. Carrington and Alfred Terry, among others, to support his theme. Similar 
attitudes are plentiful in the Army during the antebellum years. A few exam-
ples: Ethan Allen Hitchcock: “It is a hard case for the troops to know the whites 
are in the wrong and yet be compelled to punish the Indians if they attempt to 
defend themselves.” Josiah H. Vose: “The white people were undoubtedly the 
aggressors, as is generally the case in all Indian difficulties.” William Whistler: 
“The abandoned and disorderly portion of them [civilians] would at once com-
mence their lawless aggressions on the persons and property of the Indians.”

The Army was primarily a constabulary force on the frontier—peacekeepers. 
With the exception of the Seminole wars and the brief Blackhawk War, the 
years between the War of 1812 and the Mexican War were devoid of Indian 
fighting. Why? Because the Army almost universally realized its main adversary 
on the frontier was not the Indian but the avaricious, belligerent white frontiers-
man. The antebellum Army, overwhelmingly officered by civilized, socialized, 
professional West Pointers, was able to stem the white aggression. After the 
Civil War the West Point factor was watered down, and the nation had become 
inured to warfare. The officers, however much they tried, could not keep the 
uncivilized white frontiersmen in check, or maybe they just didn’t try as hard.

Gregory Michno
Frederick, Colo.

Peter Cozzens [Interview, June 2017] is substantially right when he says the 
U.S. Army never attempted physical genocide of the Plains Indian tribes 
but accommodated cultural genocide largely inflicted by civilians. The actual 
physical genocide took place in California, where Anglos virtually extermi-
nated the California Indians, who were disorganized and far less able fighters 
than the Lakotas or Apaches. That was a near-comprehensive genocide. 
Today people would rather not think about it.

John Koster
Glen Rock, N.J.

As author of a two-part history of the Indian wars (1621–1890), S tomahawkem 
proti musketam (With a Tomahawk Against the Muskets), published in Prague, 
I fully support Peter Cozzens views on the topic. Finally a voice of reason 
amid the politically correct madness and attempts to rewrite American history.

Jiri Cernik
Needmore, Pa.

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.
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The market’s swimming with overpriced dive watches. 
We’re here to tell you those guys are all wet. At Stauer our 

philosophy is everyone deserves the best without having to 
dig deep into their pockets. We’ve been in the watch industry 
for decades and know more than a thing or two about getting 
the ultimate bang for our buck— which means we can pass the 
fruits of our know-how onto our clients.

Case in point:  The Excursion Dive Watch. This tough-as-nails 
sophisticate would cost you in the thousands if you got it from a 
high-end retailer that’s really in the business of selling a big name 
more than a quality watch. We  keep the big names out of the 
equation so we can price this top-notch timepiece for just $79 –– 
a price that let’s you dive in and have enough left over for an 

excursion or two...or three. 

You’re getting a lot for your money 
with this watch. The Excursion is 
the perfect companion in any locale–– 
whether you’re exploring coral reefs or 
investigating the rum options at a beach-
side bar. With a case, band and crown 
of stainless steel, this watch is built to 
last, and its water resistance rating of 
20 ATM means it can handle most of 
your aquatic adventures to a depth of 
678 feet. The striking  metallic blue face 

reflects the deep waters it was designed to explore and it’s sporty 
screw-down crown can take the pressure in stride. 

Equipped with precision crystal movement you can count on 
impeccable performance even when you’re 20 atmospheres 
below the surface. 

Limited Edition. Sure you could give your hard-earned money 
to those other guys, but why would you? We’ve got the thinking 
man’s timepiece right here. This watch takes six months to 
engineer and it’s already making waves, so we can’t guarantee 
it will be around for long. Call today, and experience how 
good it feels to get true luxury for less.

Your satisfaction is 100% guaranteed. If you are not 
completely convinced you got excellence for less, simply return 
the Excursion Dive Watch within 30 days for a refund of the 
item price. At Stauer, we never leave our customers high and dry.

Stauer Excursion Dive Watch  $399†  

   Your Cost With Offer Code   $79 + S&P  Save $320

1-800-333-2045
   Offer Code: EDW267-02 
    You must use this offer code to get our special price. 

Stauer…Afford the Extraordinary.™

Dive in Without Taking a Plunge

† Special price only for customers using the offer code versus the price on Stauer.
com without your offer code.

   Only $79! 
when you use your Offer Code

Plus FREE Stauer Flyboy 
Optics® Sunglasses!

14101 Southcross Drive W., 
Dept. EDW267-02
Burnsville, Minnesota 55337 
www.stauer.com

Stauer®
Rating of A+

Limited to the First 1500 Respondents to This Ad Only

“I just got the new 
Excursion Dive Watch...
I love it. I have several 
Stauer watches and once 
again you don’t disappoint.” 
— F. from Jersey City, NJ

Own one of the best dive watches out there at a refreshingly-affordable price.

EXCLUSIVE  

FREE
Stauer Flyboy 

Optics® Sunglasses

-a $99 value- 
with purchase of 
Excursion Watch

“Today dive watches are the most popular type of sport 
watch...because of their style, promise of durability, and 
utilitarian value.” —A BLOG TO WATCH
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8 REASONS NOT  
TO MESS WITH BISON

1They’re Heavy: The buffalo jump at Head- 
Smashed-In, Alberta, Canada, did not get its 

name from the repeated union of rock and forehead 
as animals tumbled over the cliff. The name stems 
from the story of a Blackfoot boy who foolishly 
watched the hunt from the base of the jump.

2They’re Strong: In 1889 William Horna- 
day cited instances in which stampeding bison 

derailed locomotives and cars. Engineers learned 
to stop their trains whenever herds approached.

3Trampling: Peter Fidler noted in 1792 that 
hunters sometimes drove more than one herd 

into a pound, one after the other, without notifying 
butchers of the second herd—with fatal results. 

4Anthrax: As northern permafrost melts, 
infected and frozen animal carcasses  

have reactivated the spread of deadly anthrax. 
The impressively hardy spores have brought 
archaeologists under fire for excavating animal 
bones, including those at buffalo jumps.

5Penalties: According to Edwin Denig, writing 
in the 1850s, if Assiniboines violated the laws 

of a buffalo hunt and disturbed the herd, they could 
be “struck down by a tomahawk and pounded to 
death.” Penalties today are mild by comparison.

6They’re Irresistible: Men cloaked in hides 
lured bison herds toward cliff edges. “If they 

are not fleet runners,” wrote Lewis and Clark, “the 
buffalo tread them under foot and crush them to 
death and sometimes drive them over the precipice 
also, where they perish in common with the buffalo.”

7Food Fights: Dwindling herds sparked 
conflict, such as the 1848 Battle of O’Brien’s 

Coulee (in what would become North Dakota), 
which pitted a hunting party of roughly 800 Métis 
and 200 Chippewas against 1,000 Sioux. 

8 Present-day rangers issue 
warnings that closing within a few feet of a 

1-ton buffalo for the sake of a selfie photo is unwise.
—Todd Kristensen 

A Kansas-Pacific train turns into a buffalo 
hunt on wheels as men aboard open fire. 

Zoologist William 
Temple Hornaday
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‘To protect 
ourselves and 
property, we 
were compelled 
to organize a 
vigilance com- 
mittee. Our  
very best citi- 
zens promptly 
enrolled them- 
selves, and for a 
while it fulfilled 
its mission to the 
letter and acted 
like a charm, 
and we were 
congratulating 
ourselves on  
our success. The 
committee only 
had to resort  
to extreme  
measures a few 
times and gave 
the hard char- 
acters warning 
to leave town’

—Robert M. 
Wright, an  
early business-
man in Dodge 
City, Kan., 
recalled this  
in his 1913 
autobiography 
Dodge City,  
the Cowboy 
Capital.

WEST 
WORDS

Another Billy?
Last fall The New York Times reported that this 
tintype, according to its owner, captures outlaw 
Billy the Kid (second from left) and the lawman who 
killed him, Pat Garrett (far right). North Carolina 
lawyer Frank Abrams paid $10 for the image at a 
flea market a half-dozen years ago but only recently 
“identified” the posers, with help from self-professed 
forensic expert Kent Gibson. Skeptics abound.

“The Times did not bother to interview anyone 
with contrary views, which is, sadly, par for the 
course in these ‘Local Man Discovers Joan of Arc’s 
Skateboard at Flea Market’ stories,” scoffs research-
er Dan Buck. “Billy boffins are laughing at this tin- 
type, the latest in a steady shower that have dropped 
from the sky ever since the one generally accepted 
Billy tintype fetched $2.3 million at auction in 2011.”

“This image is worth the $10 its owner paid  
for it,” affirms Western author John Boessenecker,  
who deems it “laughable how many ‘new’ and 

‘Tex’ in  
Monroe 
Mention George Arm- 
strong Custer, and most 
history buffs think Little 
Bighorn, West Point, 
Appomattox Court 
House or even the 
Black Hills. Chicago- 
based author Stan 
“Tex” Banash (see 
photo above) thinks 
Monroe, Mich., where 
George spent much of 
his boyhood and where 
on Feb. 9, 1864, he 
married Monroe native 
Elizabeth Clift Bacon. 
Tex has made several 
research trips to town, 
the latest last fall for 

the 19th-annual Custer 
Week, when he lectured 
at the Monroe County 
Museum (occupying the 
1913 Post Office, which 
sits on the original 
home site of Judge 
Daniel Bacon, Libbie’s 
father). “The Power-
Point presentation  
was based on ‘Scars of 
Custer’s Defeat,’ my 
feature article in the 
June 2017 Wild West,” 
Banash says. “If you’re 
interested in George 
Armstrong Custer, a 
visit to Monroe, his 
home, is a must.”

Fetterman 
Diorama 
On Dec. 21, 1866, 
Captain William 
Fetterman and 80 men 
set out from Fort Phil 
Kearny (in present-day  
Wyoming) to relieve  
a wood party under 
attack from Indian 
raiders. Fetterman’s 
small command would 

ride into a fatal trap 
sprung by more than 
1,000 Lakotas, Chey-
ennes and Arapahos 
incensed by the pres- 
ence of the fort and 
Bozeman Trail travel- 
ers. The Indians killed 
every soldier. Sheri-
dan, Wyo., artist Tom 
Warnke recently un- 
veiled at that city’s 
Fulmer Public Library 
a superbly detailed 
12-by-3.5-foot diorama 
(see photo) depict- 
ing this clash in Red 
Cloud’s War. “Warnke’s 
display includes 800 
Indian and soldier 
figures and 150 horses,” 
reports Wild West con- 
tributor John Flood.

Helping with the 
project were Sheridan 
residents Dr. Scott 
Nickerson, Chris 
Morton and Connie 
Robinson (who 
painted the mural  
and figures), as well  
as descendants of 
Lakotas Crazy Horse 
and Hump. “We were 
extremely pleased by 
the reaction of Dono- 
vin Sprague, a direct 
descendant of Hump, 
the tactician of this 
battle,” says Warnke. 
“When he viewed  
our layout of the flow 
of all the action, he 
even gave us four  
more scenes to add to 
what we had shown.”

‘authentic’ images of Billy keep showing up.” Only 
a handful of desperadoes in New Mexico Territory’s 
Lincoln County War ever sat for a portrait. “Obvi- 
ously,” he adds, “the so-called experts who ‘authen- 
ticated’ this image do not know how fortunate  
we are that Billy posed, heavily armed, for the 
one real photograph that has survived today.” 
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FAMOUS LAST WORDS

‘GOODBYE, MY FRIENDS, GOODBYE. GOD BE MERCIFUL.  
GOD IS ALL WISE, AND GOD IS GOOD. HE WILL FORGIVE ME!’
—James Martin, convicted of killing brakeman John Williams in May 1902 at the Silver Bow railroad junction in Montana,  

said these words on Feb. 23, 1904, just before his execution by hanging in the jail yard in Butte. 

 Morphy  
Auctions 
Colt and Smith & 
Wesson revolvers and 
nearly every Winches- 
ter rifle model ever 
manufactured were 
among the popular 
items put up for bid  
at Morphy’s latest 
Firearms & Militaria 
auction in Denver—
Pennsylvania, that is. 
A Colt Model 1860 
Single Action Army 
Revolver inscribed  
to Buffalo Bill Cody 
topped out at $23,370, 
while an engraved 
Winchester 1886 re- 
alized $17,220. The 
top bid, however, went 
not to a firearm but  
a circa 1830s ivory- 
handled bowie knife  
by Alfred Hunter (with 
the original sheath, see 
photo), which brought 

the hammer down  
at $39,975. Morphy’s 
next firearms auction 
[morphyauctions.com] 
is coming March 2–4.

Cozzens  
Honored 
Peter Cozzens has  
won the Denver Public 
Library’s Caroline 
Bancroft History Prize 
for his 2016 book The 
Earth Is Weeping: The 
Epic Story of the Indian 
Wars for the American 
West. The library’s 
Western History and 
Genealogy Depart-
ment presents the 
annual award for the 
best book on Colorado 
or Western American 
history. Cozzens wrote 
The Earth Is Weeping  
in an effort to achieve 
historical balance re- 
garding the controver-

sial 19th-century Indi- 
an wars west of the 
Mississippi. A retired 
U.S. State Department 
foreign service officer, 
Cozzens has written  
17 books about the 
American Civil War 

and the American 
West. His article 
“Truths About the 
Frontier Army” was 
the cover story in the 
August 2017 Wild West, 
and he was interviewed 
for the June 2017 issue.

Top bidders unleashed both barrels last fall at the James Julia Firearms 
Auction in Fairfield, Maine, snapping up an exceptionally rare A.H. Fox 
FE 20-gauge shotgun with gold inlays for $166,750 (see photo) and a 
Parker A-1 Special shotgun for $142,600. Other highlights included a 
historic silver-mounted Hawken rifle once displayed at the Cody (Wyo.) 
Firearms Museum ($109,250); a “1 of 1,000” 1873 Winchester rifle 
($103,500); a Confederate scoped Whitworth sharpshooter’s rifle,  
which set a world auction record for that model ($161,000); and a  
rare Colt Walker percussion revolver ($71,875). Julia’s next firearms 
auction [jamedjulia.com] is set for March 21–23.

James Julia Auction



“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 108035.

 1-888-671-8546  
www.JitterbugDirect.com

Order now and receive a 

FREE Car Charger – a $25 value  

for your Jitterbug Flip. Call now!
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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

Available in  
Red and Graphite.
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Contracts

Monthly Plan
Monthly Minutes

Personal Operator Assistance

Long Distance Calls

Voice Dial

Nationwide Coverage

30-Day Return Policy2

$14.99/mo1

200
24/7

No add’l charge

FREE

YES

YES

$19.99/mo1

600
24/7

No add’l charge

FREE

YES

YES

More minute plans and Health & Safety Packages available. 
Ask your Jitterbug expert for details.
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Cody Centennial
The Buffalo Bill Center 
of the West in Cody, 
Wyo., continues to 
mark its centennial past 
2017. The exhibition 
“Cody to the World!” 
continues through 
Feb. 4 in the special 
exhibitions gallery.  
On display are arti- 
facts such as a golden 
eagle, hawk and flicker 
feather headdress 
possibly owned by 
Chief Joseph of  
the Nez Perces. Call 
307-587-4771 or visit 
centerofthewest.org.

Russell  
Exhibition
The C.M. Russell 
Museum in Great 
Falls, Mont., holds its 
annual exhibition and 
sale March 15–17. 
Call 406-727-8787 or 
visit cmrussell.org.

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 contem- 
porary Indian artists 
over the past quarter- 
century, including 
Enough, a 2015 bronze 
by Holly Wilson (Dela- 
ware Tribe of Western 
Oklahoma/Cherokee). 
Call 317-636-9378  
or visit eiteljorg.org.

Autry Art 
The Autry Museum of 
the American West, in 
Los Angeles’ Griffith 
Park, presents its annual 
Masters of the Ameri- 
can West Art Exhibi- 
tion and Sale Feb. 10– 
March 25, featuring 75 
nationally recognized 
contemporary Western 
artists. Above is John 
Moyers’ oil The Elder’s 
Walk, priced at $58,000. 
Call 323-667-2000  
or visit theautry.org.

The Reel West
The Eiteljorg Museum 
in Indianapolis looks 
at how Western movies 
and television shows 
have shaped our ideas 
of the American West 
in “The Reel West,” 
which runs March 3, 
2018–Feb. 3, 2019. 
Among the featured 
Western objects on 
display are Danny 
Glover’s Silverado 
boots, a Gunsmoke 
badge and a Gene 
Autry cowboy hat.  

Call 317-636-9378  
or visit eiteljorg.org.

Winter Range
The annual Winter 
Range SASS Na- 
tional Championship 
of Cowboy Action 
Shooting targets the 
Ben Avery Shooting 
Facility in Phoenix 
Feb. 19–25. Call 
623-465-8683 or  
visit winterrange.com.

Unlocking  
the Vault 
The National Cowboy 
& Western Heritage 
Museum in Oklahoma 
City features works 
from its collection 
seldom seen by the 
public in “Unlocking 
the Vault: Mysteries 
and Marvels of the 
Museum,” Feb. 18– 
May 13. The muse- 
um also presents “Do  
You See What I See? 
Painted Conversations 
by Theodore Waddell,” 
Feb. 9–May 13, which 
redirects visitors’ 

attention to the im- 
portance of what 
doesn’t appear on the 
canvas. Below is the 
Montana-born artist’s 
Lynn’s Narcissus, a 1997 
oil and encaustic on 
canvas. Call 405-478-
2250 or visit national 
cowboymuseum.org.

Howard Post Art
“The West Observed: 
The Art of Howard 
Post” shows at the 
Booth Western Art 
Museum in Carters-
ville, Ga., through  
Feb. 4. After working 

as a commercial  
artist, Post focused  
on rendering Ari- 
zona ranch scenes  
and landscapes. Call 
770-387-1300 or visit 
boothmuseum.org.

WWA in Billings
Western Writers of 
America, which pro- 
motes the literature  
of the American West, 
returns to Billings, 
Mont., for its 65th 
annual convention 
June 20–23. Call 
307-329-8942 or visit 
westernwriters.org.

WWHA Roundup 
The Wild West His- 
tory Association’s  
11th annual Roundup 
comes to Springfield, 

Mo., July 18–21. The 
focus of this year’s  
event are such Mis- 
souri notables as the 
James and Younger 
brothers, Belle Starr 
and Tom Horn. Visit 
wildwesthistory.org.

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



We’ve all had nights when we just can’t lie down in 
bed and sleep, whether it’s from heartburn, cardiac 
problems, hip or back aches – it could be a variety 
of reasons. Those are the nights we’d give anything 
for a comfortable chair to sleep in, one that reclines 
to exactly the right degree, raises feet and legs to 
precisely the desired level, supports the head and 
shoulders properly, operates easily even in the 
dead of night, and sends a hopeful sleeper right 
off to dreamland.

Our Perfect Sleep Chair® is just the chair to do it 
all. It’s a chair, true – the finest of lift chairs – but this 
chair is so much more! It’s designed to provide total 

comfort and relaxation not found in other 
chairs. It can’t be beat for comfortable, 
long-term sitting, TV viewing, relaxed 
reclining and – yes! – peaceful sleep. 
Our chair’s recline technology allows 
you to pause the chair in an infinite 

number of positions, including the 
Trendelenburg position and the 

zero gravity position where your 
body experiences a minimum of 
internal and external stresses. 
You’ll love the other benefits, 

too: It helps with correct 
spinal alignment, promotes back 

pressure relief, and encourages 
better posture to prevent 
back and muscle pain. 

And there’s more! The overstuffed, oversized biscuit 
style back and unique seat design will cradle you in 
comfort.  Generously filled, wide armrests provide 
enhanced arm support when sitting or reclining. The 
high and low heat settings along with the multiple 
massage settings, can provide a soothing relaxation 
you might get at a spa – just imagine getting all that 
in a lift chair! It even has a battery backup in case of a 
power outage. Shipping charge includes white glove 
delivery. Professionals will deliver the chair to the 
exact spot in your home where you want it, unpack 
it, inspect it, test it, position it, and even carry the 
packaging away! Includes one year service warranty 
and your choice of fabrics and colors – Call now!

The Perfect Sleep Chair®

1-888-549-5578
Please mention code 108036 when ordering.

© 2017 fi rst STREET for Boomers and Beyond, Inc.

“To you, it’s the perfect lift chair. To me, 
it’s the best sleep chair I’ve ever had.”  

— J. Fitzgerald, VA

Easy-to-use remote for 
massage, heat, recline and lift

Sit up, lie down — 
and anywhere 

in between!

This lift chair puts you 
safely on your feet! 

DuraLux II Microfi ber

Long Lasting DuraLux Leather 
Tan Chocolate Burgundy Black Blue

Burgundy Cashmere Fern Chocolate Indigo
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Kirk Ellis, president of Western Writers of 
America [westernwriters.org], is perhaps best 
known for having written and co-produced 
the 2008 HBO miniseries John Adams, which 
garnered him two personal Emmy Awards 
among the 13 the adaptation garnered. Splitting 
his time between Santa Fe, New Mexico, and 
Palm Springs, California, Ellis has also written 
and/or co-produced such films as The Grass 
Harp (1995), The Beach Boys: An American Family 
(2000) and Anne Frank: The Whole Story (2001). 
Twice he’s won the Humanitas Prize (for Anne 
Frank and John Adams), awarded for film and 
television writing that promotes human dignity 
and freedom. He collaborated with Steven Spielberg and Dream-
Works on the 2005 miniseries Into the West, the “Hell on Wheels” 
segment of which earned him WWA’s Spur Award and the 
National Cowboy & Western Heritage Museum’s Wrangler. Ellis 
recently spoke with Wild West about screenwriting and Westerns.

I’m not one of those guys who started making short films at 
age 3. I came to cinema comparatively late—my high school 
years. I grew up in west Texas, a place where history isn’t a 
concept—it’s a living part of the natural and cultural landscape. 
The same thing is true of Santa Fe, which has been our home 
now for the better part of 20 years. Having originally been inter-
ested in a career in anthropology or archaeology, I thought I 
might pursue ethnographic filmmaking. But as I delved deeper 
into the history of film, I was quite swept away. The rest has been 
what I call a natural cycle of corruption into screenwriting. 

Dramatists have a different obligation from historians. Our job 
is to tell a compelling story—to get at the emotional, if not always 
factual, truth. I don’t believe in this concept of “objective” history. 
Every interpretation is subjective in some fashion. That’s what 
makes history messy, and messiness makes for great drama. That 
said, I’ve always prided myself on being able to capture the spirit 
of time, place and character, even when varying from the letter.

Truth be told, I’ve never been the most ardent Ford fanatic. 
I think The Searchers is one of the most overrated of all American 

WRITING OUT OF THE WEST
SCREENWRITER KIRK ELLIS, PRESIDENT OF WESTERN WRITERS OF AMERICA, 

PROFILES FAMOUS WESTERNERS AND EASTERNERS  BY CANDY MOULTON

films. My personal preference runs to direc-
tors like Anthony Mann, who was much, much 
better at conveying the psychological realities 
of the frontier experience (and a better direc-
tor). Budd Boetticher was a friend and mentor 
of mine, and his series of Ranown Westerns 
with Randolph Scott (the best ones written by 
Burt Kennedy) have a stark simplicity I also 
find appealing. Mann and Boetticher, not Ford, 
paved the way for people like Sam Peckinpah.

What drew you to Into the West
I was originally hired to write only one epi-
sode (Episode 4, “Hell on Wheels”), which 

concerned the building of the transcontinental railroad and its 
collateral damage on native America—especially the tragedies of 
Sand Creek and the Washita. Both topics had long been passions 
of mine, and I already knew quite a bit going in. But before I was 
even done with the second or third draft, I became a supervising 
producer on the whole miniseries and took on the rewriting of 
the remaining episodes, along with work on those already shot. 
So by the end I had a whole library full of Western history, from 
1826 to 1890, piled up on my dining room table, where I could 
usually be found cranking out pages for the next week’s shoot.

Don’t be put off by the label “Western.” Some of the finest 
fiction and nonfiction in this country is centered on people and 
places west of the Mississippi—think of Larry McMurtry, Ivan 
Doig and the late Sam Shepard. For my time and money it sure 
beats reading about the tawdry affairs of East Coast academics 
in the midst of midlife crises.

is
As president of Western Writers of America, I’ve adopted the 
definition of a Western as anything set in the trans-Mississippi 
West of America, present or past. The Exxon Valdez oil spill, 
the Granite Mountain fire and the Standing Rock protests are 
just as much Western stories as the traditional genre tropes. 
Openness—expanse—is also part of the whole Western ethos. It 
derives almost entirely from the nature of the landscape. The 
West is a big country in every respect. 

Read the full interview online at WildWestMag.com.



A
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THE 45TH PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES
On November 8, 2016, America elected charismatic businessman 
Donald Trump as its 45th President. His fire-brand style, no-nonsense
approach resounded with a public that had become increasingly 
frustrated with the American political machine. During his historic
campaign he promised to “Make America Great Again” by bringing
jobs back to America, securing our borders, strengthening our military

and caring for our veterans, and most of all unifying all Americans. He
stands firmly in his belief that the U.S. is the greatest nation in the world

and that when its people work toward a common goal, they will restore
America’s standing as a beacon of freedom, strength, and prosperity.

THE FIRST COIN CELEBRATING 
PRESIDENT DONALD TRUMP
Available exclusively from American Mint, this official commemorative
coin is luxuriously layered in 24k gold and features a magnificently
detailed portrait of President Donald Trump with his prophetic 
quote “Sometimes by losing the battle, you find a new way to win the

war” on the obverse. Minted to the highest quality “Proof” standard, this
exquisite coin comes in its own protective

capsule to preserve it for future generations.
Your satisfaction is guaranteed. Order today!

$19.95SP
ECIAL

COLLECTOR’S

PRICE
(a $79.95 value)

• Go to americanmint.com/732.05•  Call us toll-free at 
877-807-MINT (6468)

• Mail in your completed
order form and payment

easy ways 
to order:3

Limit one watch per customer

ACT NOW 
and get a 
Presidential 
Watch for 
FREE with 
your order.

FREE GIFT
WITH YOUR ORDER

• Specially minted to mark Donald 
Trump’s historic inauguration as 
America’s 45th President

• Highest minting quality “Proof”

• Luxuriously layered in 24k gold

• Features a highly detailed portrait 
of Donald Trump and one of his 
famous quotes

• 40 mm in diameter (1.6")

• Available exclusively from American Mint

American Mint Satisfaction Guarantee
To ensure that you are delighted with the items you receive from American Mint, all of our items 
are backed by our unconditional satisfaction guarantee. If you are not completely satisfied with your 
purchase, you may send it back within 20 days at our cost for replacement, credit or refund — no 
questions asked. For questions, please contact us toll-free at 1-877-807-MINT.

American Mint
P.O. Box 10, Mechanicsburg, PA 17055

Mail this completed form along with your payment to:

________________________________________________________________________________________
Name

________________________________________________________________________________________
Street Address

________________________________________________________________________________________
City

_____________        ___________________        (___________) ___________________________________
State      Zip Code                                    Phone

________________________________________________________________________________________
E-Mail

© 2018 American Mint LLC

Keycode 732.05

Yes! I want to order my Donald Trump – Make America Great Again commemorative coin 
(Item # 944-216-2) – a $79.95 value – for just $19.95. Shipping and handling is FREE. I will also receive a
Presidential Watch absolutely FREE with my order! PA RESIDENTS ADD 6% SALES TAX. Please charge my:

________________________________________________________________________________________
Credit Card Number

________________ /________________ ________________ /________________ /________________
Valid Through                                                           Order Date

________________________________________________________________________________________
Signature                                                       (all orders subject to approval)

� Check / Money Order enclosed (payable to American Mint)

�

PLEASE REMIT PAYMENT IN ORDER FOR SHIPMENT TO BE PROCESSED
Signature required below

REDEMPTION CERTIFICATE
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In this real photo postcard 
dated March 16, 1933, Jim 
White, who in 1898 had 
discovered the underground 
wonder that became known 
as Carlsbad Caverns, poses 
beside the winch-operated 
iron bucket he used both  
to haul up the guano (bat 
excrement) he sold as 
fertilizer and to lower in  
(and hopefully out) early 
visitors to the cave. Texas-
born White was working  
as a 16-year-old cowboy in 
southeastern New Mexico 
Territory when he saw a 
cloud of bats exiting a tunnel 
in the desert hills. Within 
days he and Mexican boy 
known as “Pothead” (his  
real name has been lost to 
history) had explored many 
of the tunnels and chambers 
now visited annually by 
nearly a half-million tourists. 
More discoveries remain. 
“Any hole in the ground 
which could house such  
a gigantic army of bats  
must be a whale of a big 
cave,” White recalled in  
“Jim White’s Own Story,”  
a booklet he self-published  
in 1932 and sold at newly 
established Carlsbad 
Caverns National Park  
[nps.gov/cave]. He died in 
1946 in nearby Carlsbad 
(formerly Eddy), N.M. 
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Shown larger than
 approximate size of 4½  " high

Handcraft ed and 
painted by hand

•
Individually 

hand-numbered
•

Includes Certifi cate 
of Authenticity

Wearing his majestic ceremonial headdress with pride and casting 
an all-knowing, green-eyed stare your way, “Chief Runs with Paws” 
is the chosen guardian of the spirit world ... and the mysterious secrets 
held within.

And now, this revered, highly trusted tabby pawses for a moment 
to share his sacred wisdom with you!

Handcrafted limited edition!

From his etched “feathers” to the sculpted “fringe” of his tribal 
garb, “Chief Runs with Paws” is crafted and painted entirely by hand.

Limited to only 95 casting days, this exclusive Hamilton fi gurine is 
individually hand-numbered and includes a matching, numbered 
Certifi cate of Authenticity.  

 Act now for your FREE PREVIEW!
Send no money now! Just mail in the attached coupon to preview 

“Chief Runs with Paws” FREE for 30 days. Your satisfaction is 
guaranteed for a full year — or your money back. Reply today! 

09-06566-001-BD1

©2017 HC.  All Rights Reserved.  

Feline chief shares his secrets with you.

Name_________________________________________

Address_______________________________________

City________________________State_____Zip______

Email (optional) __________________________________

Signature______________________________________

(Please print clearly.)

Please Respond Promptly

09-06566-001-E56301

9204 Center For The Arts Drive, Niles, Illinois  60714-1300

MAIL TO:

��YES! Please accept my order for “Chief Runs with 
Paws” for the low issue price of just $29.99*. I need 
send no money now. I’ll be billed with shipment. 

Fastest way to order:
HamiltonCollection.com/ChiefKitty

LIKE US ON

*Add $8.99 for shipping and service; see 
HamiltonCollection.com. Deliveries to FL 
and IL will be billed appropriate sales tax. For information on sales tax you may owe to
 your state, go to HamiltonCollection.com/use-tax. All orders are subject to product 
availability and credit approval. Allow 6 to 8 weeks for shipment.
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By 1916 horseless carriages were going strong. 
A motorist averaging 18 mph in daylight on un-
improved roads could conceivably make it from 
New York City to San Francisco in just under 

a month. World War I was in its third year, and the opposing air 
services’ flying aces were proving how far aviation had come. 
Oceangoing steamships were transiting between the Atlantic and 
Pacific Oceans through the Panama Canal, completed two years 
earlier. But not all that happened in 1916 seemed up to date.

That same year in a remote corner of the West, just south of the 
Idaho line in Nevada and light years removed from a world speed-
ing toward the future, a federal mail stage was robbed just outside 
the mining town of Jarbidge. Though the targeted vehicle was 
actually a wagon, the heist is generally regarded as the last stage-

THE LAST  
STAGECOACH ROBBERY

BADMEN ROBBED A MAIL STAGE IN NEVADA’S ELKO COUNTY IN 1916, 
AND THOUGH THREE PAID A HIGH PRICE, THE LOOT NEVER TURNED UP

BY LAZELLE JONES

coach holdup in U.S. history. For nearly six decades coaches of 
various types had transported passengers, mail and money across 
the West. Once the lifeline of small communities, stagecoaches 
were also the geneses of much Western lore, as badmen sought 
to rob them, and guards to protect them—most times, anyway.

The last holdup happened on Dec. 5, 1916, in the foothills of 
the 10,000-foot Jarbidge Mountains of northern Elko County, in 
the kind of rarefied air, as Mark Twain put it, “the angels breathe.” 
The air that evening was also thick with snow, with near whiteout 
conditions. Postmaster Scott Fleming kept going to the window of 
his ramshackle office to look down Main Street of the once boom-
ing mining camp for some sign of the long overdue mail stage from 
Rogerson, Idaho. Rogerson, where the railroad stopped, was just 
65 miles away, but this particular run was anything but routine. 
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Opposite (clockwise from 
left): The Jarbidge jail 
today; this bloody palm 
print helped convict stage 
robber Ben Kuhl; fellow 
robber Edward Beck  
was sentenced to life in 
prison. Above: This mail 
stage, though not the one 
robbed, also ran to and 
from Jarbidge. Below left: 
The recovered payroll 
pouch from the robbery.

The  
Judge had 
allowed 
kuHl to 
select his 
manner of 
death, and 
kuHl had 
chosen 
execution 
by firing 
squad

investigators linked the dog to Ben Kuhl, an ex- 
convict with a record in both California and Oregon. 

Trudging over to Kuhl’s cabin, authorities found 
the suspect and two associates, Edward Beck and 
William McGraw. On recovering a .44-caliber re-
volver, its hammer resting on a spent shell, authori-
ties arrested the trio and took them to the Jarbidge 
jail. While Kuhl admitted nothing publicly, word 
soon circulated driver Searcy had been in on the 
heist, and Kuhl had shot the driver in a dispute over 
how to divide the stolen payroll. Confronted with 
the evidence, McGraw had turned state’s evidence.

The following fall Kuhl and Beck were tried in 
turn for robbery and murder at the county court-
house in Elko. The evidence, including the recov-
ered coat and gun, was mostly circumstantial. At 
Kuhl’s trial two forensic experts from California 
testified that a bloody palm print found on an en-
velope at the crime scene belonged to the accused. 
Convicted of first-degree murder, Kuhl was sen-
tenced to death. Beck got life. For his testimony 
McGraw walked. In October 1917 Kuhl and Beck 
entered the Nevada State Prison in Carson City.

Judge Errol Taber had allowed Kuhl to select his 
manner of death—hanging or shooting—and Kuhl 
had chosen execution by firing squad. Taber set the 
date of execution for Jan. 10, 1918 but shortly after 
Kuhl entered prison, the Nevada Board of Pardons 
commuted his sentence to life. Beck was paroled on 
Nov. 24, 1923, while Kuhl served nearly 28 years. 
He was paroled on May 9, 1945, by Governor 
Edward Carville, the very man who had prose-
cuted him in 1917. Neither he nor his accomplices 
ever revealed where they’d stashed the loot.

Kuhl reportedly worked anonymously in a San 
Francisco shipyard until his death in 1958. Details 
remain sketchy. He may have succumbed to pneu-
monia, though popular myth has it that while hitch-
hiking back to Elko County, possibly to retrieve the 
cached loot, he was struck and killed by a car. 

The coach carried not only the U.S. mail but also 
a satchel holding some $3,000 in currency and coins 
to meet the payroll of the Elkoro Mining & Milling 
Co., which owned or leased most of the area mines.

By 9 p.m. Frank Leonard, at Fleming’s request, 
rode up Crippen Grade, the last stretch of road into 
Jarbidge, to look for the stage. More than 4 feet 
of snow had fallen. Stage driver Fred Searcy could 
have run into trouble, such as a broken axle or a slip 
off the icy canyon road. Returning to the post office 
a few hours later, Leonard reported no sign of the 
stage. Within the hour Rose Dexter, a woman living 
along the grade a half-mile north of the post office, 
arrived in town. She’d seen the stage from Rogerson 
pass by around suppertime and hailed the driver.

A search party immediately set out to investigate. 
The men hadn’t ridden far when they met with a 
disturbing sight—the mail wagon, its horses still in 
harness, at a standstill off the road amid a thicket 
of willows by the bridge over Bear Creek. Searcy sat 
in the driver’s seat, but he was slumped over and 
blanketed with snow. The searchers spotted a blood-
caked bullet hole over his left ear. The mail pouch 
lay nearby, its contents scattered across the snow, 
but the satchel with the mine payroll was missing.

With the snow still falling, the men unhitched the 
horses, brought them back to town and retired for 
the night. The next morning they returned to the 
crime scene and found two sets of tracks in the snow 
—one made by a man, the other by a dog. Following 
the tracks down to a nearby creek, the searchers 
discovered a sack containing $182 in coins and a 
blood-soaked shirt in the water, weighted down by 
a rock. Beneath the bridge over the creek they dis-
covered a crumpled coat, later tied to its owner. 
A stray dog that had accompanied them from town 
began digging at a spot in the snow and soon uncov-
ered the blood-spattered payroll satchel, its bottom 
sliced open and all the coins and currency removed.

One of the investigators noticed the canine tracks 
they’d been following closely resembled those left 
by the dog with them now. Putting two and two 
together, someone asked, “Whose dog is this?” No 
one knew. But when the party reported its findings, 
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Janette Riker saw her share of 
natural beauty and hardship 
while wintering alone for months 
in what would become Montana.

Janette Riker was alone, stranded in the northern 
Rockies. She huddled in the family wagon, watch-
ing her team of oxen graze on the grass of a moun-
tain valley. Snow blanketed the peaks around her, 

and winter was coming. She had set out for Oregon Territory 
with her father and two brothers in early 1849, among the esti-
mated 30,000 people migrating west that year. With no one to 
help her—or even to pity her—she seemed doomed to die alone in 
the wilderness. But Janette was bound and determined to survive.

STRANDED IN THE ROCKIES
JANETTE RIKER’S FATHER AND TWO BROTHERS LEFT HER ALONE IN CAMP  

TO GO HUNTING IN SEPTEMBER 1849 AND NEVER RETURNED 
BY CHUCK LYONS

That summer the Rikers had passed through what would be-
come Dakota Territory and by late September had reached the 
mountains of future Montana. They made camp in a lush valley, 
intending to rest their stock a few days and hunt for meat before 
tackling the high passes. The next morning Janette’s father and 
brothers set out to find buffalo. Janette never saw them again.

Little is known of Janette Riker’s life before or after her trial 
that winter of 1849–50. Not even her age is known for certain, 
though she was unmarried.
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Top: Some nights Riker 
heard prowling wolves 
seeking a way into her 
shelter. Above: Janette’s 
survival story inspired 
these works of fiction.

At last the winter broke in the mountains, and 
the drifts that had imprisoned Janette began to 
recede. But with the thaw came flooding. Water 
coursed through the valley into her shelter, ulti-
mately forcing her to relocate. An armload at a time 
she dragged her water-laden blankets and other 
supplies through the muck to the wagon, the stove 
last of all, then pulled the canvas cover back into 
place. High and dry once more, she watched as the 
snowmelt washed away the timbers of the shelter 
that had served her so well. Lacking dry firewood, 
she subsisted on cornmeal and salted ox meat. 
Though no longer cold, she grew weaker as she 
waited for dry conditions.

Finally, in late April a passing Indian hunting 
party discovered Janette. The men were impressed 
she had endured the winter alone, an undertaking 
they indicated their own women would not have 
attempted. Once she’d eaten some and regained 
her strength, the hunting party transported Janette 
and some of her goods on horseback eastward 
through the mountains to the white settlement at 
Walla Walla. According to writer William Worthing-
ton Fowler, who recorded Janette’s story in his 1876 
book Woman on the American Frontier, the “wild and 
hostile” Indians had acted out of “admiration for 
the hardihood of the ‘young white squaw.’” 

Had the Indians not been as kind to her father 
and two brothers? Or had there been a terrible 
accident, such as an avalanche? Perhaps the Riker 
men had simply lost their way and wandered off to 
their deaths. Their fate will likely remain a mystery. 
As for Janette, her survival story endures in several 
works of fiction and nonfiction, but like many other 
female pioneers the real woman largely vanished 
from history. 

The United States had resolved its longstanding 
boundary dispute with Great Britain over Oregon 
Country only three years earlier, though emigrant 
wagon trains had been venturing to the region since 
the 1830s. It is not known whether the Riker family 
was traveling alone or had become separated from 
a train for some reason. The latter seems more likely, 
though they were well north of the Oregon Trail.

When her father and brothers failed to return 
from their hunt, Janette spent a long, worrisome 
night in the wagon, perhaps praying as wolves 
howled in the clear mountain air. In the morning 
she went searching for her family. She was able to 
follow their tracks into a gorge before losing the 
trail. The next morning Janette set out again, alter-
nately calling their names and looking for some 
clue to their disappearance. The morning after that 
she did the same. After a week she gave up. That is, 
she gave up the search for her family. She did not 
give up on living.

By then the snow line was advancing downslope. 
Janette knew she could not find her way out of the 
mountains alone. If she were to overwinter in the 
valley and survive, it would have to be through 
her own efforts. Using axes, shovels and other tools 
from the wagon, she constructed a rude shelter of 
lashed poles and small logs, stuffing dried grass into 
the gaps and piling up the earth around the sides 
of the hut. She then tossed and tugged the wagon 
canvas over the shelter and staked it to the ground, 
making her makeshift home as weatherproof as 
possible. Like Daniel Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe, she 
then toted all necessary supplies, including blan-
kets and a small stove, from her prairie schooner 
to the hut. Cutting as much firewood as she could, 
she stacked it within easy reach. Her remaining 
concern was meat.

All along Janette had allowed the oxen to fatten 
themselves on grass. When the first snow fell in the 
valley, she killed the fattest one and slaughtered it, 
trying to remember all she had learned watching 
her father butcher animals back home. Flaying the 
meat from the carcass, she salted and stored it 
for the coming winter.

By the time she had finished, the snow was fall-
ing in earnest. Janette spent her days huddled be-
neath blankets in the shelter, which nearly vanished 
beneath the drifts. For long months she endured 
the cold and growing darkness, scrabbling out from 
time to time to clear snow from the hut’s smoke 
hole or shovel down to her woodpile for fuel. Some 
nights she heard prowling wolves or a lone moun-
tain lion. Drawn by the smell of the slaughtered 
ox, they paced outside, seeking a way into the 
shelter. The snowpack kept the predators at bay, 
but there was no escaping the loneliness. 
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In the early years of life on the reservations many an Ameri-
can Indian mother or grandmother turned a decorative art 
honed during the free-roaming prairie years into a survival 
skill that kept their families fed. When agency beef rations 

ran low and flour rations resembled wall plaster, these nimble- 
fingered women of the Plains could join hands with talented 
artisans across the sea in Venice or Bohemia and pawn or sell 
their beadwork.

Several familiar emblems of Plains Indian culture developed 
in confluence with Western influences. The warbonnet, for exam-

BEADWORK EMPIRE
THE HOME BUSINESS OF NORTHERN PLAINS WOMEN 

HAD INTERNATIONAL SOURCES
BY JOHN KOSTER

ple, came into being as Plains Indians took to arranging feathers 
around the crowns of white men’s beaver felt hats, the brims 
removed in favor of beadwork headbands. The colorful glass 
beads, like the felt crowns, were also borrowed—or more spe-
cifically imported, first from Venice and later from Bohemia.

Beadwork wasn’t a new craft. For at least five millennia cul-
tures worldwide had used decorative beads, made by drilling 
holes through spherical objects. Venetian beadwork got its start 
when Marco Polo brought back gems and glasswork from China, 
along with noodles and paper money. The glassmakers of the 

Left: Lakota girls in beaded dresses  
line up for a photographer. Beadwork  
was used both on ceremonial clothing  
and objects, and traditional designs 
important to the Sioux grace the cover  
of this modern-day dictionary. Opposite:  
A 19th-century Arapaho beaded pouch.



women 
found  
that beads  
fitted 
curves 
better and 
proved 
less irri- 
tating 
to those 
wearing 
their  
elegant 
creations
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The authors had no need to point out that “lazy- 
squaw stitch” was a flagrant libel. Indian women 
worked constantly, usually in group settings in 
which they could converse, joke and keep a col-
lective eye on younger children while doing bead-
work or more arduous tasks.

Given the artistic possibilities of colored beads, 
each tribe developed emblematic designs in their 
artistry. Cheyenne beadwork was often done on a 
sky-blue background, while Crows favored bead-
work on skins and red cloth.

The Lakotas traditionally used a white beaded 
background adorned with figures a hunter once 
reported in a vision. The man had fallen asleep be-
neath a bush, and in the morning a dewdrop fell on 
his eyelash, waking him. Peering through the prism 
of the drop at a spider web backed by the sunrise, 
he saw a geometric design of spiritual significance. 
In that traditional design, a diamond represents the 
eye of the Great Spirit, a cross the four directions or 
four seasons, and a triangle the hill of vision where 
Lakotas go to pray. A section attached to the tri-
angle symbolizes the dwelling place of the Great 
Spirit, while lightning bolts represent his power. 
Other symbols served decorative purposes. Bead-
work was rendered in the sacred tribal colors: red 
for the east and birth, black for the west and death, 
white for the north and purification, and yellow for 
the south and renewal. They might also serve as a 
reminder the beads came from the four winds be-
fore tumbling into the skilled hands of the women 
and girls who turned them into an art form both dis-
tinctively American Indian and international. 

Venetian Republic, particularly those on the island 
of Murano, perfected their art. They began by 
draping colorful molten glass canes around metal 
rods and shaping the glass as desired. Once the 
resulting hollow beads cooled, the glassworker 
simply slipped them from the rods. Venetian beads 
were sold by the string or by their weight.

A market for their work loomed when European 
explorers, followed by colonists, reached North 
America and encountered coastal Indians making 
wampum, polished beads cut and drilled from 
whelk and quahog shells and used as trade cur-
rency. One purple quahog bead was worth two 
white beads. What they were worth on the open 
market was a matter for negotiation. But the more 
colorful Venetian beads proved more popular with 
the Great Lakes and Plains tribes.

Then geopolitics intervened. As the turn of 
the 19th century approached, Napoléon Bonaparte 
conquered and abolished the Venetian Republic. 
Following the French emperor’s defeat in 1814, 
Austria took over governance of Venice as a reward 
for their consistent resistance to Napoléon. Show-
ing preference to their existing glassworks in Bo-
hemia—a mixed region of Germans and Czechs—
the Habsburg rulers made it prohibitively expen- 
sive for Venetian glassmakers to import the neces-
sary raw materials. Venetian furnaces shut down one 
after another, and by midcentury Bohemian glass-
makers were dominating the international trade.

As Bohemian beads poured out onto the Plains, 
they soon replaced porcupine quillwork on cere-
monial clothing and objects. Once flipped onto their 
backs, porcupines were easy to kill. After plucking 
the quills, Indian women would flatten them by 
drawing them between the teeth or across a bone 
tool, dye the quills and then weave them into punc-
tured skins, often in geometric patterns with sym-
bolic significance. But the quills were difficult and 
time consuming to work, and the women found that 
beads fitted curves better and proved less irritating 
to the skin of those wearing their elegant creations.

“The skins the Plains Indians tanned, as a rule, 
were not as soft as the smoke-tanned buckskins of 
the Central Woodland Indians, nor were they as 
thin,” noted W. Ben Hunt and J.F. “Buck” Burshears 
in their 1951 book American Indian Beadwork. “The 
Western Indians used sinew to sew on their beads, 
which is stiffer than thread and does not rot so easily. 
The sinew is moistened as each string of beads is 
sewn down. It pulls the beads tight and, on some 
of the Crow beadwork, it actually seems to be em-
bedded in the hide. The sinew-stitched beadwork, 
sewed on with the commonly called lazy-squaw 
stitch, lies in ridges, so to speak, and when a hand 
is passed over it, it feels rather solid.”



An American Indian and his horse drink from the 
same pool of water by a river in the Rocky Moun-
tain West in The Indian in His Solitude, a 36- by 
31.5-inch oil by Manhattan-based painter Ron 

Lesser [artbyronlesser.com]. The piece evokes the remote frontier, 
though the artist doesn’t remember exactly what inspired this 

particular canvas. “Maybe I liked the title and painted something 
to fit the Indian in his solitude,” he says. Of course, when you 
have rendered as many paintings as Lesser, you’re not likely to 
remember the details of every single one.

A native New Yorker, Lesser was introduced to art at an early 
age—though not at the Met, Guggenheim or Whitney. “When I 
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The title of Ron Lesser’s oil 
The Indian in His Solitude may 
have come to the prolific artist’s 
mind before he lifted a brush.

NEW YORKER RON LESSER COVERS THE WESTERN GENRE, FROM  
FILM POSTERS FOR CLINT EASTWOOD TO EVOCATIVE OIL PAINTINGS

BY JOHNNY D. BOGGS

THE WEST IS THE
BIG APPLE OF HIS EYE
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1800s. After the Civil War, outlaws and lawman, 
as the country moved westward. All great ma-
terial for painting the West.” That is when he isn’t 
painting Civil War scenes, or portraits of Ameri-
ca’s founding fathers, or sports paintings, pop art 
or romantic fantasy. 

His broad range is “strictly market driven,” 
he says, and don’t even ask about his muse. “No 
muse,” he says. “I just go to work.” To appreciate 
his work in person, visit Going to the Sun Gallery 
[goingtothesungallery.org] in Whitefish, Mont., or 
Aspen Grove Fine Arts [aspengrovefineart.com] 
in Aspen, Colo. 

Above: Three Crows 
have ridden into the 
camp of wary hide 
hunters, one of whom 
offers them sweetened 
coffee while the other 
fingers his rifle trigger, 
in A Taste of Honey. 
Left: Lesser’s iconic 
movie poster for High 
Plains Drifter, the 
1973 Clint Eastwood 
Western, proved pop- 
ular among film buffs.

was a child, I loved to study the drawings from 
comic books,” he says. “I wanted to be an illustra-
tor for as long as I can remember. I had hundreds 
of comic books, which my parents threw out as 
soon as I moved out. Would be worth a lot of dollars 
today.” He later studied at the Pratt Institute and 
then attended the Art Students League.

Having grown up a Western film buff, Lesser 
naturally gravitated to Western subjects as a pro-
fessional artist. He ranked among the top illus-
trators of Western paperback covers from 1976 
into the early 1990s, when publishers increasingly 
turned to stock photography—or, as Lesser puts it, 
“Photoshop took over and put many fine artists 
out of business.” He’s perhaps best known for his 
iconic movie posters. “I loved making paintings 
for movies,” he says. “Often I would photograph 
models and place the actor’s head on the body for 
the painting. Other times I would paint the actor’s 
portrait and add scenes.”

Lesser’s creations have included posters for the 
Westerns Joe Kidd (1972), High Plains Drifter (1973) 
and Pat Garrett and Billy the Kid (1973). His favorite? 
“Probably High Plains Drifter,” he says, “because it 
led to making five movie posters for Clint East-
wood. Also it became an iconic poster. I really don’t 
know why this poster was so popular.” He’s still at it, 
too, having recently rendered poster art for Atomic 
Blonde, a 2017 spy thriller starring Charlize Theron.

Lesser’s Western works run the gamut from still 
life subjects to historical images and portraits and 
encompass much of the 19th century. “1830 through 
1900,” he says. “The early 1800s…the mountain 
man period…the Indian wars through most of the 
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Conquering Bear died in 1854 
(see marker at top). Compare 
the early 20th century sketch of 
him above to the rendering at 
left by painter William Ahrendt.

Conquering Bear warned U.S. commissioners at the 
Fort Laramie treaty council of 1851 that the indi-
vidual bands of the Lakota tribe would not accept 
rule under a principal chief in the manner of a 

European monarch. “Father, I am not afraid to die, but to be 
chief of all the nation, I must be a big chief, or in a few moons 
I shall be sleeping on the prairie,” the Brulé leader told David 
D. Mitchell, superintendent of Indian Affairs at St. Louis. “If I am 
not a powerful chief, my enemies will be on my trail all the time. 

THE BRULÉ LEADER SERVED AS RELUCTANT HEAD CHIEF OF THE LAKOTAS, 
UNTIL A HEADSTRONG AMERICAN OFFICER DONE HIM WRONG  

BY JOHN KOSTER

CONQUERING BEAR’S  
SHORT REIGN

But if you and the Grandfather [President Millard Fillmore] insist 
that I become chief, I will take this office. I will try to do right 
to the whites and hope they will do so to my people.”

Mitchell then directed Conquering Bear, a dignified man of 50 
with a hawk nose and chiseled face, to sit at the center of a circle 
of 24 fellow Lakota delegates, whose tribe had joined some 10,000 
other Plains Indians and 300 soldiers and federal representatives 
that September on Horse Creek south of Fort Laramie in what 
would become Wyoming Territory. Mitchell gave each of the 
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by French fur traders, Grattan alternately flattered 
and threatened Conquering Bear. The chief ex-
plained—albeit through the drunken, deceitful inter-
preter—that he could not hand over High Forehead, 
as he was a guest. He in turn offered Grattan the 
choice of any horse in his personal herd in exchange 
for the dead cow.

Grattan dug in his heels. The young Lakota war-
riors glowered. High Forehead stood nearby, shout-
ing defiance, as the drunken interpreter hurled 
insults at the Sioux. Conquering Bear, who had 
been a warrior before Grattan was born, took the 
24-year-old officer’s measure. Turning abruptly, 
he walked away. 

When the headstrong young lieutenant also 
turned to leave, one of his nervous soldiers opened 
fire, hitting Conquering Bear in the back. There 
was a momentary lull, then the rest of the troopers 
fired a ragged volley and let loose with one of the 
howitzers—too high—shredding tepees with canister 
shot. Grattan leaped from his horse to fire the other 
howitzer—also too high. Before they could reload, 
the lieutenant and 10 of his men were bristling with 
arrows, as was the hated interpreter. Red Cloud, 
future leader of all the Sioux, led his Oglalas to 
help the Brulés and Minneconjous wipe out the rest 
of the peace-breaking bluecoats.

When the warriors had finished mutilating the 
soldiers’ bodies, they swarmed the former Ameri-
can Fur Co. trading post on the outskirts of Fort 
Laramie and looted everything they could carry. 
They spared the French post trader James Bordeau, 
who was married to the daughter of a respected 
Brulé chief, though he and his fellow traders spent 
a sleepless night on guard in case the warriors had 
a change of heart. Three days later Bordeau ar-
ranged a burial detail. Grattan’s bloated body, 
pierced by two dozen arrows, was recognizable 
only by his pocket watch.

Brulés took the mortally wounded Conquering 
Bear, first chief of the Lakotas, out to die with dig-
nity on the prairie. As he had predicted to Indian 
Affairs Superintendent Mitchell, “Father, I am not 
afraid to die, but to be chief of all the nation, I must 
be a big chief, or in a few moons I shall be sleeping 
on the prairie.” He’d also promised the commis-
sioner, “I will try to do right to the whites and hope 
they will do so to my people.” Since at least one 
white officer didn’t do right by him, the fault was 
not his, but the result was still fatal. The death of 
Conquering Bear in what came to be called the 
“Mormon Cow War” ended a peace with the Sioux 
that had endured since the days of Lewis and Clark. 
Surviving him was a son, also known as Conquering 
Bear, who resembled him and lived long enough 
to be photographed in happier times. 

conquering 
bear, who 
had been 
a warrior 
before 
grattan 
was born, 
took the 
24-year-old 
officer’s 
measurE. 
Turning 
abruptly, 
he walked 
away

Lakota leaders a stick, then directed them through 
an interpreter to place their sticks in Conquering 
Bear’s hand if they would accept him as principal 
chief. The Lakotas passed the pipe and debated 
among themselves for long, awkward minutes about 
this strange concept. At last a Yankton chief stood, 
came forward and placed his stick in Conquering 
Bear’s hand. One by one the others followed until he 
held all 24 sticks. Americans observing the proceed-
ings believed a Lakota “senate” had just appointed 
its “president.” The Lakotas believed they had desig-
nated Conquering Bear their temporary spokesman.

Frontier whites acquainted with Conquering Bear 
considered him the best choice. As a young man 
he had led war parties against the Lakotas’ arch- 
enemies the Pawnees, who sometimes kidnapped 
Lakota or Cheyenne virgins to offer as human sacri-
fices to keep the corn growing—much in the manner 
of the Aztecs, albeit never on the same vast scale. 
Prowess as a young warrior had earned him the 
name Mato Wayuhi—Bear Who Scatters. Conquer-
ing Bear was the name that went down in history. 
He also had a diplomatic credential. In 1841 he had 
contracted with John Jacob Astor’s fading American 
Fur Co., vowing to stifle its competitors by whatever 
means necessary, which he did until the company 
dissolved in 1847 as silk hats pushed beaver hats out 
of fashion. Intertribal warfare on the frontier—some-
times encouraged by rival fur companies and aided 
along by the raw liquor they dispensed—was one of 
the issues foremost on the Laramie commissioners’ 
minds. Putting an end to such fighting would also 
serve to protect passing emigrant wagon trains. At 
the end of treaty council, Mitchell distributed prom-
ised goods to the tribes and gifts to the signatories. 
Conquering Bear received the full uniform of a 
major general and a peace medal embossed with 
the profile of President Fillmore. He kept the coat 
but probably had his wife cut up the insufferably 
heavy boots to make quivers for arrows.

Conquering Bear’s reign lasted three years. In 
August 1854 a stray cow from a Mormon wagon 
train wandered into a village of Brulé Lakotas en-
camped near Fort Laramie in accordance with the 
treaty terms. A visiting Minneconjou named High 
Forehead shot the cow and offered a feast for his 
friends. Registering a complaint at Fort Laramie, 
its Mormon owner demanded $25 in restitution. 
Lieutenant Hugh Fleming, the inexperienced com-
mander of the 71-man garrison, allowed 2nd Lt. 
John Grattan, an 1853 graduate of West Point with a 
dismal academic record, to take 22 men and nego-
tiate a settlement. Grattan took seven more men 
than authorized, a drunken French-Canadian inter-
preter and two 12-pound howitzers and rumbled 
into the sprawling Indian camp. Based on accounts 



30 WILD WEST   A P R I L  2 0 1 8

Horsing Around
Horseplay is in fashion  
at the C Lazy U guest 
ranch in Colorado.  
In summer months  
wildflowers blanket  
the hills, and nearby 
Willow Creek offers good 
fishing for largemouth 
bass, bullhead, catfish, 
bluegill, northern pike 
and striped bass. Other 
ranch activities include 
trap shooting, archery 
and mountain biking. 
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STYLE 
This month we visit 
Colorado’s C Lazy U 
guest ranch, hike up 

through the arches in 
Moab, Utah, play on 
Abe Lincoln’s choice  

of harmonica and more  
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Do You C Lazy U?
Ready to live like a 
cowboy but with the 
comforts of a five-
star resort? Check 
into the C Lazy U 
guest ranch in Colo- 
rado, up where the 
Colorado River runs 
off the Continental  
Divide. In operation  
since 1919, this all- 
inclusive retreat  
offers families luxury 
accommodations, 
including a full- 
service spa and gour-
met meals paired with 
an award-winning  
wine list. Guests  
enjoy cozy, private 
cabins featuring 
rugged stonework, 
exposed wooden 
beams, plush furni-
ture and rustic décor 
that complement the 
surroundings. Many 
rooms have fireplaces 
and/or relaxing 
jetted tubs. The 2017 
USA Today Read-
ers’ Choice Awards 
ranked the ranch 
“No. 2 Destination 
Resort,” while Shape 
magazine praised 
the spa in its Healthy 
Travel Awards. For 
three years running 
(2014–16) the ranch 
has earned “Top 3 
Resort in Colorado” 
and “Top 10 Resort  
in the USA”  honors 
in Condé Nast Trav-
eler’s Readers’ Choice 
Awards. For more  
info visit clazyu.com.
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On April 28, 1881,  
Billy the Kid shot Sheriff 
Pat Garrett’s deputy  
Bob Olinger as the  
lawman returned from 
a meal at the Wortley 
Hotel in Lincoln, New 
Mexico Territory. This 
macabre miniature ($75) 
depicts the moment.

Kid Stuff
 Each of these collectible  
1:32 scale metal and resin 
cast figurines from Black 
Hawk Toy Soldier stands 
54 mm tall. The Billy the 

Kid series  comprises  
eight hand-painted 
characters. Made at  

the factory in Spain, 
they are available in  

the States through 
Andrea Depot USA. 

For more info visit  
andreadepotusa.com.

Billy the Kid 
series, $55

Billy the Kid series  
photographer, $55

COLLECTIBLES

Billy the Kid 
series, $55
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Spanning Time
Arches National Park 
[nps.gov/arch] is one  
of five national parks  
in Utah showcasing 
the geologic diversity  
of the Colorado Pla- 
teau. Moab Adventure 
Center offers three 
different tours (two  
by land, one by air)  
that take in the more  
accessible of the park’s 
2,000-plus spans—the 
highest concentration 
of arches on Earth. 
This Jurassic period 
wonderland provides 
visual evidence of a 
time when geologic  
forces from deep 
beneath the surface 
pushed upward to 
create these extraor-
dinary sandstone 
formations. The  
four-hour land tours 
begin aboard a bus  
or 15-passenger van 
with large windows  
for panoramic view-
ing. Once you reach  
the destination, you’ll  
hike out to the famed 
vistas and arches. The 
half-hour helicopter 
tour flies over such 
spectacular sights as  
Delicate Arch (at right), 
Courthouse Towers, 
North and South Win-
dow Arches, Devil’s  
Garden and the Colo-
rado River. For more 
information, rates 
and schedules visit 
moabadventure 
center.com.
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Past Perfect
Since 1853 Swiss 
watchmaker Tissot  
has crafted fine pocket  
watches. Its latest is  
the Tissot Savonnette, 
a reinterpretation of  
a model that dates 
back to the early 
1900s. Named after 
the French word for  
small bar of soap,  
the Savonnette ($275) 
sports a Quartz move-
ment and is available 
in bright brass or with 
a stainless steel case. 
Past, meet present. 
Visit us.tissotshop.com.

Mouth Off
In 1857 clockmaker 
Matthias Hohner  
began crafting har-
monicas, aka mouth 
organs, turning out 
650 of the pocket- 
sized instruments  
that first year. Success 
followed, and Hohner 
soon built the world’s 
largest harmonica  
factory. During the 
Civil War he distrib- 
uted harmonicas  
to family members 
who in turn gifted  
them to soldiers.  
Today the Hohner 
Harmonica Co. pro- 
duces 1 million har-
monicas a year and 
also makes kazoos, 
recorder flutes, banjos, 
guitars, accordions 
and ukuleles. Among 
the more famous 
Hohner harmoni-
cists are Aerosmith’s 
Steven Tyler, folk mu-
sician Bob Dylan and 
Stevie Wonder, who 
has played a Hohner 
64 Chromonica or 
Super 64 (with four 
octaves range) on all 
his records since the 
1970s. Visit hohner.de.

TIME

MUSIC

Famous Hohner Harmonicists
LARRY ADLER, Jazz

BOB DYLAN, Folk Rock

CARLOS DEL JUNCO, Blues

JOHN LENNON, BEATLES, Pop 

HOWARD LEVY, Jazz Fusion

JOHN POPPER, BLUES TRAVELER, Pop

JERRY PORTNOY, Blues

JOHN SEBASTIAN, Folk, Rock and Blues

BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN, Rock 

TOOTS THIELEMANS, Jazz 

STEVEN TYLER, AEROSMITH, Rock

STEVIE WONDER, Pop, Soul

NEIL YOUNG, Country Rock 



37A P R I L  2 0 1 8    WILD WEST

Going Green
There are places in 
the American West 

where what you see 
looks much as it did 

millions of years ago. 
The five-day Deso-

lation Canyon Green 
River rafting trip  
by Western River 

Expeditions explores 
one such destina- 

tion. A scenic flight 
from the Moab Ad- 

venture Center first 
drops guests atop a 

desert plateau. From 
there experienced 

guides will navigate 
you down the river in 
an oared raft through 
a dramatic landscape 
of towering cliffs and  
caverns carved by an 

ancient inland sea.  
Check out dinosaur 

habitats, Fremont 
Indian petroglyphs 

and Utah’s infamous 
outlaw hideouts. 

Nightfall brings the 
spectacular sight of 
billions of stars. For 
schedules, rates and 
packing information 

visit westernriver.com.
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Desolation Canyon Rafting
BEGINS AND ENDS: Moab, Utah

SEASON: June–August

LENGTH OF TRIP: Five days

RIVER DISTANCE: 88 miles

RAPIDS: Class II–III 

BOAT TYPE: Oar and paddle

MINIMUM AGE: 5

MINIMUM WEIGHT: 50 pounds
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Over the Edge
Indians prod bison to their 
deaths off a buffalo jump 
cliff in William R. Leigh’s 
1947 oil Buffalo Drive.
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Among the precipices over which Plains Indians stampeded bison  
to their deaths was the aptly named Head-Smashed-In 

By Todd J. Kristensen and Michael Donnelly

JUMPING 
BUFFALO
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Eattened in autumn for the lean winter ahead, a lone 
buffalo, or bison, can yield as much as 800 pounds 
of edible meat, enough to feed a family for weeks. 

The meat gathered from a buffalo jump—a cliff over which Plains 
Indians historically drove bison en masse to their deaths—was 
enough to sustain an empire. A single stampede of 200 animals 
yielded some 160,000 pounds of meat, ranking buffalo jumps 
among history’s most productive means of slaughter. New re-
search at such sites across North America suggests these com-
munal hunts were not only about food—they also enabled tribal 
leaders to amass “buffalo wealth” and rise to prominence.

According to Blackfeet (known as Blackfoot in Canada) tradi-
tion, when the first people asked their creator, Napi (“Old Man”), 
what they would eat, he shaped buffalo from clay and brought 
them to life. “These are your food,” he told them. When the 
people asked how they were to slaughter the buffalo, Napi di-
rected them to run the animals over a cliff and harvest the meat. 
Several hundred ancient buffalo jump sites span the grasslands. 
The granddaddy of all known sites is Head-Smashed-In, a 1,000- 
foot-wide ridge in the Porcupine Hills of southwest Alberta, 
Canada, roughly an hour’s drive north of the Montana border. 
At the base of its sandstone cliffs lay more than 30 vertical feet 
of accumulated buffalo bones. Researchers estimate that over 
some six millennia Plains Indians slaughtered upward of 125,000 
animals at Head-Smashed-In.

The precipice at the heart of a buffalo jump—which the Black-
feet referred to as a piskun (loosely translated as “deep blood 
kettle”)—represented the endpoint of months of preparation and 
thousands of square miles of human manipulation. How did 
tribes manage such large-scale hunting efforts? As with a hearty 

meal of roasted buffalo tongue (a Plains Indian delicacy), they 
began with fire. Months in advance of the hunt they would burn 
grassland “gathering basins” to encourage the lush growth that 
attracted big herds. The gathering basin just west of Head-
Smashed-In encompasses some 15 square miles bordered by 
flowing water (adult bison eat more than 20 pounds of grass 
and drink 8 gallons of water a day—requirements satisfied within 
reasonable stampeding distance from the cliffs).

Working in tandem, hunters dressed in wolf skins and buffalo 
hides would approach a grazing herd, employing a combina-
tion of fear and attraction to drive them into converging rows 
of stone cairns, or rock piles. Such drive lanes capitalized on big 
mammal behavioral ecology and their propensity to run when 
confused. “Their hunt worked,” wrote Dale Lott, a biologist who 
spent his life observing buffalo in western Montana’s National 
Bison Range, “because they had eavesdropped on the whispers 
from the bison’s phylogenic history and turned those whispers 
to their advantage.” To be specific, the Plains Indians had con-
ceived a hunting tactic based on their quarry’s evolutionary re-
sponse to predation from wolves, the buffalo’s onetime leading 
predator. The hunters’ lanes of stacked stones, sticks, dung and 
flapping ribbons, spaced 5 to 10 yards apart, were enough to 
spook a herd of cows and calves, sending them careening down 
the lanes like shaggy bowling balls to a cliff edge. Thousands of 
such cairns, comprising some 6 miles of drive lanes, radiate in 
toward the cliffs at Head-Smashed-In. 

Another component of buffalo jumps that exploits bison bi-
ology involves the animal’s poor eyesight. As at several other 
buffalo jumps across North America, Head-Smashed-In pre-
sented an optical illusion to running animals: As they raced 
down the lanes, it appeared the prairie extended to the horizon—

F 
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Prairie Family Portrait
In Bos Americanus, an 1845 
lithograph based on a John 
James Audubon watercolor,  

a bison bull, cow and calf 
stand apart from the herd.

Going It Alone
A bull plows through  
Canadian snowdrifts. 

No Jump for Joy 
A panicked herd was 
virtually unstoppable.
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that is, until the drop suddenly materialized under-
foot. Even if animals at the head of a large stam-
pede were able to stop in time to avoid the fall, the 
many tons of galloping momentum behind them 
inevitably spelled doom for the herd. 

When executed properly, buffalo jumps were 
unrivaled means of food production. In 1792 Peter 
Fidler of the Hudson’s Bay Co. observed that while 
the hunts often failed, successful jumps killed hun-
dreds of animals at a time on the northern Plains 
of what would become Alberta and Montana. He 
described one such Creek Indian jump, over which 
whole herds had broken their legs, necks and other 
parts in the fall: “Vast quantities of bones was laying 
there that had been drove before the rock.” In the 
early 1800s Captain Meriwether Lewis of Corps of 
Discovery fame noted that Indian hunters along 
the Missouri River had also destroyed entire herds 
at a stroke. Aside from these accounts, there are few 
written records of buffalo jumps, let alone specifics 
about their role in Indian culture. Historians and 
archaeologists had long assumed buffalo jumps 
were purely subsistence enterprises, prehistoric 
food factories that represented the advent of com-
mercialized meat acquisition on the prairies. But 
anthropology professor María Nieves Zedeño of 

the University of Arizona and her team of archae-
ologists and historians are illuminating a social 
dimension of these cooperative hunting events. 

Zedeño asserts that Plains Indians in the Alberta 
and Montana foothills (which collectively contain 
more than 200 recorded buffalo jumps) coordi-
nated mass labor to erect monumental-scale drive 
lanes and processing camps that not only managed 
the movement of buffalo but controlled “the flow 
of friend and foe through prime hunting grounds.” 
Her team’s use of emerging technologies to map 
drive lanes, ceremonial features (like rock art panels 
and vision quest sites) and the jumps themselves 
reveals the communal buffalo hunts to be far more 
socially complex than previously imagined. Buffalo 
jumps marked the boundaries of protected territo-
ries and were organized by tribal leaders to maintain 
hunting grounds, consolidate power and suppress 
subordinates. Placing them in global context, in an 
era when the Egyptian pharaohs proclaimed their 
immortality with newly built pyramids and Chi-
nese emperors advertised their prestige in lavish 
ivory and jade, the roaming prairie elite measured 
their might in meat. They used both fresh and dried 
bison (pemmican) as a trade commodity, to form 
bonds with allies and in payment for future labor. 

Head-Smashed-In
Where Indian hunters once 
drove thundering herds of 
buffalo off high precipices  
is today a peaceful setting. 
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Steep Enough  
Over some six millennia 
hunters drove upward of 

125,000 bison off the  
cliffs at Head-Smashed-In. 

View From the Top
With imagination, visitors 
to Head-Smashed-In can 
visualize the great Indian 
hunts of the ancient past. 
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The ability and knowledge to conduct successful 
buffalo jumps solidified a group’s dominance over a 
region and were highly esteemed traits in that time 
and place, much as they were for the modern-era 
Blackfeet/Blackfoot of Montana and Alberta.

Jack Brink, curator emeritus of the Royal Alberta 
Museum and author of the 2008 book Imagining Head-
Smashed-In, estimates that over the nearly 6,000 years the site 
was in use, the resident Indians employed some 7,300 fire 
pits and 6 million pounds of fire-cracked rock (heated in fires 
and then dropped into water-filled boiling pits) to prepare close 
to 100 million pounds of buffalo. Only the politically savvy 
could muster that kind of labor and distribute the meat. With 
surplus food in hand, such leaders extended their control over 
the northern prairies—a theory supported archaeologically by 
the recovery in Alberta of exotic stone from the Dakotas for 
making tools, seashells from both coasts and other raw materials 
indicative of widespread trading networks and shifting alliances 
among nomadic empires.

Canada established Head-Smashed-In as a national historic site 
in 1968, and UNESCO named it a world heritage site in 1981. 
A seven-tiered interpretive center opened in 1987 to relate the 
history of the buffalo jump. Assistant professor Shabnam Dailoo, 
who studies cultural landscapes at Alberta’s Athabasca University, 
praises the center and historic remains at Head-Smashed-In for 
interweaving the region’s natural and cultural history and preserv-

ing it for future generations like a photograph that 
anchors a memory. More than 2 million people have 

visited the site to hear the evolving history and ongoing 
story of the buffalo, human hunters and the landscape.

Professor Zedeño suggests storytellers and listeners 
alike look beyond the artifacts and bones to appreciate 

the cultural landscapes at buffalo jumps. In use until the 
widespread extermination of buffalo in the 1870s, such sites 
were not only food factories but also places where people met 
to build social alliances and exchange information, pouring 
them onto a landscape like blood on the rocks. Head-Smashed-
In is a sacred site where culture and nature blended and in-
fluenced each other over more than 200 human generations. 
It’s a place where great nomadic empires rose and fell. 

 
Todd Kristensen is a regional archaeologist for Alberta’s  
Historic Resources Management Branch, and Michael 
Donnelly is an archaeologist and freelance writer from 
Calgary, Alberta. Suggested for further reading: Imag- 
ining Head-Smashed-In: Aboriginal Buffalo Hunting on  
the Northern Plains, by Jack W. Brink; American Bison:  
A Natural History, by Dale F. Lott; Pisskan: Interpreting  
First Peoples Bison Kills at Heritage Parks, edited by Leslie  
B. Davis and John W. Fisher Jr.; and Communal Buffalo 
Hunting Among the Plains Indians: An Ethnographic and 
Historic Review, by Eleanor Verbicky-Todd. 

Interpreting the Past
Conrad Little Leaf, a Piikani 
elder and senior interpreter  
at Head-Smashed-In, stands 
atop the 1,000-foot-wide  
buffalo jump in the Porcupine 
Hills of southwest Alberta.
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Buffalo have successfully fled from predatory 
species on the prairies for millennia. The trick for 
human hunters was to impede their movement long 
enough to kill them. Large-scale communal buffalo 
hunting often relied on natural features of one sort 
or another. Among the earliest such landforms they 
employed were arroyos, steep-sided gullies into 
which they drove and penned small herds. Okla- 
homa boasts some arroyo traps dating back 11,000 
years. In that era Plains Indians from Wyoming  
to Alberta also used sand dunes to corral bison. 

The Indians erected corrals, or pounds, typically 
at the end of a long natural or artificial pathway 
that gradually restricted the lateral movement  
and pace of running herds. Such pounds were  
in use some 9,000 years ago and reportedly re- 
mained the most common buffalo trap when 
Europeans arrived on the prairies. In 1858 Cana- 
dian geologist and explorer Henry Youle Hind 
described the shocking sight of a 200-foot-wide 
circular timber pound in southern Alberta amid 
which lay the corpses of more than 200 bison: 
“From old bulls to calves of 3 months old, animals 
of every age were huddled together in all the forced 
attitudes of violent death. Some lay on their backs, 
with eyes starting from their heads and tongue 
thrust out through clotted gore.”

Some three millennia ago the use of buffalo 
jumps escalated to industrial proportions. Jump- 
ing peaked about 1,000 years ago, providing  
bison meat and hides to an interlinked commer- 
cial network that reportedly spanned the conti-
nent. With the reintroduction of the horse from 
Europe, buffalo drives became even more efficient. 
Legend has it Blackfeet buffalo caller Many Tail 
Feathers suspended the use of pounds and jumps 
in the late 19th century after dreaming that horses 
rendered such methods too destructive.

Finally, in the late 19th century commercial 
hunters swept down on the prairies in search of 
meat and hides for the fur trade and industrial  
use. In 1840 one Métis party scouring the prairie 
between present-day Manitoba and the Dakotas 
comprised 1,630 members, including 400 mounted 
hunters who killed more than 1,000 bison in a 
single day’s outing. In the three centuries follow-
ing European contact commercial hunters reduced 
the estimated 30 million buffalo on the plains to  
a few hundred animals. Thanks to farming efforts, 
the American and Canadian bison populations 
have since rebounded to 150,000 and 125,000 
animals, respectively, spread across all 50 states 
and 10 provinces. —T.K. & M.D.

Buffalo hunting 
over the ages

11,000

9,000

7,000

5,000

3,000

1,000

Years 
Ago

Head-Smashed-In by the Numbers

Researchers have retrieved more than 
5,000 arrowheads at Head-Smashed-In
Archaeologists estimate that less than  
5 percent of the site has been excavated
Indian hunters may have used as many as 
100,000 arrowheads at the jump
If one arrowhead was needed to finish 
off one buffalo, that would mean 100,000 
buffalo were killed
If each event involved 100–200 buffalo, 
there may have been 500–1,000 jumps

An average hunter-gatherer required 
4 pounds of meat per day

800 pounds of meat per buffalo x 200 buffalo  
per event = 160,00 pounds per jump

160,000 pounds ÷ 4 pounds = 40,000 meals,  
enough to feed 400 people for 100 days

Each buffalo has about 200 bones x 200 buffalo 
per killing episode = 40,000 bones per jump 

40,000 bones per event x 500–1,000 events at  
Head-Smashed-In = 20–40 million buffalo bones

Arroyo Traps
In the earliest communal buffalo 
hunts, Indians drove herds along 
steep-sided arroyos to dead ends, 
where other hunters waited to pen  
in the animals and slaughter them.

Dune Barriers
Hunters used a host of natural  
features, including sand dunes,  
to funnel running herds across  
landscapes to favorable swales  
or depressions for dispatch.

Pounds and Corrals
Many hands were needed to build 
such enclosures out of logs and 
brush. The panicked, milling bison 
needed to be contained only long 
enough for hunters to kill them.

Buffalo Jumps
Jumps may have begun 9,000 years 
ago, but they ramped up 3,000 years 
ago and peaked  1,000 years ago. 
Jumps were 10 to 60 feet high.  
Hunters waiting at the base killed 
any bison that survived the fall.

Horseback Hunts
Horses changed buffalo hunting. 
Some tribes moved away from  
communal hunts to small-scale  
kills, partly because horses could 
outrun bison, and partly because  
the herds were disappearing.



Lively Deadwood
It was bustling by 
September 1876.
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The Dakota Territory boomtown took a devastating hit 
in 1879, just a few years after its founding—

but its recovery was every bit as swift 
By Chuck Lyons

DEADWOOD’S 
BLACK FRIDAY 

FIRE

IN THE EARLY MORNING HOURS of Friday, Sept. 26, 1879, inside the Empire Bakery on  
Sherman Street in Deadwood, Dakota Territory, the proprietress, a Mrs. Ellsner, was hard at 
work in preparation for the morning rush. Around 2:20 a.m. the bustling baker inadvertently 
knocked an oil lamp off a table. On hitting the floor, its glass well shattered, and flames licked 
across the floor and up the timber-framed walls sheathed in canvas. As the fire jumped 
to nearby buildings, cries for help went out, and men rushed to Sherman Street to help. 
Members of a local fire brigade soon arrived on scene hauling a hose cart, but its hoses proved 

too short to reach nearby Whitewood Creek, and the hot, arid conditions of summer had dried up other 
potential water sources. Unchecked, the fire rapidly spread.

Deadwood, born three years earlier from the ashes of a burned-out gulch, was ablaze.

Looking Dead
The first sparks flew  
on Sept. 26, 1879,  
and spread rapidly.

OPPOSITE: WIKIMEDIA COMMONS; ABOVE: DEADWOOD.PASTPERFECTONLINE.COM
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In July 1874 a 1,200-man 7th U.S. Cavalry expedition led 
by Lt. Col. George Armstrong Custer had traveled south from 
Dakota Territory’s Fort Abraham Lincoln to the Black Hills. 
Mining experts in the party soon discovered gold traces in French 
Creek (near present-day Custer, S.D.). A year later prospectors 
spurred on by that discovery entered a windswept gulch some 
50 miles to the north and found gold amid the scorched snags of 
earlier forest fires. They dubbed it Deadwood Gulch. Settlement 
quickly followed, and on Sept. 11, 1876, Deadwood City held its 
first elections. Founded on land set apart in the 1868 Treaty of 
Laramie for the “absolute and undisturbed use” of the Lakota 
Sioux, Deadwood was technically illegal and thus without law.

The Army initially sought to enforce the treaty provisions and 
keep gold seekers out of the hills, but it proved impossible to 
stem the tide. The Black Hills Gold Rush was on.

Deadwood City became the hub of a cluster of neighboring 
communities (including Central City, Gayville and Lead) that 
rose to cater to the area’s prospectors and miners. At first men 
worked placer digs alongside the area’s creeks, but they switched 
to hard rock mining after the discovery of an enormous, dis-
continuous vein of ore that at points was 150 feet wide and 
miles long. The South Dakota School of Mines and Technology 
has estimated the gold seekers recovered $1.2 million in ore 
(more than $27 million in 2017 dollars) from the district in 1876 
alone. By 1880 that figure had soared to $3.3 million.

Deadwood City grew in proportion. When Brig. Gen. George 
Crook came to Deadwood during the Sioux War of 1876, he 
stayed at the newly built Grand Central Hotel, the city’s first, and 
found the town marked out in building lots amid scattered tents 
and shanties. Wagons were hauling in all the city’s supplies from 
a railroad depot 250 miles away, their intrepid drivers braving 

“bodies of savages who kept up a constant series of assaults and 
ambuscades,” wrote Crook’s aide Captain John Gregory Bourke. 
Gold dust was the medium of exchange—anyone using currency 
was charged a premium. The government ultimately nullified the 
treaty in 1877, making the city ostensibly legal if not lawful.

By 1879 Deadwood had grown into a rowdy settlement of 
5,000 residents, including prospectors, miners, saloonkeepers, 
faro and monte dealers, cardsharps, gunfighters, prostitutes 
and pimps such as Al Swearengen. Western icons James Butler 
“Wild Bill” Hickok (who was shot and killed in Nuttall & Mann’s 
Saloon No. 10 on Aug. 2, 1876) and Martha Jane Canary, known 
locally as “Calamity Jane,” would forever be associated with 
Deadwood. Wyatt Earp wintered in Deadwood in 1876–77, 
returning to Dodge City in spring about the time Swearengen 
opened his notorious Gem Variety Theater and Seth Bullock 
was appointed Lawrence County sheriff. There were also plenty 
of the less colorful, perhaps more important and all but nameless 
shopkeepers, blacksmiths, bankers and bakers. The gold rush 
had also drawn Chinese immigrants to town, their population 
peaking at about at 400. While a few engaged in mining, the 
majority worked in such service businesses as restaurants and 
laundries. Others carried on an opium trade with the area’s white 
settlers. Despite the seedy underbelly, civilization slowly made 
inroads, and by 1879 Deadwood had welcomed fledgling literary 
societies, amateur theatricals and dance clubs of the formal variety.

With an abundance of timber in the Black Hills, the early tent 
cities and shantytowns had given way to more permanent wood 
frame structures, typically of yellow pine with canvas walls. 
Brick buildings were also making an appearance, but as across 
much of the frontier West, most homes and businesses were 
made of wood, heated by wood-burning stoves and lighted by 
kerosene lamps, a situation that dared fire to play its hand. 
“In fact, almost every town or country school in the Old West 
burned or partially burned at least once during its history,” 
notes Texas writer and rancher Delbert Trew.

Deadwood’s community leaders had long been aware of the 
fire danger posed by the ramshackle living conditions, not to 
mention the town’s vulnerable setting in a windy gulch. They 
had repeatedly warned residents of the hazards and stressed 
the need for the construction of safe chimneys, the purchase of 
firefighting equipment and the hiring of fire wardens, but little 
had been done. 

“Unusual good luck from fire for a mining camp had so far 
attended the city,” The Black Hills Daily Times reflected in the 
weeks after the 1879 fire, “it seemingly to have been under the 
special protection of the Almighty—but it was the lull before 
the storm.” The first sparks flew in the early morning hours of 
September 26 at the Empire Bakery.

Crossing Sherman Street from Mrs. Ellsner’s bakery, the 
blaze ignited the old Langrishe Theatre, built in 1876 by pro-
moter Jack Langrishe and offering legitimate productions. The 
fire moved on to engulf and destroy the offices of the Daily Pioneer 
(where Langrishe doubled as an editor), followed by the county 

Wild Bill 
On Aug. 2, 1876, 
three years before 
the fire, Hickok 
was shot dead  
in Deadwood.
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recorder’s offices and the Overland 
Hotel. Within minutes it reached the 
Jensen, Bliss & Co. hardware store. 
There among the harnesses and ham-
mers, pikes and paint in the building’s 
basement were eight kegs of black pow-
der. When the flames reached those 
kegs, the resulting explosion vaulted 
flaming brands over a good part of the 
town, setting off separate fires across 
Deadwood. (In the weeks that followed 
people reported finding charred bits 
of wood propelled by the Jensen, Bliss 
& Co. blast and later explosions in 
the hills miles from the city.) Many of 
the separate fires combined, and the 
blaze continued to grow as the wind 
picked up through the gulch. The great 
blaze became a mile-long inferno that 
burned its way out of the town’s busi-

ness section and into its residential 
neighborhoods. As another powder 
blast leveled R.C. Lake’s three-story 
hardware store, hundreds of terrified 
residents fled the inferno, scrambling 
up the steep hillsides around Dead-
wood clutching their few valuables. 
“Many persons barely had time to es-
cape in their night clothing,” the two-
year-old Daily Times noted. 

Whitewood Creek, which coursed 
through the city at the heart of the fire, 
was said by witnesses to be almost at 
the boiling point, and bridges over the 
creek burst into flames. “No power on 
earth could have successfully opposed 
the progress of the devouring flames,” 
the Daily Times lamented. 

“The fire spread with such wonderful 
rapidity,” The New York Times reported 

Gem Before the Fire
Al Swearengen’s variety 

theater/brothel burned  
down, but he rebuilt it.

Call It “Black Friday”
Deadwood-based County 
Sheriff Seth Bullock did just 
that after seeing the ruins.
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the following day, “that any attempt to save anything would have 
been useless. All along its course terrific explosions of gunpowder, 
petroleum, liquor, etc., were of frequent occurrence. Buildings 
were blown into atoms.…The new waterworks, which were tried 
yesterday for the first time, were put to their full capacity, but with 
little success in subduing the flames, on account of the scarcity of 
the water. The hillsides were almost a solid sheet of flame.”

“The firemen,” The Black Hills Daily Times wrote, “with faces 
and heads covered with blisters, were obliged to abandon the 
hose cart to the fury of the flames.” Many of the hardy souls who 
remained in town formed bucket barricades and made a stand 
beside the few brick businesses and warehouses. Others saw the 
futility of trying to douse the fire with water and began tearing 
down buildings and blowing up others with powder in hopes of 
making a firebreak. In the end, even the stoutest brick structures 
suffered significant damage as the violent explosions shook and 
cracked their walls, allowing the flames to enter.

Those fighting the fire labored through the night, and as 
dawn broke across the hills, their efforts began to produce re-
sults. Slowly the fire was brought under control, and by 6 a.m. 
it had all but died out. But the damage was done.

The blaze had destroyed 300 buildings and left 2,000 people 
—40 percent of Deadwood’s population—homeless. Cutting a 
mile-wide path of destruction through the heart of the city, it 
had indiscriminately razed dance halls and saloons, hardware 
stores and restaurants, scorching lowly Chinatown and licking 
at fancy homes in the Forest Hill residential district before burn-
ing itself out. In addition to the “fireproof” courthouse and all of 
its records, notable losses included Swearengen’s Gem Variety 
Theater, Nuttall & Mann’s Saloon No. 10 (the scene of Hickok’s 
murder), most of Chinatown, many of the early placer diggings 
and much of the business district. 

The financial toll was staggering. Damage estimates ranged 
upward of $2 million (nearly $50 million in 2017 dollars). The 
principal losers, according to The New York Times, were hard-
ware store operator R.C. Lake, whose losses tallied $100,000, 
and the Miller & McPherson grocery, which suffered uninsured 
losses of $50,000. Miraculously, only one death was blamed on 
the fire, that of deaf Englishman John “Casino Jack” King, who 
was asleep in a hotel at the time of the blaze. His absence went 
unnoticed for two days, until workmen removing debris stum-
bled across his charred remains.

On surveying the ruins, Bullock, the Deadwood-based sheriff 
of Lawrence County, memorably dubbed Sept. 26, 1879,  
“Black Friday.”

Even as the smoke still lingered in the air, recovery efforts 
began in earnest. “The erection of new buildings commenced 
on the morning of the fire and before it was known that the 
flames had been checked,” The Black Hills Daily Times reported. 
“The supply of labor at large wages is assured to every mechanic 
and laborer who is desirous to work.”

On reports of looting and lot jumping amid the ruins, promi-
nent Deadwood citizens held a meeting the afternoon of Sep-

tember 27. They resolved to appeal for help from Colonel 
Samuel D. Sturgis, the commanding officer of Fort Meade, 
14 miles east of the city. Sturgis—who had commanded Custer 
in the 7th Cavalry and whose son 2nd Lt. James G. Sturgis 
had died with Custer at the 1876 Battle of the Little Bighorn—
responded by sending a company of cavalry to maintain 
order in the devastated city. He also sent 10 wagons and two 
ambulances to transport survivors of the fire to Fort Meade, 
where they were fed and allowed to camp. At their meeting 
the prominent citizens voted down a proposal to organize a 
100-man vigilance committee, but they did appoint a seven- 
man “committee of safety” to assist Sheriff Bullock in his 
peacekeeping duties. Bullock, meanwhile, ordered the closure 
of all saloons that had survived the fire.

The latter action did little good. “Men who had not tasted 
liquor for years imbibed freely to drown their sorrow, and 
the number of intoxicated men seen on the streets was ap-
palling,” the Daily Times wrote. “Fights were of frequent and 
hourly occurrence.” 

Those with more to lose took little notice. Businesses that 
had escaped the fire or were only lightly damaged resumed 
operation, while those destroyed began rebuilding. Sources 
differ as to whether prices went up. Sawmills worked nonstop, 
and residents in neighboring towns dismantled abandoned 
buildings and sent the lumber to Deadwood. Temporary 
“hotels” sprang up to provide housing for those left homeless.

Call in the Cavalry
Colonel Sam Sturgis sent  

a company of cavalrymen 
to devastated Deadwood.
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Once familiar tents and ramshackle shanties, some thrown up 
within hours of the blaze, soon cluttered the ruins. Deadwood’s 
newspapers, their printing presses destroyed in the blaze, rallied 
and were able to bring out single-sheet editions the morning after 
the fire using presses in nearby communities. Fortunately for 
merchants and many of the hardscrabble miners, the banks 
remained open for business. While their buildings had been 
destroyed, the vaults and their contents came through unscathed, 
and what was in those vaults funded the rebuilding of the city. 
The post office was destroyed, along with $3,000 in postage 
stamps and stamped envelopes, but no mail was lost, and coaches 
immediately resumed runs with the daily mail. In the hills on the 
city outskirts Deadwood’s resourceful telegraph operator set up 
a makeshift desk on the head of a barrel, rigged up a connection 
with the surviving line and was soon busy sending and receiving 
messages—mostly orders for store supplies and building materials 
and equipment.

Earlier that year Swearengen had spent a hefty sum remodeling 
the Gem, and he almost immediately went to work rebuilding the 
theater, even installing a hydrant at his own expense as insurance 
against future fires. The Gem reopened within weeks, the beams 
of its unfinished roof draped with a 24-by-70-foot wall tent.

Within six months workers had largely rebuilt Deadwood, 
with far more brick buildings than it had had before. Residents 
had reason to hope these would prove more fireproof than  
their predecessors.

The Black Friday fire, as Sheriff Bullock dubbed it, was the 
most destructive to ever hit Deadwood, destroying a good part 
of the roaring gold camp and altering the future of those who 
remained. But as the scorched snags in Deadwood Gulch might 
have forewarned early settlers, it would not be Deadwood’s last 
blaze. Large fires hit the town again in 1894 and 1899, the latter 
once more razing the Gem despite its private fire hydrant. More 
blazes hit town in 1948 and 1951, while a 1952 fire claimed the 
original 1889 city hall. In 1959 yet another September fire broke 
out in the hills on three sides, choking the streets with smoke and 

threatening to destroy Deadwood be-
fore it was contained. In 2012 another 
sweeping wildfire once more forced 
an evacuation of the city.

Deadwood had long recovered 
from the 1879 fire and rebuilt itself, 
but it never recovered its former notoriety or its former size. 

Present-day Deadwood is riding a return to prominence as a 
gambling haven and tourist destination. In 2009, 20 years after 
gambling was once again legalized in the city, Deadwood boasted 
three-dozen casinos, 3,500 slot machines and about 100 card ta-
bles, according to the South Dakota Commission on Gaming. But 
while gambling has brought in some 2,000 jobs, Deadwood’s resi-
dent population is only about one-fourth of what it was at the time 
of the 1879 fire; the 2010 United States census listed 1,270 residents.

In recent years Forbes Traveler placed Deadwood on its list of 
“America’s Prettiest Towns.” It is a far different Deadwood from 
the one that existed before 1879. After the fire that year many of 
the miners, drifters, gamblers, prostitutes and gunfighters—and 
much of its color—left the burned-out town to seek the next 
booming gold camp and next easy fortune. Swearengen hung on 
for two decades. But when the Gem burned down the second 
time in 1899, he gave up on the Dakotas and moved to Colorado. 
In 1904 he turned up dead in the middle of a suburban Denver 
street, having succumbed to an unexplained head wound. Bull-
ock remained in the area but surrendered his sheriff’s badge to 
invest his time and money in a ranch and other business ven-
tures. He died of colon cancer in Deadwood in 1919. Calamity 
Jane lingered in Deadwood a couple of years, then moved to 
Montana Territory in 1881. She returned to the Black Hills in 
1903 and died there in her early 50s that same year. She is buried 
in Deadwood’s Mount Moriah Cemetery beside Hickok, whom 
she always claimed to love.

By then the railroad had linked the city to the outside world, 
and Deadwood, the roaring gold camp of lore, was gone. In 1890 
that first engine steamed into Deadwood bringing its freight and 
mail cars, its passengers and its law and civilization. More fires 
would come, but Deadwood would do what it had done from 
the beginning—find a way to survive. 

Wild West contributor Chuck Lyons is based in Rochester,  
N.Y. For further reading he recommends Pa-ha-sa-pah,  
or the Black Hills of South Dakota, by Peter Rosen, and  
Deadwood: The Golden Years, by Watson Parker.

Smoke on Horizon 
Deadwood had rebuilt 

by 1888, above, but two 
fires struck in the 1890s. 

Competitive Fire
The “Deadwood Hose 
Team” hauls its cart for 
show on July 4, 1888.FR

O
M

 T
O

P
: H

E
R

IT
A

G
E

 A
U

C
T

IO
N

S
; D

E
A

D
W

O
O

D
.P

A
S

T
P

E
R

FE
C

T
O

N
LI

N
E

.C
O

M



52 WILD WEST   A P R I L  2 0 1 852

he story of Creede, Colorado, like that of many 
other Western boomtowns, is equal parts fact 
and fiction. It is known that on August 26, 1889, 

experienced miners Nicholas C. Creede and George L. Smith 
emerged from their tent and hiked up a Rocky Mountain gorge 
to do what they’d been doing for decades—seek their fortune. 
About midday, with a shadowed, narrow view of tall evergreens 
dotting the gray canyon’s steep walls, they stopped for lunch 
beside East Willow Creek, where mountain trout plied the cool, 
swift water. Legend has it Creede, who’d been pecking at the 
rocks with his geologist’s hammer, suddenly stopped, squinted 
at the glistening chips in his hand and exclaimed to Smith, 
“Holy Moses!” So, the story goes, went the birth of the Holy 
Moses Mine and the town of Creede.

As settlers in ox-drawn covered wagons plodded across the 
plains in search of wide-open spaces where they could grow 

crops and children, fortune seekers like Creede and Smith 
clambered over one another in search of ore, hoping to be the 
next one to strike it rich. In their wake such men ultimately left 
hundreds of ghost towns across the American West, including 
dozens each in California, Alaska, Utah and Colorado. And 
though almost every ghost started life as a boomtown, perhaps 
none boomed louder or fell harder than Creede.

A Colorado Territory gold strike in 1858 triggered the 
Pike’s Peak Gold Rush, lined Denverites’ pockets and beckoned 
prospectors to the Rocky Mountains. After the Civil War new 
railroad lines brought even more miners from every corner 
of the country. In their quest for gold they often found silver. 
Though it was a far less valuable ore, silver strikes in the mid-
1870s in Leadville fueled a modest boom. In an odd combination 
of cause and effect, the 1878 Bland-Allison Act and 1890 Sherman 

T

FLASH-
IN-THE-PAN 

CREEDE
A late silver find birthed this Colorado boomtown and drew  

a cast of colorful characters, including Soapy Smith,  
Bat Masterson, Bob Ford and Poker Alice

By Joe Johnston
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Silver Purchase Act, which required the government to buy and 
coin vast amounts of silver, drove its price even lower yet drew 
more miners to Colorado, which gained statehood in 1876.

Some 250 miles south of Denver, on the Old Spanish Trail 
between Santa Fe and Los Angeles, the Rio Grande meanders 
between green peaks bordering grasslands where Kit Carson’s 
nephew-in-law Tom Boggs ran cattle as early as the 1840s. By 
1889 the town of Del Norte had become a base camp for miners, 
hunters and fishermen venturing northwest through Wagon 
Wheel Gap, gateway to the dark, winding world of the San Juan 
Mountains. Eight miles beyond the gap, at the bottom of remote 
Willow Creek Canyon, stood a cluster of miners’ tents with 
no roads, buildings or stores. Wagons climbed the 37 miles from 
Del Norte to bring in supplies.

For about a year after Nick Creede’s “Holy Moses!” lunch little 
changed in Willow Creek Canyon, except that he and George 
Smith dug a shaft and extracted ore samples with dazzling assay 
results. They finally took it all to David H. Moffat, wealthy presi-
dent of the Denver & Rio Grande Railroad, who jumped at 
the chance to invest in the mine. The company tracks already 
stretched to Wagon Wheel Gap, so Moffat proposed building 
a spur to the canyon in order to haul out his ore. To his surprise 
the company’s other executives refused to back the plan. De-
termined to make the most of his new investment, the intrepid 

Moffat ultimately re-
signed from the rail-
road, financed the spur 
himself, then let the 
Denver & Rio Grande 
operate it in exchange 
for free shipping. Once 
he’d recouped the construction 
cost and turned a nice profit, he signed 
over the spur to the railroad.

Trains opened the human flood-
gates, and by the end of 1891 the 
population of the little camp on Willow Creek had leaped from 
several hundred to more than 10,000 souls, most crammed 
between the towering canyon walls in a pocket just six-tenths 
of a square mile in area. It was a town of businesses, with virtu-
ally no residential houses, which rapidly became a sea, or per-
haps more properly a swamp, of humanity. The mud—a mix of 
dirt, rain, floodwaters, mine runoff and animal waste—was often 
knee-deep. As little sunlight reached the canyon floor, it never 
dried out, and nonstop traffic continually churned the muck. 
There were so many people, animals and wagons coming and 
going, it was hard to move. There was no incorporated town, 
so each corner of the canyon got its own name, taken from the 

Next Stop Creede
Denver & Rio Grande trains 

opened the floodgates to 
the Colorado mining town, 

which quickly boomed.

Not-so-Clean Slate
Denver crime syndicate 
boss Soapy Smith came to 
Creede in 1892 and was 
soon up to his old tricks.
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nearest, biggest claim. Adjoining the original Holy Moses were Stringtown, 
Amethyst, Spar City, Stumptown and Weaver. At the busy heart of it all 
was Jimtown, while spilling out into the flatland was Bachelor, a makeshift 
suburban settlement for those working in town. Residents commonly referred 
to the whole muddy mess as Creede.

About the time Creede was on the make, Denver’s Law and Order League 
was cleaning up a criminal element that had taken over the city’s booze 
trade, gambling, prostitution and even politics. Jefferson Randolph “Soapy” 
Smith II, who earned his nickname running the notorious prize soap con 
(selling bars of soap in paper wrappers for $1 on the false promise some 
contained bills up to $100), had risen to run the Denver syndicate. A con-
spicuous philanthropist, he also had a piece of all the vice and graft in town, 
and he paid the police and city fathers to ensure he kept it. “The city is abso-
lutely under the control of this prince of knaves,” the reform-minded Rocky 
Mountain News wrote about Smith, “and there is not a confidence man, 
a sneak thief or any other parasite upon the public who does not pursue his 
avocation under license from the man.”

The Denver cleanup effort hinged on the mayoral election of 1889. The 
criminal element had a lot to lose if the Law and Order League candidate 
won, while a victory by the incumbent meant business would continue to 

flourish for the crime bosses. One of the key play-
ers in the syndicate was William Barclay “Bat” 
Masterson, who ran the gambling operations. Bat 
was a Renaissance man, an educated fine dresser 
with gentile manners, oiled black hair and a care-
fully styled mustache, who at times had been a 
buffalo hunter, Army scout, Indian fighter, boxing 
promoter, county sheriff and city marshal. He ran 
in big circles from New York to San Francisco, 
counting lawman Wyatt Earp and gunfighter Luke 
Short among his friends. On election day Bat, 
Soapy and their cronies walked the streets from 
one precinct to another, handing out slips of paper 
bearing dead men’s names and paying voters with 
cash and beer to use those names to vote multi-
ple times. Regardless, their man lost, and syndicate 
control dwindled over the next couple of years, 
so Soapy, Bat and friends set their sights on the 
next boomtown, Creede.

They arrived late to the game, in February 1892, 
but were quick to establish a new syndicate, infus-
ing Creede with their system of thugs, protection, 
kickbacks and political fixes. Prostitutes who accom-
panied Soapy from Denver helped him snap up 
deeds and leases until he owned most of Jimtown’s 
Main Street. Meanwhile, Bat managed the Denver 
Exchange, a saloon financed by a Denver invest-
ment group, and married his longtime girlfriend, 
Emma Moulton. The hardly blushing bride had 
finalized her divorce from her previous husband 
days earlier.

Two ore trains rolled out of Creede each day, 
each returning loaded with dozens more miners, 
storekeepers, opportunists and hangers-on. They 
spent freely in the town’s three-dozen-plus restau-
rants, 40-odd saloons, gambling halls and brothels. 
Creede also boasted two dentists, four doctors, 
three groceries, five general stores, six hardware 
stores, 10 livery stables, three printers and five 
assayers. In a boomtown almost entirely composed 
of businesses, everyone not working underground 
was competing to strip miners of their pay. Busi-
nesses filled the canyon floor, backed up against the 
basalt walls and even hovered on stilts over Willow 
Creek. Some operated out of tents, but most were 
in hastily erected frame buildings made of green 
wood sure to dry, shrink and crack within months. 
There was not a single brick structure, and the 
only paint showing on most places was on the sign. 
The busy railroad couldn’t keep up with mainte-
nance, so disabled boxcars cluttered the sidings, 
one serving as Creede’s depot and telegraph office.

The place buzzed with so much excitement and 
so many dreams of the next mother lode, few gave 

Bat in the Boomtown
In Creede sometime lawman 

Masterson managed the 
Denver Exchange, a saloon 

financed by Denver investors.
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much thought to rest. Anyway, Creede offered only 
enough hotel and boardinghouse rooms for about 
a third of its residents. The Denver & Rio Grande 
took to leaving sleeping cars on the sidetrack and 
charging weary townsmen a dollar a visit for their 
use. The miners slept in shifts, one flopping down 
exhausted on a warm bed as another rose to head 
for the mines or saloons. Some 2,000 at a time 
remained awake all night under the glow of new 
hydroelectric-powered streetlamps. Journalist Cy 
Warman, who left Denver in 1892 to launch his 
own newspaper, The Creede Chronicle, immortalized 
the city’s hardscrabble, sleepless existence in the 
closing verses of his poem “Creede”:

While the world is filled with sorrow,
And hearts must break and bleed—
It’s day all day in the daytime,
And there is no night in Creede.

Creede’s saloons and gambling halls typi-
cally occupied two-story buildings with false fronts, 
the bar running along one wall, leaving plenty of 
room for gaming tables. Some included a dance 
hall with a stage, separated from the gaming tables 
by swinging doors. Dark stairways led up to the 
rooms of soiled doves with such colorful monikers 
as Creede Lil, Killarney Kate, Slanting Annie and 
Timberline Rose. Bob Ford, the man who assassi-
nated Jesse James, arrived to operate a saloon, with 
girlfriend Dot Evans running its upstairs brothel 
and notorious female gambler “Poker Alice” Tubbs 

dealing cards. Alice usually had a big 
black cigar in her mouth and openly 
packed a .38 Smith & Wesson. The 
impressible “Calamity Jane” Canary 
—whose acquaintance (a sweetheart 
in mind alone) “Wild Bill” Hickok 
had been murdered in Deadwood in 
1876—was another rumored resident. 
By 1892 Calamity was a dedicated 
alcoholic in her 40s and had settled 
down with her husband and daughter 
to run a hotel in Boulder. But legend 
has it she boarded at Zang’s Hotel 
in Creede for a time, possibly seek-

ing adventure or perhaps backsliding 
into prostitution. 

The miners who laid down their 
bets and bedded the soiled doves were 
far from the stereotypical weary sour-
dough leading his swaybacked burro 
on an endless circuit of the West. Most 
were company men. Under the Sher-
man Silver Purchase Act, with the 
price of ore low and demand sky-high, 
the only way to make silver mining 
pay was to produce huge quantities 
of ore. So virtually every time a pros-
pector struck silver, he sold his claim 

Assassin Assassinated
Creede newcomer Bob Ford, 
who’d shot Jesse James in 
1882, had the tables turned 
on him in his own saloon.

Catching Z’s at Zang’s
Work, whiskey and women kept miners busy, 
and there were precious few places to sleep.

Ford’s Killer
On June 8, 1892, a drunken 
Ed O’Kelley entered Ford’s 
saloon, said, “Hello, Bob,” 
then triggered a shotgun.
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to a mining company, which then brought in engi-
neers and the latest machinery and hired on men 
as diggers. As the mines drove ever deeper, they 
filled with water, calling for tunneling companies, 
which employed even more men and machines to 
drain the shafts. After a time virtually all miners in 
Creede were employees clocking 12-hour shifts for 
round-the-clock mining operations.

While they toiled day after repetitive, dust-
choked day, Soapy, Bat, Ford and other entre-
preneurs took a piece of every dollar in town and 
never had to get their hands dirty. The syndicate 
disliked Ford, as his tavern became a den of vio-
lence. He had a way of antagonizing customers, 
men such as Edward O’Kelley, an alcoholic who, 
like Ford, hailed from Missouri. An admirer of 
Jesse James—thus almost certainly holding a grudge 
against his assassin—O’Kelley became marshal of 
Bachelor in March 1892. In April he reportedly 
received a beating in Ford’s saloon.

Many such men measured their explosive life in 
Creede in months, others only weeks. Faro dealer 
William “Reddy” McCann was among the many 
gamblers who had arrived from Denver that Feb-
ruary. Around 4 a.m. on March 31 a drunken Mc-
Cann shot out a dozen of the new streetlights on 
Main, then dropped into the Branch Saloon for 
a drink and a cigar. Minutes later William “Cap” 

Light, Soapy’s brother-in-law, strolled in. Light—
who’d served as a deputy sheriff in Temple, Texas, 
then an enforcer for the Denver syndicate—was 
Soapy’s new deputy in Jimtown. Though he lacked 
a badge, he was fearless and forceful, which towns-
people seemed to agree was what Creede needed 
at the time.

Light informed McCann he was under arrest for 
shooting up the town. When McCann brushed him 
off and insisted on finishing his drink, the short- 
tempered Light slapped the cigar from his mouth. 
Pushing away from the bar, McCann drew his 
revolver from its holster. Light wasn’t daunted, 
having faced down gunmen and killed two of them 
as a lawman in Texas. As the drunken McCann 
snapped off two wild shots, Light pulled his pistol, 
took deliberate aim and fired three times. Hit by 
all three slugs, McCann fell, moaning, “I’m killed” 
—and he was right.

Such episodes were surprisingly rare. Most Creed- 
ites favored strong law enforcement, and what 
the town lacked in such stabilizing influences as 
churches, families and a regular city government 
it made up for with an understanding the syndi-
cate wasn’t going to abide either reckless gunplay 
or gunfights. And considering the number of 
people living atop one another in Willow Creek 
Canyon, the amount of money they all made and 
lost, and the abundance of vices available to them, 
the place remained relatively free of violent crime. 
A stern talking-to from a Creede policeman, a night 
in the slammer or at worst a pistol butt across the 
noggin was all it took to keep most men in line, 
and it all operated at the pleasure of the syndicate. 
Miners were expected to behave and spend their 
money, and business operators were expected to 
make money. The more one made, the more every-
one benefited.

The syndicate duly chastised the impulsive Light 
for killing McCann, and the downcast deputy, 
recognizing that his brand of law enforcement was 
becoming an anachronism, returned to Texas. Rela-
tive peace returned to Creede, as workmen replaced 
the streetlights McCann had shot out. Less than 
three weeks later someone shot them out again.

The night of April 17 Bat Masterson set up a 
match between Billy Woods, a black heavyweight 
boxer who had made a lot of money for Master-
son in Denver, against local tough Al Johnson. 
The betting was heavy in Creede, with Johnson 
the decided favorite. Masterson made sure every-
thing about the match was first-class, with an ele-
vated ring in the middle of Main Street, Marquess 
of Queensbury rules, a professional referee and 
a sizable purse.

Alcohol Alfresco
Tent saloons sprang up to 
meet miners’ demand for 
alcohol, though a few later 
moved operations indoors.

Backs to the Wall
Prospectors pose at  
the base of one of the 
walls that hemmed in  
the canyon community.
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Saloonkeeper Ford was in attendance, liquored-up and letting 
his money ride on Johnson. He also may have been on edge, 
as April 3 had marked 10 years to the day he shot James in the 
back of the head, and he feared a similar fate. So when Billy 
Woods won the fight, losing Ford a lot of money, the sloshed 
saloonkeeper pulled his pistol and shot at the stars. Then he re-
loaded and shot at streetlights, windows, signs and water barrels. 
Deputies on hand simply waited until Ford wearied of shooting, 
quietly arrested him and put him on a train out of town. Only 
after he begged Soapy for forgiveness and promised to behave 
was he allowed to return a few days later. Eager to comply with 
the syndicate’s entrepreneurial credo, he soon found an investor 
and opened a new saloon, Ford’s Exchange, with the brightest 
paint job in town.

In the early morning hours of Sunday, June 5, every-
thing the townspeople had worked for went up in flames. The 
blaze began in a saloon, and before the volunteer fire department 
could make their way through the thousands of curious onlookers 
and horses clogging the streets, the flames had sped from one 
frame building to the next. Noting with alarm that the town’s liquor 
supply was also going up in flames, quick-thinking schemers did 
manage to tote cases of whiskey and roll barrels of beer to safety, 
providing refreshment to spectators taking in the fire. Only after 
the unchecked blaze had ravaged the business district did it 
burn itself out at the base of the gorge.

The debris couldn’t be cleared until the ashes cooled, but 
impatient Creedites weren’t about to wait for that. Telegrams 
brought trains with beer, whiskey and tents the next morning, 
and within 24 hours virtually the entire business district reopened 
as a sea of white canvas on wooden platforms. Bob Ford, whose 
brightly painted Exchange saloon was among the buildings 

lost to the fire, reopened in a tent. He was standing at the bar on 
the afternoon of June 8 when a drunken Ed O’Kelley walked in, 
called out, “Hello, Bob,” and triggered both barrels of a shotgun, 
shredding Ford’s neck with buckshot and killing him instantly. 
Less than a week later Creede incorporated, and a month later 
residents elected a mayor and aldermen. By month’s end O’Kelley 
had been sentenced to life in prison for murder, though he’d 
serve only nine years before his release.

Just over a year later, as financial markets went into free fall 
during the Panic of 1893, Congress repealed the Sherman Silver 
Purchase Act, prefacing a return to the gold standard of ex-
change. Silver prices were already at rock bottom, so when the 
government stopped buying silver, the big mines were ruined, 
and almost everyone in town moved 
on in search of better stakes. Original 
settler Nick Creede, made fabulously 
wealthy from his shares in Creede’s 
mines, had already moved on to 
Pueblo, Colo., and then Los Angeles, 
along the way getting married and 
adopting a daughter. Alas, in 1897 
the marriage ended in divorce, and 
Creede died soon after from an acci-
dental overdose of morphine, leaving 
the bulk of his estate to his adopted 
daughter. In the town that bore his 
name timeless canyon winds whistled 
through the weathered slats of de-
caying buildings on every street. The 
flash in the pan was over. In 2010, 
according to the U.S. census, the town 
population was 290. 

Up in Smoke
An 1892 blaze spread 

from one frame building  
to the next, leaving the 

business district in ashes.

Joe Johnston, the  
author of It Ends  
Here: Missouri’s  
Last Vigilante, writes 
from Tulsa, Okla.  
For further reading  
he recommends Ed 
O’Kelley: The Man 
Who Murdered Jesse 
James’ Murderer, by 
Judith Ries; Colorado 
and Its People: A Nar- 
rative and Topical  
History of the Cen- 
tennial State, edited  
by LeRoy R. Hafen;  
and Centennial, by 
James A. Michener.
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Captain Richard Pratt provided pent-up Plains Indian 
prisoners at Fort Marion, Florida, with art supplies  

and a chance to record their vanishing history

By Jim Winnerman 

CAPTIVE 
ARTISTS

Making Art
Cheyenne warrior and 
spiritual leader Making 
Medicine (who later took 
the name David Pendleton 
Oakerhater and served  
as an Episcopal deacon)  
was the first Plains Indian 
prisoner at Fort Marion, 
Fla., to render ledger art. 
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WENTY-SIX PLAINS INDIAN artists imprisoned from 
1875 to 1878 at Fort Marion (aka Castillo 
de San Marcos) in St. Augustine, 

Florida, had not been selected for their cre-
ative ability, yet while in captivity they 
produced several hundred striking 
works of art, many of which survive 
in public and private collections. The 
artists were among a group of 71 
Indian warriors and leaders and one 
woman captured in the wake of the 
1874–75 Red River War.

In 1874, as settlers pushed relentlessly 
westward into Texas, bands of resentful Plains 
Indians roamed the state and surrounding terri-
tories, raiding settlements and buffalo camps and 
refusing relocation to reservations in Indian Terri-

tory (present-day Oklahoma). In the spring of 1875, following 
a harsh winter that compelled many holdouts to surren-

der, President Ulysses S. Grant authorized the re-
moval of suspected ringleaders from the Plains 

to discourage further resistance. Shackled 
together and guarded by two troops of 

U.S. cavalry, 33 Cheyennes, 27 Kiowas, 
nine Comanches, two Arapahos and one 
Caddo arrived at the 200-year-old Span-
ish-era redbrick fortress in late April after 
an arduous three-week trek by wagon, 

train and steamboat.
Overseeing the prisoners on detached duty 

was 10th U.S. Cavalry Captain Richard Henry 
Pratt, a veteran of the Red River War. On arrival 
at Fort Marion, Pratt provided the captives with 
military-style uniforms and haircuts and entrusted 

T
Good Medicine

Making Medicine’s  
early pieces portrayed  
his free-roaming days.

The Plains to Florida
Prisoners pose with bows 
and arrows at the fort.
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Koba’s Art
The scenes above are 
among 23 depicted 
by the Kiowa prisoner 
in a preserved ledger.

them with guard duty. Determined to prove they 
could be assimilated into white society, he offered 
them reading and writing lessons, religious in-
struction and the opportunity to make and sell 
crafts to visiting tourists. He also furnished his 
Plains Indian wards with art supplies, including 
unlined drawing books, used ledgers, crayons, 
pencils and inks.

The inmates produced art that is significant for 
several reasons. Foremost, it captured a tribal way 

of life that, in the absence of a written language, had 
been recorded only in oral histories. The variety 
of colors supplied by Pratt enabled the artists to 
more accurately depict Plains Indian regalia and 
other items of cultural interest.

The size of the paper Pratt provided (generally 
8 by 10 inches) allowed the artists to render scenes 
of considerable scope and detail. They depicted 
happenings both at the fort and from their pre- 
imprisonment days, including dances, hunts and 
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Bear’s Heart Art
The young Cheyenne 
illustrated some of  
the 57 drawings in  
the Bertoia Ledger.

courting rituals. Notably absent are depictions of 
conflicts with American soldiers or settlers.

Finally, the use of relatively sophisticated draw-
ing materials enabled the artists to produce more 
works than they might have otherwise laboriously 
chiseled into stone or daubed on buffalo hides. 
Each first-person graphic narrative is indeed “worth 
a thousand words.”

Cheyenne warrior and spiritual leader Making 
Medicine (who later changed his name to David 

Pendleton Oakerhater and served as an Episcopal 
deacon) was the first and most prolific of the Fort 
Marion artists. Many of his works focus on his life 
as a hunter, including one study of 17 bird species 
of the southern Plains. Later drawings capture his 
impressions of prison life.

Among other productive illustrators was the Kio-
wa artist Zotom, who rendered 34 sequential draw-
ings that depict the end of the Red River War, the 
journey to Florida and life at the fort. Included are 
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images of a trestle over the Mississippi at St. Louis 
and a contingent of soldiers encircling the prone 
figure of Lean Bear, a Kiowa chief who had tried to 
commit suicide en route to Fort Marion.

The number of drawings produced at Fort Marion 
is uncertain. The artists sold many to tourists and 
gave away others as gifts. Historians speculate that 
those in possession of the drawings, unaware of their 
historical importance, may have destroyed much of 
the work. Undiscovered pieces surface infrequently.

While the Fort Marion ledger art is recognized 
for its quality and quantity, still earlier examples 
exist. Art historian Janet Catherine Berlo, noted for 
her research into the visual arts heritage of Ameri-
can Indians, notes that as early as the 1840s in-
digenous artists were producing works on paper 
introduced by traders and settlers. And in the after-
math of clashes long before the Red River War fron-
tier cavalrymen took ledger drawings as trophies 
from Indian villages.

Happy Hunters
Cheyenne artist
Zotom rendered 
Returning From a 
Successful Hunt. 
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Facts about ledger art 
from Fort Marion and 
elsewhere:
• Not every Fort Marion 

prisoner participated 
in Pratt’s art project. 
Of the 42 men under 
age 35, 26 Cheyennes, 
Kiowas and Arapahos 
rendered drawings 
during their captiv- 
ity, and 11 of the  
26 produced 94 per- 
cent of the known 
surviving works.

• Though “ledger art” 
refers to the books 
provided by the 
agencies, Indian 
artists used any- 
thing they could  
get, including un- 
lined drawing books, 
autograph books and 
loose sheets of paper.

• Many artists used the 
center gutter of each 
page spread as the 
bottom edge of their 
art. Scenes depicting 
activity often moved 
from right to left 
across the page.

• Artists often rendered 
all figures the same 
size, but the higher 
they placed a sub- 
ject on the page,  
the farther it was 
meant to be in the 
background. —J.W.

WHAT IS 
LEDGER 
ART?

More from Zotom
His ledger contains 34 
sequential drawings, 
including Soldiers 
Awaiting Inspection 
(above) and Captain 
Pratt Lecturing at Fort 
Marion (left). Captain 
Richard Henry Pratt 
provided his wards 
with art supplies.

Artists Among Them
While not every 
prisoner at the fort 
took part in Pratt’s art 
project, 26 men did.

At the request of historians eager to learn about and preserve tribal cul-
ture, Indian artists continued to produce their ledger art into the 1930s. Ross 
Frank, an associate professor of ethnic studies at the University of California, 
San Diego, is curator of the Plains Indian Ledger Art project [plainsledgerart.
org]. By his count some 50 books of ledger art came out of Fort Marion, 
while libraries and private collectors preserve at least another 150 books 
rendered elsewhere.

In recent decades a new cadre of Indian artists have mounted a contempo-
rary resurgence of ledger art, using period and facsimile ledgers to artistically 
comment on their peoples’ past and present status. WW

Jim Winnerman  
writes from St. Louis. 
For further reading he 
recommends Plains In- 
dian Drawings, 1865– 
1935, edited by Janet 
Catherine Berlo; Art 
from Fort Marion: The 
Silberman Collection, 
by Joyce M. Szabo; 
Plains Indian Art From 
Fort Marion, by Karen 
Daniels Petersen; and 
Ledger Narratives: The 
Plains Indian Drawings 
in the Mark Lansburgh 
Collection at Dart-
mouth College, edited 
by Colin G. Calloway.
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Convicted in 1879 of killing a Fort Worth deputy marshal, 
George Alford was later released on appeal—but was justice served? 

By Richard Selcer with James W. Johnson

RIGHT PLACE, 
WRONG MAN

Resistant Siblings
Brothers Tom (left)  
and George Alford 
posed for this photo in 
Tennessee circa 1884.

n 2010 Kevin Foster and I published Written in Blood, 
Vol. 1, the first book of a two-part history of the fallen 
lawmen of Fort Worth, Texas. Among those chronicled 

was Deputy Marshal George H. White, fatally shot near the 
village of Arlington in eastern Tarrant County on Aug. 2, 1879, 
while serving a bench warrant on one Tom Alford. Authorities 
charged his brother George with killing White, allegedly with 

help from brother Mace and a third man, William Lytle. The 
accused, of course, disputed the charge, and he was ably de-
fended at trial. Still, the jury returned a guilty verdict. The 
Texas Court of Appeals subsequently overturned the verdict 
on technicalities and remanded it back to the trial court. George 
Alford was never retried. The verdict of history, however, has 
been he was guilty as charged.

I
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As we were finishing the book, Fort 
Worth officials had just inscribed 
Deputy Marshal White’s name on the 
city’s Police and Firefighters Memo-
rial as a hero who died in the line of 
duty (see photo, P. 69). Apart from a 
slight curiosity about why the verdict 
was overturned, we had no reason to 
doubt the official story. Since the book 
came out, however, Alford family de-
scendants have strongly contested our 
version of events, so perhaps it’s time 
to reopen George Alford’s case and 
give the defendant another hearing.

 
To begin with, in our book Foster 
and I had incorrectly stated the num-
ber of Alford brothers implicated in 
White’s death. We identified four—
Tom, George, Mace and Zack. How-
ever, family records and the census 
show only three of Robert and Alsa 
(née Evans) Alford’s sons present that 
day—William Thomas, the oldest, 
known as “Tom”; George, the middle 
son, whose middle name was prob-
ably “Meshack,” an old family name 
and the derivation for “Zack”; and 
Patrick Mason, the youngest, known 
as “Mace.” A crucial piece of informa-
tion is that George and Mace, though 
three years apart in age, were nearly 
the same size and very similar in looks. 
Sometime after 1875 the family moved 
to Texas from Macoupin County, Ill., 
settling in Tarrant County in 1877. 
While researching our book, we had 
followed a rabbit trail after the wrong 
Alford family—a James P. Alford had 
arrived in Texas from Tennessee about 
the same time.

The Illinois Alfords were working- 
class people who came west looking 
for a piece of the American dream. 
Life did not get much easier in Texas. 
In court papers George Alford was 
characterized as having “no wealth or 

family ties to keep him…no social position or influential friends 
to screen and protect him.” Tom, George and Mace were among 
11 children born to Robert and Alcy between 1853 and 1875. 
In Tarrant County the three brothers earned money by training 
horses and cutting timber. Young Tom soon scraped together 
enough to buy a little place near his parents’ home where the 
trio liked to congregate.

That George White died after a shootout with the Alfords is 
not in dispute. Almost everything else is. It all started over a 
stolen mare sold to an unsuspecting Fort Worth man in July 1879. 
Tarrant County Sheriff Joseph M. Henderson had reason to be-
lieve the suspected thief was one of the Alford boys, and judging 
from a bill of sale for a piddling $17.50, the horse was no prize. 
While Fort Worth resident O.C. Storm claimed to own the mare, 
John Shaddy filed the complaint on his behalf, and Charles 
McCafferty, a local horse dealer, was in possession of the ani-
mal. Sheriff Henderson initially detained McCafferty, releasing 
him on his oath he had bought the mare fair and square. It didn’t 
hurt that the horse trader had a reputation as a “most excellent 
and reliable gentleman.” Hoping to clear his name, McCafferty 
contacted Tom Alford, who produced a suspicious-looking bill of 
sale and promised to “make it all right.” That didn’t satisfy Storm, 
who had Justice of the Peace Ashbell G. McClung issue an arrest 
warrant for the man who had sold the horse to McCafferty.

McClung was no jurist, but as a Confederate veteran and rela-
tive of the Texas hero Sam Houston he had all the qualifications 
necessary to serve as a justice. He obligingly issued the warrant 
for “John Smith,” leaving it to Henderson to figure which Alford 
brother to arrest. Based on what McCafferty told him, Hender-
son sent White, a 21-year-old Fort Worth deputy marshal, out to 
Arlington to serve the warrant on Tom Alford. Henderson didn’t 
bother to formally swear in White as his deputy, since the young 
lawman already wore two badges—as the No. 2 man under City 
Marshal Samuel M. Farmer and as a special constable, or bailiff, 
for the 29th District Court. Given the modest $1 fee, White took 
the job as a courtesy to Henderson and because he wanted to 
see the horses race at Arlington that day. While it seemed un-
important at the time, his law-enforcement status turned out 
to be very significant.

If all of this seems loosey-goosey, that was how things 
worked on the Texas frontier. A great deal of what passed for 
law was based on personal relationships and reputations. Mc-
Cafferty, Storm and Shaddy were Fort Worth folks, well known 
to their neighbors. The Alfords were Arlington people with less 
than sterling reputations. And Texans took accusations of horse 
theft seriously. Deputy White knew nothing about the law and 
did just as he was instructed. On August 2 he set out for Arling-
ton, warrant in hand, accompanied 
by McCafferty, who intended to either 
get his money back or get another 
horse. They rode together in Mc-
Cafferty’s buggy. White wore his six-
gun; McCafferty, as a private citizen, 
went unarmed. At some point some-
one wrote in the name “Thomas 
Olferd” [sic ] next to “John Smith” on 
the warrant. At the subsequent trial 
a witness identified the handwriting 
as that of George White, who should 
have known better, as adding Alford’s 

Booking George
Co-authors Richard 

Selcer and Kevin Foster 
reopened Alford’s case.



WILD WEST   A P R I L  2 0 1 866

(misspelled) name to McClung’s sealed bench 
warrant nullified it.

On reaching Arlington, White and McCafferty 
headed for Robert Alford’s house, hoping to find 
his son Tom. There they ran into an unsuspecting 
George Alford, who offered to escort them to Tom’s 
place and fix them dinner. White and McCafferty 
were soon sitting congenially around a table with 
the brothers two of their friends. Then Mace Alford 
showed up with friend William Lytle, putting all 
three brothers in the same room, which is import-
ant, as until that afternoon White had never seen 
any of the Alfords. As far as the brothers knew, 
White and his companion were there to purchase 
a horse. After supper Tom and Mace offered to 
show a horse to their guests by riding over to their 
father’s place. George, William Lytle and the two 
others stayed behind. As soon as the party was out 
of sight, White produced his warrant, got the drop 
on the brothers and placed Tom under arrest. He 
let Mace go—his second big mistake that day. White 
and McCafferty then tied Tom to his horse, secured 
the horse to the buggy and set out for Fort Worth.

Wasting no time, Mace galloped back to Tom’s 
place for reinforcements. He and Lytle—and per-
haps George, depending on whose testimony you 
believe—then took off in pursuit. It didn’t take them 
long to catch up with the slow-moving buggy, and 
when they did, a gunfight erupted, what 29th District 
Court Judge Azariah J. Hood later termed “a short, 
sharp and decisive affray.” In the confusion, Tom 
kicked his horse till it broke loose. Though out-
numbered and outgunned, White gamely jumped 
from the buggy to return fire as McCafferty cowered 

on the floorboards. Lytle knocked the deputy off 
his feet with a shotgun blast to the abdomen, but 
the plucky lawman still managed to return fire with 
his six-shooter, wounding both the fleeing Tom 
Alford and Lytle, the latter mortally. The Alfords 
then galloped off, leaving Lytle to his fate. The 
exchange had lasted not more than 20 seconds.

McCafferty helped White into the buggy and 
hurried to Arlington, where he made the gut-shot 
deputy as comfortable as possible before send-
ing a telegram to Fort Worth, summoning Sheriff 
Henderson and Dr. Elias Beall. White would never 
leave Arlington. Beall could do nothing about his 
patient’s shredded intestines. White lingered for 
six agonizing days before dying on August 8. In the 
interim he gave a sworn deposition about what had 
occurred. Though he was not close enough to death 
to satisfy the legal requirements for a “dying decla-
ration,” that didn’t keep his testimony from being 
admitted into evidence at George’s trial. 

Surprisingly, George made no effort to flee. After 
getting a doctor for Lytle, he took his friend to his 
father’s place, where Lytle died during the night. 
And still George made no effort to flee. Around 
10 p.m. a deputy sheriff and constable from Fort 
Worth showed up at Robert Alford’s with arrest 
warrants for Lytle and the Alford brothers. Mace 
and Tom were nowhere about, and Lytle was close 
to death, so the lawmen satisfied themselves with 
taking George. En route to Fort Worth they stopped 
off in Arlington and presented their prisoner to 
George White, who identified Alford as “one of the 
roosters that shot me,” over the latter’s emphatic 
denials. Alford, making no attempt to escape, then 
guided his captors through miles of “rough woods” 
in the darkness back to civilization—and jail.

George Alford was charged with second- 
degree murder in the death of Deputy White. Judge 
Hood presided over the trial in the 29th District 
Court. The prosecutor was Tarrant County Attor-
ney William S. Pendleton, who was under intense 
public pressure to make White’s murderer(s) pay. 
The respected Fort Worth firm of Edward Hoven-
kamp, J.M. Thomason and Henry M. Furman han-
dled the defense, with Furman as lead attorney. 
The jury did not take long to find Alford guilty, 
and Hood sentenced him to five years in prison. 
Outraged citizens felt he was lucky to get that.

The defense immediately filed a motion with the 
Court of Appeals in Austin, and in 1880 the three-
judge panel heard the case. The defense presented 
a long list of objections on both evidentiary and 
procedural grounds. The first question was whether 

Another Brother
Mace Alford, at left, 
posed with his sons 
during a deer hunt in 
Oklahoma in 1913. 

Cleaned up His Act?
A dapper-looking Tom 
stood for this formal 
portrait when sister 
Belle married in 1882.
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the defendant had even been present at the crime 
scene. Though McCafferty in court testimony and 
White in his deposition had placed George Alford 
squarely at the scene, a slew of defense witnesses 
testified he was elsewhere at the time. The prose-
cution rested on the deputy’s deposition, the probity 
of which Hood never questioned during Alford’s 
murder trial. Nor did the appeals court address 
the issue of whether George had been present, 
confining itself to points of law.

Principal among the latter was the improper 
bench warrant, issued under one name with another 
scratched in beside it. They also addressed the le-
gal status of George White on the day in question, 
noting disapprovingly, “There is no law which 
authorizes sheriffs to appoint deputies and confer 
upon them the great and responsible duties of their 
positions verbally,” nor “authorizes a deputy sheriff, 
private citizen or any other person to insert any 
name which he sees fit into a warrant which has 
been signed, sealed and issued for the arrest of 
another person.” On the contrary, the 1856 Texas 
Code of Criminal Procedure stated a warrant “must 
specify the name of the person whose arrest is 
ordered, if it be known; if unknown, then some rea-
sonably definite description must be given of him.” 
McClung’s warrant provide neither the name nor 
a description of the accused. Furthermore, the state 
of Texas didn’t recognize the position of “deputy 
marshal” as a sworn peace officer under the law. 

Evidentiary problems started with the fact the 
late George White wasn’t around to explain cer-
tain statements in his deposition—for example, that 
he had fired seven shots at his attackers with his 
six-shooter and said nothing about reloading. Then 
there was the fact George and Mace Alford were 
lookalikes, neither of whom White had set eyes on 
before. Even had he known them, he would have 
been hard-pressed to distinguish them in the midst 
of a gun battle. 

All other things aside, the crux of the appeals 
court reversal rested on the illegal arrest. White 
was not a properly deputized peace officer, nor 
was he executing a lawful arrest warrant; therefore, 
the Alfords had every right to forcibly resist. Judge 
George W. Clark, who wrote the appeals opinion, 
concluded, “It is hardly necessary to say that these 
organic and statutory provisions were wholly dis-
regarded in the case at bar.” 

The appeals court remanded the case to the 
district court, landing it right back in the lap of 
County Attorney Pendleton, who then had to de-
cide whether to refile the charges. In the meantime, 
the defendant was free on bond. The state never 

did retry George Alford. But that didn’t get Tom 
Alford off the hook. On Oct. 3, 1879, a Tarrant 
County grand jury indicted him for horse theft, 
though by then he had fled for parts unknown. 
Tarrant County Sheriff Walter T. Maddox finally 
brought him in on Dec. 21, 1882. Alford sat in jail 
for two months while the prosecutor decided what 
to do. Pendleton ultimately had to dismiss all 
charges, as he was unable to produce his sole wit-
ness, Charlie McCafferty. Thus all the Alfords 
walked, much to the chagrin of Fort Worth officials.

Was it prosecutorial incompetence that got 
George Alford off? Was there a personal vendetta 
against him by Fort Worth officials? Had the Texas 
Court of Appeals spared an innocent man or let 
a guilty man go free on technicalities? This case 
occurred before the judicial system adopted the 
principle of “harmless error,” and modern scholars 
have accused the appeals court of routinely re-
versing jury verdicts on the flimsiest of procedural 
grounds—in more than half of all cases around the 
turn of the century. As early as 1887 critics charged 
the court seemed “to have been organized to over-
rule and reverse.” 

Still, in Alford’s case it’s hard to argue the deck 
wasn’t stacked against him. For one, Judge Hood’s 
instructions to the jury blatantly helped the prose-
cution, as he did not instruct them they could weigh 
the legality of the warrant, nor did he instruct them 

In Later Life
George (left) and  

Mace posed together  
at Mace’s southwest 

Arkansas farm in 1930.
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the defendant had every right to resist an unlawful arrest. He sent 
them off to deliberate believing a legal bench warrant had been 
properly executed. In his opinion Judge Clark rebuked Hood 
for the lapse, concluding it had taken his connivance to save 
the state’s case. Hood also erred in not granting the defense the 
standard 15 days they were permitted under state law to prepare 
an appeal. But the most damning criticism leveled by the appeals 
court was that a person had the right to resist an unlawful arrest 
with whatever degree of force was necessary. The lengthy list 

of errors made by Fort Worth offi-
cers and officials indicated they were 
either ignorant of or had ignored 
recent changes in the Texas Code of 
Criminal Procedure that included the 

right to use “fatal force.” In the end, Alford’s case was as much 
an embarrassment to Tarrant County as a miscarriage of justice.

The principal players would all be heard from again. 
On Jan, 10, 1883, George and Tom Alford were charged with 
having set fire to a neighbor’s house and making off with a 
trunkful of money in the resulting confusion. George was also 
accused of stealing the horse used to carry off the stolen trunk. 
It was a bizarre case based on the flimsiest of evidence, but it 
was enough for William Pendleton to charge the brothers. By 
the time the case came to trial two years later, Pendleton had 
left office, and his successor was not interested in prosecuting the 
brothers. A series of continuances dragged things out until 1913, 
when authorities finally dropped all charges.

As for Pendleton, he went on to be elected mayor of Fort 
Worth in April 1890, only to resign three months later over 
allegations of marital infidelity and bigamy. In 1880 Judge Hood 
was elected to the 29th District Court bench, to which he had 
first been appointed, and he continued to preside over it for 
many years. Attorney Henry Furman’s connection to Arlington 
went deeper than that of the Alfords. When he took on George 
Alford’s case, he was newly wed to the daughter of one of the 
community’s most prominent families. In 1895 Furman moved 
to Indian Territory (present-day Oklahoma) to practice law, 
and soon after statehood he was appointed to serve as the first 
presiding judge on the Criminal Court of Appeals.

In our own defense, when researching Written in Blood, Vol. 1, 
I and co-author Kevin Foster may have allowed our judgment 
to be clouded by sympathy for a fallen lawman, one whose 
name had been inscribed on a memorial stone. The members 
of Alford’s trial jury may have been similarly swayed. It is 
easy to dismiss the judges on the Texas Court of Appeals as 

Extended Alfords
That’s Belle (née Alford) 
Newton at top left 
beside daughter Elsie. 
Belle’s brother Mace  
is seated at lower left.



The Texas Code of Criminal Procedure  
is the bible of the state’s criminal jus- 
tice system. It covers everything from  
the “General Duties of Officers” to the 
“Suppression of Riots and Other Dis- 
turbances,” with stops along the way  
to explain bail procedure, executions  
and the insanity defense. Criminal pro- 
cedure is distinguished from civil pro- 
cedure, as it covers cases brought by  
the state against an individual (the de- 
fendant)—formally titled, “The State of 
Texas vs. John Doe”—as opposed to suits 
brought by citizens against other citizens. 
While each state has its own criminal 
code, the Supremacy Clause of the U.S. 
Constitution forbids states from provid- 
ing less protection than the Constitution 
itself guarantees. Thus most state codes 
have closely followed federal law—but  
not that of Texas.

Approved by the sixth Legislature  
in 1856, the Texas Code of Criminal Pro- 
cedure took effect the following year,  
a dozen years after the state joined the 
union. Grounded in English common law, 
the code was largely based on procedures 
drawn up by Louisianan Edward Living-
ston in the 1820s. While his home state 
never adopted Livingston’s rules, Texas 
did. The three commissioners appointed 
by the Legislature in 1854 used it as their 
model. The resulting code avowed that no 
act was a crime unless “expressly defined 
and the penalty affixed by the written law 
of this state.” For instance, the code did 
not criminalize “crimes against nature” 
(sodomy) as did English common law. It 
also put many things into Texas law for 
the first time, for instance, setting the  
age at which someone could be executed 
at 17, and the age at which a person could 
be prosecuted at 9. It also codified the old 
“unwritten law” by which a man could use 
lethal force to defend the sanctity of his 
marriage, deeming it justifiable homicide. 

Since 1856 successive state Legisla-
tures have regularly revised and updated 
the Texas Code of Criminal Procedure, 
starting in 1858, then 1860, 1879, 1895, etc.

 —R.S. and J.W.J.

THE CODE, TEXAS STYLE

 
Fort Worth author 
Richard Selcer is a 
frequent contributor  
to Wild West. James 
W. Johnson of Pinel- 
las Park, Fla., is a 
descendant of the 
Alford brothers and 
has spent years re- 
searching the Alfords’ 
trouble with the law  
in Texas. For further 
reading see Written  
in Blood, Vol. 1,  
by co-authors Selcer 
and Kevin S. Foster.

out-of-touch mandarins in an ivory tower. 
One lesson of the case, however, is not to rush 
to judgment. Another is that the historical rec- 
ord is never closed for good. There is always 
the possibility new evidence will surface, com-
pelling us to reconsider the accepted version 
of things. “Revisionist history” does not nec-
essarily mean bad history; it’s sometimes a 
valid outcome of the historical process. It’s why 
the last word may never be written on Billy 
the Kid or Custer’s Last Stand or any one of 
countless other subjects from the past. That 
one document disproving all we know begs to 
be found, and perhaps a better interpretation 
is being written as you read this. And that is 
what makes history so fascinating and at the 
same time so frustrating. 

Logging In
His Texas troubles behind 
him, George (in front) cut 
and split logs for railroad 
ties in Sevier County, Ark.

Deputy Marshal 
George H. White  
is among the fallen 
named on this Fort 
Worth memorial.
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George Armstrong Custer furthered the myth surrounding  
this frontier scout, whose real name was Moses Embree Milner 

By John Koster

LEGENDARY 
CALIFORNIA 

JOE

No Ordinary Joe
Moses Embree Milner, aka 
California Joe, scouted for 
Lt. Col. George Armstrong 
Custer, among other exploits  
both real and apocryphal.
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nce there was a legend named California Joe. Once there was a man named Moses Embree 
Milner. The two of them came together in the writings of George Armstrong Custer and  

later in the ultimate Custer screen biography, They Died With Their Boots On. On separating 
the life from the legend, the real Moses Milner turns out to be far more interesting than the legendary  
California Joe—for what his story tells us about how legends are born and how they appeal to  
different audiences.

Custer—himself a legend of his own devising—helped along the legend of California Joe when he 
described the scout in his autobiography My Life on the Plains. In 1866 when the brevet major general—
fresh from the Civil War and new to the Plains—took command of the newly created 7th U.S. Cavalry 
as a lieutenant colonel, he decided to combine the civilian scouts into a single unit and sought a man 
to lead them. Custer wrote:

O
There was one among their number whose appearance would have attracted the notice 
of any casual observer. He was a man about 40 years of age, perhaps older, over 
6 feet in height and possessing a well-proportioned frame. His head was covered 
with a luxuriant crop of long, almost black hair, strongly inclined to curl and 
so long as to fall carelessly over his shoulders. His face, at least so much of it 
as was not concealed by the long, waving brown beard and mustache, was full of 
intelligence and pleasant to look upon. His eye was undoubtedly handsome, black 
and lustrous with an expression of kindness and mildness combined. On his head was 
generally to be seen, whether asleep or awake, a huge sombrero or black slouch hat. 
A soldier’s overcoat with its large circular cape, a pair of trousers with the legs 
tucked in the top of his long boots, usually constituted the outside makeup of 
a man whom I selected as chief scout. He was known by the euphonious title of 
“California Joe”; no other name seemed ever to have been given him, and no other 
name ever seemed necessary.

Custer’s Scouts 
In 1867 they included  

(from left) “Medicine Bill” 
Comstock, Ed Guerrier, 

Thomas Adkins and Moses  
“California Joe” Milner.
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Earl Alonzo Brininstool, a sometime cowboy poet and re-
porter for the Los Angeles newspapers in the early 20th century, 
dug around a bit and discovered Moses Milner had apparently 
become “California Joe” around 1862 in Virginia City, Montana 
Territory, a few years before meeting Custer. When other miners 
asked the bearded stranger from where he hailed, Brininstool 
said he had a rote answer: “I’m from California, where most of 
the gold is, and my name is Joe. That’s enough for you to know.”

Joe had a past. He had married Nancy Emma Watts when she 
was only 13 years old, and the happy couple had left Tennessee 
the next day on an emigrant train for California. This kind of 
elopement, with or without the proverbial shotgun, often led to 
the sort of talk that ended in gunfights or knife fights. Joe only 
killed people when he had better reasons than gossip—but gossip 
had it he did kill people. 

Moses Milner was born in Stanford, Ky., on May 8, 1829. 
The Milner family had emigrated from Yorkshire, the part of 
Britain fought over by Celts, Romans, Angles, Vikings and Nor-
mans. Turmoil must have been in Moses’ blood, as he ran away 
from home when he was 14 and drifted to St. Louis. Within a 
year he’d joined a band of trappers and later participated in a 
fight with a Blackfeet war party near the Powder River in what 
would become Wyoming. Milner supposedly hit a Blackfeet 
warrior in the head from 400 yards over open sights—an ex-
tremely long shot that sounds like part of the legend. He is said 
to have killed another Blackfeet who had killed his mule, dead- 
resting his rifle on the mule’s body to shoot the second warrior.

“Scouts usually prefer a good mule to a horse, and wisely too, 
for the reason that in making their perilous journeys, either 
singly or by twos of threes, celerity is one principal condition 
to success,” Custer wrote. “On the Plains at most seasons of the 
year the horse is incapable of performing long or rapid journeys 
without forage on the route.…The mule will perform a rapid 
and continuous march without forage.”

Milner’s knack for handling mules landed the teenager a job 
as a teamster with Brig. Gen. Stephen Kearny during the 1846–
48 Mexican War. Kearny’s Army of the West captured Santa Fe 
without firing a shot, but his mule-mounted dragoons—Milner 
apparently not among them—were bested roughly by Mexican 
lancers riding horses when they reached California. Thanks to a 

landing party of Marines and armed sailors that met him in 
San Diego, Kearny was able to complete his conquest of Cali-
fornia with a minimum of carnage.

Milner returned East and married Nancy Watts. The groom 
was only just out of his teens himself, which made the marriage 
to his 13-year-old child bride somewhat less unsavory. They 
immediately embarked for California. A story that during their 
cross-country trek Ute Indians captured young Milner, who 
narrowly escaped burning at the stake when trappers rescued 
him in the nick of time, also sounds more like legend. The Utes 
had signed a peace treaty with the United States at the end of 
the late war, when Americans replaced Mexicans as the nominal 
owners of the region, and for most of Milner’s lifetime Ute 
warriors fought other Indians far more than they did whites.

Back in California at the peak of the Gold Rush, Milner pros-
pected near Sutter’s Mill with little success. In 1853 he headed 

Grandson of a Scout 
Joe E. Milner helped pen 

this 1935 biography of his 
legendary grandfather.
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north to Oregon, where—back with the mules again—he organized 
a pack train service from Benton County to northern Oregon. 
He and Nancy soon acquired a 645-acre ranch outside Corvallis, 
the county seat. By age 30 he was heading a regular pack train 
to Walla Walla, Washington Territory, and he organized the 
construction of an improved toll road up into the Idaho gold-
fields. Charging $1 a mule, he reportedly earned $60,000 within 
two years. He and Nancy also bred blooded cattle and Kentucky 
horses on their ranch. In 1860, so the story goes, after a horse 
thief stole his favorite thoroughbred, Milner tracked down the 
man, shot him in the head and left him sprawled beside the 
road with a warning note pinned to his clothing to discourage 
other would-be thieves.

Shortly after Milner became California Joe in Virginia City, 
where he turned a stint market hunting for hungry miners, a 
man alternately described as a claim jumper or a bully kicked 
Joe’s dog. The wronged hunter bluntly informed the man that 
if he wasn’t carrying a gun, he’d better get one, as Joe intended 
to kill him before morning.

“Joe, if you’ll kill that fellow,” saloonkeeper Harry Pearson 
vowed, “I’ll make you a present of 2 gallons of the best whiskey 
in the place.” Joe went back to his cabin, loaded a double- 
barreled shotgun with buckshot, then headed to the bully’s 
cabin, daring him to emerge. Other men ran out, but the bully 
stayed inside. Stepping up to the threshold, Joe and a curious 
pal peered into the shack, the friend peeking beneath Joe’s 
resting arm for a better look. A charge of buckshot suddenly 
tore from the shack, a pellet hitting Joe’s friend in the throat. 
Joe fired at the flash, killing the bully with the first shot.

“Let’s see that 2 gallons of whiskey,” 
Joe told Pearson back at the saloon. 
Pearson set two bottles on the bar.

“I won’t charge you but 1 gallon,” 
the shifty saloonkeeper replied, “and 
I reckon as them other cusses are likely to be lookin’ for trouble, 
we might as well get ready to accommodate ’em.”

Joe later learned the bully’s “friends” were among the many 
people who were glad the man was dead—or so they said.

For the next few years Joe divided his time between the ranch 
and California, where he tried his hand at placer mining. He 
spent enough time at home to father four children with Nancy.

On meeting Custer in 1866, California Joe reportedly asked 
whether he was a horse soldier or an ambulance soldier. In other 
words, did Custer really want to pursue Indians, or did he want 
to ride around in the back of an ambulance and lure them into 
attacking? Custer said he was ready for a fight either way, and 
Joe said he was the colonel’s man—for a time. Yet shortly after 
Custer named Joe chief of scouts, the latter seemed to have a 
change of heart. He’d been sent out with a patrol of sharpshooters 
to track down Indians who’d been raiding in Kansas. But when 
the riflemen found signs they hoped would lead to the Indians, 
they couldn’t find Joe.

“His absence at this particular time, when his advice and ser-
vices might prove so invaluable, was regarded as most unfortu-
nate,” Custer wrote in My Life on the Plains. “However, the party to 
approach the Indian camp was being selected when a rifle shot 
broke upon the stillness of the scene…and the most powerful yells 
and screams rose in the same direction, as if a terrible conflict was 
taking place.…In a moment who should come charging wildly up 
to the column, now dimly visible by the first rays of the moon, 

Custer’s Demand
The colonel and men meet with 

Kiowas in 1868, in this 1903  
oil by Charles Schreyvogel.  

Though not depicted here, Joe  
did scout for Custer that year.

Print the Legend
Dime novelist Frederick 

Whittaker (1838–89) 
kept Joe’s name in the 

public imagination.
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but California Joe, 
shouting and strik-
ing wildly to the right 
and left as if beset by 
a whole tribe of war-
riors.…In a few hours 

everything was rendered clear. Among the 
other traits or peculiarities of his character, 
California Joe numbered an uncontrollable 
fondness for strong drink.…Thus ended [his] 
career as chief scout.”

But the “terrible conflict” Custer had imag-
ined may have been real, at least in Joe’s mind. 
Family sources suggest he’d been horrified 
by the 1864 Sand Creek massacre and accom-
panying mutilation of Cheyenne women and 
children. The scout’s fantasy battle with imagi-
nary enemies may have been acting out to 
avoid taking part in any such outrage himself. 
Regardless, Custer—who had himself sworn 
off alcohol in 1861—kept on California Joe 
as an ordinary scout.

In the fall of 1868 Major Joel Elliott and 
his detachment of 7th Cavalry troopers found 
a travois trail leading to Black Kettle’s village 
on the Washita River in what would become 
Oklahoma, and Osage scouts reconnoitered 
the snowbound village, in which raiding parties had sought 
refuge. Joe was at Custer’s side when the 7th Cavalry prepared 
to launch its surprise attack on November 27. The colonel asked 
the scout if he thought the Indians would run away.

“Run away!” Joe replied. “How in creation can Injuns or 
anybody else run away when we’ll have ’em clean surrounded 
afore daylight?” He flatly told Custer the battle would either be 
a victory or a disaster for the 7th Cavalry.

Custer attacked and caught the Cheyenne asleep, while Cali-
fornia Joe rode off to locate the pony herd by himself, as the 
colonel refused to send any troopers with him. Regardless, 
within a half-hour Custer spotted “a herd of nearly 300 ponies 
coming on the gallop toward the village, driven by a couple of 

squaws who were mounted and had been concealed nearby, 
no doubt, while bringing up the rear was California Joe, riding 
his favorite mule and whirling about his head a long lariat, using 
it was a whip in urging the herd forward. He had captured the 
squaws while endeavoring to secure the ponies and very wisely 
had employed his captives to assist in driving the herd.”

California Joe’s next mission was to carry word of the victory 
to Maj. Gen. Philip Sheridan. When Custer asked how many men 
the scout wanted with him, Joe asked for just one, friend Jack 
Corbin, explaining to the colonel that two men traveling at night 
would make less noise and travel faster than a dozen traveling by 
day. Joe also told Custer he had known General Sheridan when the 

latter was a lieutenant in Oregon. “That must’a 
been afore your time,” the scout observed. He 
and Corbin got the message to Sheridan, and 
Joe was back in time to ride his mule in the vic-
tory parade that brought the 60-odd surviving 
Cheyenne women and children back to Camp 
Supply. Custer had allowed each woman or child 
to pick a pony, then had the rest of the pony herd 
shot. Arguments persist about how many Chey-
enne women and children the soldiers shot at 
the Washita. Black Kettle was known as a peace 
chief, and he and his wife were both killed. Wil-
liam “Dutch Bill” Greiffenstein, a German-born 
Indian trader with a Cheyenne wife, had helped 
ransom captured whites from the Cheyennes, 
and he called what happened on the Washita 
outright murder. Yet a search party returning to 
the battlefield two weeks later found the frozen 
corpses of a white woman, Clara Blinn, and her 
2-year-old son, Willie—both murdered—and it 
recovered plunder taken from Kansas farms by 
war parties. It’s unknown whether Joe shot any 
Indians. He was soon back shuttling between 
his Oregon farm and California diggings.

Family legend places Joe as chief guide 
on Custer’s 1874 Black Hills Expedition. How-
ever, Custer mentions an amusing letter he re-
ceived from Joe written on March 16 that year 

from “Sierre Nevade [sic ] Mountains, California,” which the 
colonel termed a “valedictory.” In the letter Joe ridiculed state 
politicians then promoting a bill to introduce speckled trout into 
streams already polluted by mine tailings. He didn’t ask for a job, 
though, and Custer seemingly never offered one. The known 
chief scout on the expedition was “Lonesome Charley” Reynolds. 
Custer returned with somewhat exaggerated findings of gold 
“among the roots of the grass.”

But California Joe did venture into the Black Hills. Whereas 
in the Washita fight he’d been a useful horse wrangler/rustler and 
messenger, in the forthcoming gold rush he served as a catalyst 
for trouble, then part of the problem. In 1875 he signed on as a 
military scout with the Newton-Jenney party, sent out to map the 

Lounging Legend
Fortunately for Joe,  
he was prospecting 
during Custer’s Last 
Stand in June 1876. 
But four months later 
he was murdered.

‘Out of the 
23 Indians, 
15 escaped.
Joe killed 
three him-
self with 
his big 
Sharps 
rifle,  
the last 
one being 
nearly 
500 yards 
away 
when he 
fired from 
a rest  
off Frank 
Smith’s 
shoulder’
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hills and confirm the reports of gold. E.A. Brinin-
stool quotes prospector George W. Stokes, who 
described how he and Joe joined the resulting flood 
of prospectors in violation of the 1868 Treaty of 
Fort Laramie, which barred intrusion into the Black 
Hills without special permission from the Lakotas:

Our party was composed of California Joe, Dick King 
and my party of four, and eight other teams, for self- 
protection from the Indians, which were bad at that 
time. We were all “holed up” about 6 miles from Fort 
Laramie, waiting for the squadron of the 3rd Cavalry 
to come back with the last batch of gold miners they 
had rounded up at French Creek stockade.

We lit out for the Black Hills as soon as the troops 
and the prisoners had passed our hiding place. Joe had two pack-
horses, his saddle horse, his greyhound and was accompanied by 
a young man named Benson, a youth of 20 or thereabouts. Joe had 
his bedding and some grub on Dick King’s four-horse wagon.

When we reached the stockade, we found five or six miners with 
some gold dust, but no grub except venison. They had succeeded 
in dodging the soldiers. Joe and Dick, Benson and our four partners 
left the others and went over the divide to Spring Creek, where 
Professor [Walter P.] Jenney’s exploring party had found more 
gold than on French Creek. We all took up [illegal] 300-foot claims 
and had them recorded. Joe and Dick went 2 miles down the creek 
from our claims, near the mouth of what we called Palmer’s Gulch. 
We washed out about 1,000 pennyweight of coarse gold that winter, 
but Joe, Dick and Benson didn’t get to bedrock, and sometime in 
the spring went over to Bear Butte Creek.

While they were illegally prospecting, the party got word 
from Bill Gay, a white man with a Lakota wife and two kids at 
the Spotted Tail Agency, that Custer and 268 of his men had 
been wiped out at the Little Bighorn. The tragedy for the Custer 
family simplified life for the illegal prospectors. After Custer’s 
Last Stand, no Sioux had any rights the United States felt bound 
to respect. Contrary to reports California Joe scouted against 
the Sioux in the aftermath, Stokes claimed Joe kept prospecting 
until September. At one point a team of 17 prospectors, includ-
ing Joe, did come under siege from a war party of 23 Lakotas 
looking for trespassers. Poet-scout Jack Crawford and four others 
soon joined the defense of their camp.

“Out of the 23 Indians, 15 escaped,” Crawford recalled. “Joe 
killed three himself with his big Sharps rifle, the last one being 
nearly 500 yards away when he fired from a rest off Frank Smith’s 
shoulder. Joe had a piece taken out of his left thigh; Franklin was 
wounded in the left arm, and the writer slightly scratched near 
the guard of the right arm. Nobody was seriously hurt, and we 
had eight scalps to crown our victory.”

In a 1922 letter to Brininstool, Dr. Valentine McGillycuddy—
who had accompanied the Newton-Jenney party and later served 
under Brig. Gen. George Crook as a contract surgeon—recalled 
that in October 1876 the Army was organizing another expedi-

tion against those Lakotas and Cheyennes who remained outside 
their assigned agencies. Joe was to serve as chief scout:

There was employed in the post butcher shop [at Fort Robinson, 
Nebraska] a man named [Thomas] Newcomb, with whom Joe had 
had trouble. But the day before the expedition was to leave, the 
two met at the post trader’s for a few drinks and apparently became 
good friends again. During the afternoon, about 5 o’clock, Cali-
fornia Joe was standing on the bank of the White River with some 
comrades. Suddenly Newcomb appeared at the corner of the 
quartermaster’s corral and without warning shot Joe through the 
back with a Winchester. Joe died instantly. Newcomb was thrown 
in the guardhouse, and I had the remains of the old scout carried 
into the post hospital, where I had an autopsy on my old friend.… 
I found memoranda in his clothing that he was Moses Milner of 
Kentucky.…As the law required, we notified the authorities of the 
nearest organized county—Holt, 300 miles away in Eastern Nebraska 
—of the affair. Four days having elapsed, and no one having appeared, 
we were obliged to turn Newcomb loose.

Two years later Tom Newcomb turned up dead—shot in the 
back by a person or persons unknown, presumably one or more 
of Joe’s friends.

No, California Joe didn’t die at the Little Bighorn in the 
manner of Charley Grapewin, who played him in They Died With 
Their Boots On (1941), and he didn’t personally guide Custer 
to his first Indian victory at the Washita. But his factual career 
certainly wove a colorful thread through both campaigns and 
many other adventures. In 1935 Joe E. Milner helped write his 
legendary grandfather’s biography. To his eternal credit, Cali-
fornia Joe didn’t seem to enjoy killing Indians very much. 

Wild West special contributor John Koster is the author of  
Custer Survivor and Custer’s Lost Scout. For further reading  
he recommends California Joe: Noted Scout and Indian 
Fighter, by Joe E. Milner (a grandson) and Earle Robert  
Forrest; My Life on the Plains, by George Armstrong Custer;  
and E.A. Brininstool’s biography of California Joe in Fighting 
Indian Warriors, the latter with a grain of salt. 

Bighorn Bunkum 
Charley Grapewin’s 

California Joe dies with 
Errol Flynn’s Custer in  
They Died With Their  

Boots On. But the real 
Joe wasn’t even at  
the Little Bighorn.
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C O L L E C T I O N S

THE TONOPAH HISTORIC MINING PARK REMEMBERS THE 1900 SILVER STRIKE 
THAT TRIGGERED A SECOND RUSH TO THE STATE

BY LINDA WOMMACK

MINING NEVADA’S  
RICH HISTORY

By the turn of the 20th century Nevada was on the 
verge of bankruptcy. The boom times of the 
Comstock Lode—during which silver strikes in 
and around Virginia City generated millions— 

had ended some 20 years earlier. A deepening depression had 
driven away people, leaving the desert to reclaim ghost towns 
statewide. What Nevada needed was another big strike. It got 
one in the spring of 1900 when sometime prospector Jim Butler 
reportedly stumbled across a rich ore deposit while searching for 

a wayward burro. That May he and wife Belle filed eight mining 
claims. When word got out, prospectors descended on the district, 
followed by Eastern investors. Butler named the mining camp 
that sprang up Tonopah, as Shoshone Indians referred to the area 
as tono (greasewood shrub) and pah (water). The rush gave Nevada 
the lift it needed to keep its head above both water and desert.

Further ore discoveries brought a forest of headframes and 
hoists, and by the end of that first summer the mines at Tonopah 
had produced $750,000 worth of silver and gold. Having made 

The Mizpah Mine headframe,  
at left, was among the first in  
the nation made of steel. Also 
surviving from what was the 
richest mining operation in the 
area are the mechanic’s shop, 
warehouse and framing house. 
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their fortune, the Butlers sold their interests to a 
group of Philadelphia businessmen, who in 1901 
incorporated the Tonopah Mining Co. Arriving 
late to the boom in 1902 were Wyatt Earp and 
wife Josephine, who prospected miners’ pockets 
by opening a saloon, while Wyatt doubled as a 
deputy U.S. marshal. By 1907 Tonopah (the Nye 
County seat) was a thriving city that boasted five 
banks, theaters, hotels, schools, two churches and 
30-odd saloons. By 1921 mining operations had 
extracted $120 million in ore, but production and 
the town itself were in decline. Mining operations 
trickled along, as did the exodus, through 1948, 
when the railroad finally pulled up its tracks.

Encompassing four of the original mining com-
pany sites is the 100-plus-acre, open-air Tonopah 
Historic Mining Park [tonopahhistoricminingpark.
com], which maintains period buildings and restored 
equipment as a testament to the district’s role in 
Nevada’s rich past. The Tonopah Mining Co.’s 1903 
power substation and telephone exchange building 
serves as the visitor center. In the 1960s Howard 
Hughes’ Summa Corp. repurposed it as an assay 
office. Today it houses exhibits, a theater and the 
gift shop. Outside, among the original headframes 
and plunging shafts, thrills and chills await.

The Burro Tunnel, one of Butler’s initial discov-
ery sites, has been restored, allowing visitors to 
tour the mine before stepping into a steel viewing 
cage suspended over a 500-foot lighted shaft. Not to 
be outdone is the Mizpah Mine—the area’s richest 
operation—whose steel headframe (among the na-
tion’s first) remains perched atop a 600-foot stope. 
The fearless among you can stand on a grate and 
also peer down its lighted shaft. The nearby Stope 
Bridge crosses another 500-foot void, while at the 
heart of the park is a massive pit known as the Glory 
Hole, which opened up in 1922 when a stope caved 
in at the 200-foot level. Adjacent to it on solid 
ground are the Silver Top Mine headframe and 
Silver Top Grizzly ore-sorting house. Side trails 
lead farther out to the Montana-Tonopah and Desert 
Queen mines. Stop by the 1902 powder magazine, 
thankfully emptied of the once-necessary dyna-
mite, and visit the miners’ cabins, general store and 
saloon for a glimpse of everyday life on the surface. 

Somewhat out of the everyday is the Barbara 
Graham House, where the onetime soiled dove 
lived before moving to California and gaining 
notoriety as the “Butcher of Burbank.” Convicted 
of murdering an elderly shut-in for her savings, 
“Bloody Babs” and accomplices marched in turn 
to the gas chamber at San Quentin on June 3, 1955. 
When advised beforehand to ease her suffering 
by taking a deep breath, Graham snapped, “How 
the hell would you know?”

A mile north of the mines is the Old Cemetery, 
which served the town for a decade before it was 
discovered tailings had leached into the burial 
grounds and covered two rows of grave markers. 
In a macabre turn, erosion later exposed several 
coffins. Among those interred in the cemetery was 
Clarence David, a miner killed in the 1911 Belmont 
Mine fire. David’s son, Leroy, bought land within 
walking distance of his father’s grave, atop which 
he built a motel. The story took a strange turn 
when he later purchased a collection of clown 
memorabilia and festooned the motel with it. The 
resulting Clown Motel has since become a major 
tourist attraction, as has the cemetery, which many 
say is haunted by those tilled to the surface.

Open year-round, the Tonopah Historic Mining 
Park is at 110 Burro St., just off U.S. Route 95 in 
Tonopah, about midway between Las Vegas and 
Reno. As the park sits at 6,200 feet, the museum 
staff recommends visitors pace themselves and 
drink plenty of water. 

Top: A rusted-out sedan  
is king of the hill at the 
Mizpah Mine dump. 
Above: Piper (at left)  
and Ronin Bombard  
pan for gold during the 
Nevada State Mining 
Championships, held at 
the park every Memorial 
Day weekend during the 
town’s Jim Butler Days.
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THE WINCHESTER MODEL 1895 RIFLE, WHICH FEATURED A BOX MAGAZINE, 
SAW ACTION AS THE WILD WEST ERA CAME TO A CLOSE

BY GEORGE LAYMAN

LAST OF THE FRONTIER  
LEVER ACTIONS

Once-in-a-millennium genius John Moses Browning 
was the man behind the design of Winchester 
Repeating Arms’ Models 1885, 1886, 1892, 1894 
and 1895 lever-action repeating rifles. The last of 

the line came with a significant difference. Prior to 1895 Brown-
ing’s rifles bore a tubular magazine beneath the barrel. But his 
final brainchild—arriving in time to usher out the frontier—was the 
first lever-action Winchester fitted with an internal box magazine.

The Model 1895 had a profile distinct from earlier lever-action 
Winchesters, all the way back to Benjamin Tyler Henry’s original 
Model 1866. Winchester manufactured the first 5,500 M1895s 
with smooth receiver panels, which became known as “flatsides.” 
Patent improvements by 1897 saw this type of frame eliminated 
in favor of one with scalloped receiver panels. Like the Model 
1894, the Model 1895 was designed specifically for smokeless 
powder. Stronger than all previous models, it featured a rear 
locking bolt that could handle the high pressures generated by 
such ammunition. The M1895 was chambered for nine different 
cartridges, two of which—the .38–72 and .40–72—were in fact 
black-powder cartridges Winchester soon dropped due to lagging 
sales and popularity in the smokeless powder era. The other 
cartridges were the .30–40 Krag, aka .30 Army; .30–03 and .30–06 
Springfield; .303 British; .35 Winchester; .405 Winchester; and 

7.62x54 mm Russian. Winchester continued to make special 
order M1895s through the 1930s. In all the company produced 
about 425,880 of the model.

With its linkages, elbows, extensions and box magazine, the 
M1895 was unlike any other Winchester of the era, as it could 
safely hold and chamber spitzer (pointed) rounds without setting 
off adjacent cartridges. Earlier models with tube magazines re-
quired flat-nosed rounds, as the nose of each bullet in the tube 
rested against the primer of the cartridge in front of it; a pointed 
bullet might otherwise set off the preceding cartridge on recoil. 
While the box magazine could handle high-powered smokeless 
ammunition, the rifle held only five cartridges, one of its few draw-
backs. During the Spanish-American War the U.S. government 
contracted for 10,000 Model 1895 musket-configured rifles (with 
full-length stocks, almost reaching the muzzle) but the fighting 
ended before the rifles could be delivered to the front. Produced 
mainly in rifle or saddle-ring carbine configurations, the 1895s 
were available with many special order features at extra cost.

Although introduced at the tail end of the Old West era, the 
M1895 proved popular with Western lawmen, notably the Texas 
and Arizona Rangers. Established in 1901 and disbanded in 
1909, the Arizona Rangers usually patrolled with 26 men, includ-
ing a captain, a lieutenant, four sergeants and 20 privates. Most of 
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them, including founding Captain Thomas Ryn-
ning, carried the M1895 in .30 Army/.30–40 Krag. 
Texas Ranger Frank Hamer, whose service spanned 
the horse-and-buggy era to the Model A Ford era 
and beyond (he played a central role in tracking 
down and killing Depression-era desperadoes 
Clyde Barrow and Bonnie Parker in 1934), carried 
a Winchester M1895 in .30–40 caliber and also 
used a M1894.

Another legendary lawman who carried a Model 
1895 was Pat Garrett, though mainly on hunting 
trips in turn-of-the-century New Mexico Terri-
tory. His rifle passed down through the family, and 
youngest son Jarvis Garrett poses with it in a photo 
published in the 1975 book Guns of the Gunfighters. 
But perhaps the most famous and colorful of all 
users of the Winchester Model 1895 was Theodore 
Roosevelt. The future president was said to have 
personally purchased and equipped each of his 
fellow officers in the Rough Riders with M1895s 

in .30 Army/.30–40 Krag caliber. Fresh from office 
on his 1909 African safari with son Kermit, T.R. 
brought along a pair of Model 1895 rifles cham-
bered for the powerful .405 Winchester round. He 
referred to the rifle as his “medicine gun for lions.”

M1895s in .30 Army/.30–40 Krag and .30–06 
calibers were popular south of the border with 
combatants in the Mexican Revolution. Ameri-
can collectors in the 1950s and early ’60s bought 
up and repatriated many such used and abused 
M1895 saddle-ring carbines.

Among the more intriguing facts about the Model 
1895 is that imperial Russia purchased some 70 
percent of the overall production run, including 
300,000 7.62x54 mm versions during World War I. 
The Russian contract is likely what kept sales going 
strong into the Depression era. 

The Winchester Model 1894 and its successor, 
the Model 1895, brought the famous family of 
“Guns That Won the West” solidly into the smoke-
less powder era. The M1894—which used an effi-
cient .30–30 Winchester cartridge and was less 
complicated and more forgiving than the M1895 
—proved the most popular of all Winchester lever- 
action models. Regardless, the Model 1895 made 
the storied transition from the frontier era to the 
modern era and saw long service—in the States, 
Mexico and Russia. Working replicas remain in 
production to this day. 

Above: Leaf and scene 
engraving graces the 
receiver of this 1895. 
Left: In this circa 1915 
photo famed Texas 
lawman Frank Hamer 
holds a Model 1895, 
though he was said to 
favor the Model 1894.

Perhaps 
The most 
famous 
and Color-
ful of all 
users of 
the Model 
1895 was 
Theodore 
Roosevelt

1895
The Model 1895 has  
a profile distinct from 
earlier Winchesters.
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S ome 50 miles east of Las Vegas, New Mexico, 
Trementina is one of the most distinctive yet least 
visited ghost towns in the state. Sheep ranchers 
were among the first to settle the land along 

namesake Trementina Creek. Its name is the Spanish word for 
turpentine, a product of the sap from piñon pines that dot 
the area. Piñon nuts are a staple of both Indian and Hispanic 
cuisine. Homesteading began in the early 1870s with Santiago 
Blea, wife Juana and their many children. An 1880 San Miguel 
County census listed Trementina as a precinct with 48 residents. 
Many were Hispanic Presbyterians fleeing persecution in the 

DRY STACK STONE BUILDINGS DISTINGUISH THIS ONETIME SHEEP TOWN, 
LENDING IT THE APPEARANCE OF AN ANCIENT INDIAN PUEBLO

BY JIM PETTENGILL

TREMENTINA, NEW MEXICO

This typical building at the 
Trementina town site exhibits  
the dry stack building method, 
which doesn’t use mortar.

predominantly Catholic towns of La Aguila and Los Valles de 
San Agustin to the west.

Other factors contributed to the settlement of Trementina. 
Wool washing and railroad tie pickling plants near Las Vegas 
had contaminated the river water in downstream villages. 
Another difficulty lay with the fact La Aguila and Los Valles 
both lay within the Antonio Ortiz land grant. In the wake of 
the Civil War the grant’s new owners forbade both grazing and 
firewood gathering on the common lands, prompting other dis-
placed farmers and ranchers to join the settlers in Trementina, 
which remained open to homesteading.
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Despite Trementina’s gains, the Great Depression 
and World War II sent the town into decline. Blake 
retired in 1931, and the mission closed two years 
later. Severe drought devastated the farms and 
ranches, and when soldiers returned from World 
War II and the Korean War, many moved their 
families to the cities to earn a living. By the late 
1950s Trementina was a ghost, with only a few out-
liers left to tend livestock and till the stony ground.

Trementina’s roofless stone buildings remain 
empty, except for one day each year. Each Memo-
rial Day former residents and their descendants 
gather for a reunion, during which they repair and 
clean ancestors’ markers in the cemeteries. To 
visit the ghost town [trementina1871.wordpress.
com], drive 46 miles east of Las Vegas, N.M. on 
Route 104 to the turnoff on the left for Route 419 
(do not turn early at the sign for the present-day 
Trementina post office). Four miles east on 419 is 
a bridge across Trementina Creek, marked by a 
small cemetery on the left. Just north of the creek 
is an outlying building and stone corral of typical 
dry stack construction. To reach the main town site, 
backtrack just over a half-mile west of the bridge, 
turn left on the unmarked ranch road and drive 
about a half-mile south. The ruins are on private 
land, so be respectful. 

Top: This decorative 
headstone stands in the 
Presbyterian cemetery 
near the Trementina 
Creek bridge crossing. 
Left: Built in 1902, the 
church/schoolhouse  
seated up to 150 people.

As its population swelled, the settlement drew 
the attention of the Presbyterian Church, which 
had established missions in Los Valles and La 
Aguila. A missionary at the latter named Alice 
Blake was assigned to the Trementina congregation 
and became a driving force behind development 
of the town. Shortly after her arrival in 1901 she 
organized a church for about 60 parishioners and 
began teaching school. Trementina’s post office 
opened that year, and in 1902 the Rev. José Emi-
terio Cruz, a motivated carpenter with a modest 
budget of $300, built a church/schoolhouse that 
seated up to 150 people.

The ground around Trementina is chock-full of 
sandstone flagstones, thus settlers built most of 
their buildings and other structures using the dry 
stack method with no mortar. The resulting con-
struction calls to mind ancient Indian pueblos. The 
dry stack method is also inexpensive and quick, 
enabling skilled stonemasons to raise a house in as 
little as three days. The town itself comprised sev-
eral dozen structures, including stores, the church/
schoolhouse, a community well, a laundry and 
both Presbyterian and Catholic cemeteries. There 
were no saloons, although an old man living on a 
nearby mesa was rumored to operate a still.

Disease posed a threat in remote Trementina’s 
early days. Blake was versed in modern first-aid 
techniques, but in 1903 a diphtheria epidemic swept 
the region and infected nearly 60 townspeople, 
including Blake. It claimed several children before 
a doctor arrived to administer antitoxin. A typhoid 
outbreak followed in 1910.

Through the hardships of World War I Tremen-
tina continued to grow, its population peaking at a 
few hundred. A 1916 fire razed the church/school-
house, but stonemasons quickly rebuilt it. In 1923, 
with money from a bequest, townspeople funded 
construction of a community center with a small 
library and reading room. An infirmary opened in 
1925, followed by a small electric plant in 1926.

new mexico

TREMENTINA

mexico
texas



BOOKS
American Bison:  
A Natural History 
(2002, by Dale F. Lott): 
The late author grew 
up on the National 
Bison Range (his father 
was superintendent) in 
northwest Montana and 
taught biology for 30 
years at the University 
of California, Davis. In 
this book he conveys 
his thorough knowl-
edge of bison ecology 
and behavior through 
personal narratives 
and superb writing  
and captures the ani- 
mal side of the bison- 
human relationship.

The Destruction of the 
Bison: An Environmen-
tal History, 1750–1920 
(2000, by Andrew C. 
Isenberg): An award- 
winning historian of 
the American West, 
Isenberg contextualizes 
the diverse economic, 
political and biologi- 
cal forces that led to 
the extermination of 
bison from much of 
North America.

Communal Buffalo 
Hunting Among the 
Plains Indians:  
An Ethnographic and 
Historic Review (1984, 
by Eleanor Verbicky- 
Todd): Alberta’s His- 
torical Resources 

Division commissioned 
this downloadable 
book [culturetourism.
alberta.ca/documents/
Occasional24- 
CommunalBuffalo 
Hunting-1984.pdf]  
to aid development of 
an interpretive program 
for the buffalo jump  
at Head-Smashed-In.  
It summarizes histori- 
cal and ethnographic 
records of communal 
bison hunting in North 
America, including 
firsthand accounts of 
traditional practices  
and Indian oral histo- 
ries. Verbicky-Todd 
also includes fascinat-
ing stories about hunt 
preparation, execution, 
butchering and belief 
systems associated with 
group-hunting methods 
across the Plains.

Pisskan: Interpreting 
First Peoples Bison 
Kills at Heritage Parks 
(2016, edited by Leslie 
B. Davis and John  
W. Fisher Jr.): Written 
for a general audience, 
this book relates ar- 
chaeological findings 
regarding communal 
buffalo hunting as  
well as the methods of 
sharing such informa-
tion with the public 
through interpretive 
programs. Nine chap- 
ters by various authors 
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MUST SEE, MUST READ
TODD J. KRISTENSEN SUGGESTS BOOKS AND VIDEOS ABOUT BISON

Imagining  
Head-Smashed-In: 
Aboriginal Buffalo 
Hunting on the 
Northern Plains
(2008, by Jack W. Brink): Brink, the curator of 
archaeology at the Royal Alberta Museum in 
Edmonton, Canada, writes about the ancient  
buffalo jump site at Head-Smashed-In, where  
he has excavated for 15-plus years. He deftly 
interweaves bison biology, Indian knowledge  
and archaeology, lacing his narrative with humor 
and including first-person accounts. His award-
winning book remains the most definitive and 
readable guide to buffalo jumps in North America.



Facing  
the Storm: 
Story of the 
American Bison
(2010, on DVD, High Plains Films): 
Doug Hawes-Davis directed this 
documentary that relates the dra- 
matic history of how bison have  
been alternately revered, slaughtered 
and idealized in American society.  
The 78-minute film is as provocative  
as it is informative, offering a visu- 
ally rich look at the history of bison 
management in the West.

showcase major buf- 
falo kill sites from 
Nebraska to Alberta, 
outlining the contexts, 
challenges and rewards 
of preserving the ar- 
chaeological record.

VIDEOS
Into the West (2005, on 
DVD, DreamWorks): 
This 552-minute, 
six-part miniseries 
produced by Steven 
Spielberg follows the 
lives of two families  
in the American West 
from 1825 to 1890  
and blends fiction  
with nonfiction. The 
two-hour first epi- 
sode depicts a buffalo 
jump (and the human 
emotions associated 
with it) and delves into 
the rapidly changing 
interaction between 
Indians and bison.

Wild Archaeology:  
The Big Kill (2016, on 
DVD, APTN): This 
Canadian production 
presents an Indian 
perspective of major 
archaeological sites. 
Episode 10 relates  
a visit to the buffalo 
jump at Head-Smashed-
In, including inter-
views with elders and 
archaeologists about 
the human history of 
the northern Plains. 
The 22-minute episode 

offers a unique look  
at the landscape and 
hunting practices.

Silencing the Thunder 
(2014, on DVD, 
UFOTV): This award- 
winning 27-minute 
documentary directed 
by Eddie Roqueta re- 
lates the controversy 
surrounding bison 
conservation and 

livestock management, 
presenting both sides 
of the debate with 
high-quality imagery 
and passionate inter- 
views. While not 
steeped in history, it 
offers an informative 
look at how historical 
forces launched the 
buffalo into a con- 
tentious position in 
American culture.

America: The Story  
of Us (2010, DVD, 
History): The “Heart-
land” episode of this 
12-hour History docu- 
drama miniseries re- 
lates major events that 
shaped the nation in  
the mid-1800s, includ- 
ing a look at bison- 
Indian interaction  
and the hunting prac- 
tices that led to the 
animal’s decline. While 
brief, the episode offers 
high-quality re-creations 
and special effects.

BOOK 
REVIEWS
Dodge City and  
the Birth of the  
Wild West, by Robert 
R. Dykstra and Jo Ann 
Manfra, University Press 
of Kansas, Lawrence, 
2017, $22.95
Some folks may want 
to get out of Dodge, but 
most Wild West readers 
can’t get into Dodge 
enough. As iconic Old 
West towns go, Dodge 
City, Kansas, is rivaled 
only by Deadwood, 
Dakota Territory, and 
Tombstone, Arizona 
Territory. Another 2017 
book, Tom Clavin’s 
Dodge City: Wyatt  
Earp, Bat Masterson  
and the Wickedest Town 
in the American West,  
is entertaining as all 
get-out, but as reviewer 
Johnny D. Boggs noted 
in the June 2017 Wild 
West, Clavin “cites a 
few incidents other  
historians have ques- 
tioned if not complete-
ly debunked.” Robert 
Dykstra and Jo Ann 

Manfra have also pro- 
duced an engaging 
book about the real 
Dodge, and their care- 
ful research indicates 
the community likely 
deserved its wicked 
reputation only during 
its first year of existence. 
That finding won’t 
startle anyone familiar 
with Dykstra’s classic 
history The Cattle Towns, 
in which he wrote, “The 
Kansas cattle trading 
center, or ‘cattle town,’ 
of the 1870s and 1880s 
has up to now belonged 
more to the imagina-
tion than to history.”

Dodge City was  
a notorious frontier 
town for some 15 
years, flourishing as  
a prominent cattle- 

trading center for  
the last decade of  
that era after serv- 
ing as a transship- 
ment point for buffa- 
lo hides. “Garnished 
by 14 years of publi-
cized violence and 
disorder, real and 
imagined, the Dodge 
City of old gave birth 
to, and remains, a 
cultural metaphor 
grounded in a reality 
all its own,” the au- 
thors write in their 
introduction, titled 
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“Getting’ Outta Dodge.” 
They note the Dodge 
metaphor dates from 
the Vietnam War  
era, thanks to young 
servicemen who grew 
up watching depictions 
of the wild and woolly 
town in such TV offer- 
ings as The Life and 
Legend of Wyatt Earp, 
Bat Masterson and, 
especially, Gunsmoke. 
Getting out of Dodge 
probably made the 
most sense when  
the first settlers were 
just getting into it, as 
gun violence was rife 
during the settlement’s 
first 12 months. Be- 
tween August 1872  
and August 1873 (as 
listed in an appendix) 
Dodge recorded 18 
homicide victims. The 
next recorded murder, 
however, didn’t occur 
until Jan. 14, 1876, and 
after that no one bit the 
dust until April 9, 1878, 
when Jack Wagner 
shot down Dodge City 
Marshal Ed Master- 
son and was in turn 
mortally wounded by 
Ed’s brother, Bat. That 
was indeed dramatic 
frontier violence, as 
were the later shoot- 
ings of George Hoy, 
Dora Hand, Levi 
Richardson and Thom-
as Nixon, but only 18 
homicides are listed  
in the last 14 years  
of Dodge’s so-called 
“wicked days.”

So, who is to blame 
for Dodge’s deadly, 
uncivilized reputation? 
Well, the bad start  
on Front Street didn’t 
help, and neither did 
the media. Wildly 
exaggerated (if not 

wholly fake) news 
abounded in na- 
tional publications 
then, too. Among  
the worst offenders 
was hard-drinking 
local attorney turned 
national correspon- 
dent Harry Gryden, 
whom the authors say 
“pioneered Dodge 
City’s collaboration 
with its own notoriety.” 
Present-day readers 
often assume every 
man in Dodge carried 
a firearm, rowdy cow- 
boys routinely cut 
loose, and saloons 
fueled the flames.  
Well, the cowboys  
and saloons were cer- 
tainly there, but as  
the authors point out, 
“By early 1874 Ford 
County’s commis- 
sioners began the 
process of effectively 
banning both con-
cealed and openly 
carried handguns in 
town.” Regardless of 
one’s stance in the 
ongoing debate over 
gun control, one thing 
seems certain—dodging 
bullets in late 1870s 
Dodge didn’t happen 
as often as we might 
have thought.

—Editor

Blood Brothers:  
The Story of the 
Strange Friendship 
Between Sitting Bull 
and Buffalo Bill,  
by Deanne Stillman, 
Simon & Schuster,  
New York, 2017, $27
Their story might be 
well known to readers 
of this magazine and 
such informative books 
as Robert Utley’s The 
Lance and the Shield and 

Louis Warren’s  
Buffalo Bill’s America. 
No matter. Some of us 
can’t get enough of this 
pair, and to this day 
the Sitting Bull–Buffalo 
Bill Cody alliance still 
seems incredible. One 
man sought to be left 
to roam freely in the 
northern Plains and, 
when pressed, to kill 
white soldiers (though 
he was no longer an 
active warrior when 
George Custer fell at 
the Little Bighorn in 
1876). The other was 
an Army scout who 
took an Indian scalp 
for Custer and then 
went on to become 
arguably the best 
showman America  
has ever known.

They shared a love 
of horses and freedom 
but didn’t actually  
see that much of one 
another. They came 
together briefly when 
Sitting Bull joined  
Buffalo Bill’s Wild 
West in 1885, and they 
seemed to find mutual 
respect. “They were 
joined in ways that 
could not be publi-
cized or spoken of,” 
Deanne Stillman 
writes. “They shared 
something that was 
written in their blood 
perhaps, in the blood 
of the buffalo, whose 
name was linked to 
theirs.” Unfortunately, 
necessity compels  
the author to specu- 
late about the pair’s 
supposedly deep 
connection. In many 
ways the bond be- 
tween Sitting Bull  
and Annie Oakley is 
more engaging, and 

Stillman devotes  
much attention to it.

Five years after 
Sitting Bull left  
Cody’s Wild West,  
Bull and Bill just 
missed connecting  
at the Standing Rock 
Indian Reservation, 
where the former lived 
and then died when 
the Indian police came 
for him during the 
Ghost Dance trouble. 
If the two men had 
reunited in December 
1890, could Cody  
have saved Bull’s life? 
Stillman admits the 
question is unanswer-
able (though she 

suggests Cody himself 
might have died). “But 
this most horrific event 
should not be seen as a 
near-miss between the 
two unlikely friends,” 
she adds. “At the time 
of the ambush there 
was an unexpected 
convergence of their 
lives in a way that 
brings a moment of 
grace, wrenching 
though it may be.” 
When the shooting 
erupted at the great 
medicine man’s cabin, 
the horse Buffalo Bill 
had given Sitting Bull 
five years earlier started 
to prance in a circle, 
paw the ground and 
rear up as if performing 

in the arena. And so it 
goes—a nice story amid 
tragedy that would 
soon expand with the 
horror later that month 
at Wounded Knee.

Stillman refers to 
Sitting Bull as “our 
great Native American 
patriot” and seems to 
think more highly of 
him than Buffalo Bill, 
but the two get equal 
time in this engaging 
book. Some readers 
won’t learn much new 
about either man,  
but Stillman uses her 
sources well and writes 
with a flourish worthy 
of two legends.

—Editor

A Surgeon With 
Custer at the Little 
Big Horn: James 
DeWolf’s Diary and 
Letters, 1876, edited  
by Todd E. Harburn, 
University of Okla- 
homa Press, Norman, 
2017, $29.95
This is a revised 
edition of the diary  
of James Madison 
DeWolf, one of the 
three surgeons who 
accompanied Lt. Col. 
George Armstrong 
Custer’s 7th U.S. Cav- 
alry to disaster at the 
Battle of Little Big- 
horn on June 25,  
1876. An exceptional 
character in his own 
right, DeWolf was 17 
when he volunteered 
for the Union Army  
at the outset of the 
Civil War, serving in 
the artillery before 
radically changing  
his career—though  
he remained in the 
Army while making 
the transition to  
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Beloved by his fans, he stands as an everlasting symbol of America’s legendary days of the Old West—a fascinating, uniquely American era that was the 
inspiration for so many classic Western films, like Stagecoach, The Searchers, Big Jake, Rio Bravo, and True Grit. He was a man who defined his code, and 

lived by it—on-screen and off. The man affectionately known as Duke is as American as it gets.

Now, America Remembers, with authorization from John Wayne Enterprises, proudly announces the John Wayne American Legend Tribute Rifle, a 
handsomely decorated firearm issued in remembrance and tribute to this distinguished American and legendary Western film star. Each John Wayne 
American Legend Tribute in caliber .45 Colt is issued on a working Henry Repeating Arms Big Boy Carbine Rifle. Henry’s motto is “Made in 
America, or Not Made At All”, and I can’t think of any motto John Wayne would appreciate more. 

MADE IN AMERICA: TWO ICONS COME TOGETHER
For the first time, two symbols of American values come together to create a classic piece of firearms history. Craftsmen commissioned 

specifically for this project by America Remembers decorate each John Wayne American Legend Tribute Rifle in 24-karat gold and 
gleaming nickel with elegant scrollwork and blackened patinaed highlights to accentuate the details of the artwork. Each Tribute 
features a 16.5” rifled octagonal barrel with an American walnut shoulder stock and forend, and a large-loop lever.

As proud Americans, we love our country, and it means even more when our heroes feel the same way. On-screen, John 
Wayne was the quintessential American cowboy. He was the lawman who tamed wild towns. He was a gunfighter who stood 
up for the mistreated. He was the iron-willed Westerner who wouldn’t back down. He is, and always will be, America’s 
undisputed Western film icon. 

Off-screen, he was steadfast, unflinching. John Wayne never missed the opportunity to share his love for 
America. He was a patriot who wasn’t afraid to speak up and show his unwavering support for our great nation. 
If you asked him about freedom, he’d say it was our most valuable national treasure. 

“I am an old-fashioned, honest-to-goodness, flag waving patriot.” – John Wayne
In his Western roles, John Wayne often carried a lever-action rifle. He certainly liked firearms with 

power and authority, and the Big Boy Carbine would have fit the bill perfectly, especially with it 
being a completely American-made firearm.

“I love my country with all her faults. I’m not ashamed of that,  
never have been, never will be.” – John Wayne

John Wayne went on to appear in over 150 films. Even today, more than 35 years 
after his death, his name continues to rank among the 10 most popular movie stars in 
the annual Harris Poll. In 2015, he was ranked Number 2. It’s refreshing that in this 
new era of internet streaming, cable and satellite TV, John Wayne’s legacy of 
traditional values only grows more popular. His personal convictions were 
as timeless as his best performances: this is his eternal appeal. 

         AN EXCLUSIVE EDITION
The John Wayne American Legend Tribute Rifle is issued in 

a limited edition of only 1,000 Tributes, available exclusively 
through America Remembers. We will arrange delivery of 
your working Tribute through the licensed firearms dealer 
of your choice. As always, you will receive your Tribute 
with our 30-day guarantee of satisfaction. If you are 
not completely satisfied, you may return your Tribute 
to us in original, unfired condition for a complete and 
courteous refund. 

ORDER TODAY!
America is a place for heroes— a place for men 

who forged their own paths. John Wayne endures 
as a legendary figure in American history for 
this reason. John Wayne brought the greatest 
stories of the American West back to life, and 
he continues to remind us what it means to 
be a proud American. Add this Tribute to 
your collection, and this handsome Tribute 
is certain to bring back some of your 
favorite memories of John Wayne 
and Western firms. For many 
Americans, his films take 
us back to earlier days 
when we enjoyed 
Westerns on the big 
screen, and later on 
television.

 
 
 
 
 

Both sides of the gold-decorated  
receiver feature detailed portraits of 
John Wayne as the classic American 

cowboy. Featured prominently in gold is a 
faithful recreation of John Wayne’s signature. 

 The right side of the receiver features John 
Wayne with one of his favorite horses, reminiscent of  

his Western films, with a fence and natural background.

 

©AHL, Inc.

On the left side of the receiver, our artist has placed Duke on horseback, 
guiding a group of longhorns across the American prairie. John Wayne 

played a rancher in films like Chisum, Red River, and The Cowboys.



For information on placing a Direct Response or Marketplace ad in Print and Online contact us today:  
Wild West 800.649.9800 / Fax: 800.649.6712 / wiw@russelljohns.com / www.russelljohns.com

NOW AVAILABLE, the most famous depiction of the Battle of Little Bighorn
The Anheuser Busch Company has 

granted permission for the 

Custer Battlefield Museum to 

issue a special high quality 

36x27 limited edition print 

of the famous painting.  

To order call (406) 638-1876. The 

print is available for $79.99 delivered.

 Partial proceeds from the sale of this 

print will go towards maintaining the 

Peace Memorial and the

Tomb of the Unknown Soldier

on the battlefield.CUSTER BATTLEFIELD MUSEUM, Garryowen, MT

OLD 
WEST
CRAFTSMANSHIP

FREE BUYER’S GUIDE @ TANDYLEATHER.COM

AUDIO/VIDEO

BOB’S FILMS. 1930’s to 1970’s 
out of print and hard to find 
films. Free catalog. Bob’s Films, 
PO Box 291746, Port Orange, 
FL 32129. rmauro5@cfl.rr.com

REAL ESTATE

PATRIOTIC PHILANTHROPY 
N A M I N G  L E G A C Y 
O P P O R T U N I T Y .  B u i l d  A 
National Museum at Sitting 
Bull’s Camp Where the Battle 
of the Little Big Horn Began. 
TOWNFORSALE.NET

CLASSIFIEDS

Wow! A Simple to Use Computer 
Designed Especially for Seniors!

Call now toll free for the lowest price ever.

1-888-581-3746
 Please mention promotional code 108037.

Easy to read. Easy to see. 
Easy to use. Just plug it in! 
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John Wayne
An American Legend

by Roger M. Crowley

This book features behind the scenes making of 
his classic westerns, rare photos and posters from 

The Big Trail to The Shootist and stories on his 
commemorative items, birthplace in IOWA, paintings, 

interviews, candid photos and more.
Soft bound, 164 pages, glossy stock, 8 1/2” x 11”, 

over 200 photos, 13 pages in color. I have met over 
50 actors that worked with John Wayne going back to 

the 1930’s. Autographed by the author. 

$34.95 plus $9.00 freight.
Save: 2 or more at $34.95 each, postpaid Cont USA.

Roger M. Crowley
PO Box 5232-JW, Vienna WV 26105
email: OldWestShop@aol.com  304-295-3143
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Dr. DeWolf. His writ- 
ings add much to our 
appreciation of the 
medical profession in  
a Western and military 
setting. DeWolf’s career 
was cut short during the 
first stage of the battle, 
when Major Marcus 
Reno ordered his force 
to retreat. Recovered 
after the battle, his body 
bore bullet wounds, but 
the Indians had neither 
scalped nor otherwise 
mutilated his remains.

There must be 10,000 
histories, novels, films 
and TV shows centered 
on Custer. This isn’t 

another one. What editor 
Todd E. Harburn, himself 
an orthopedic surgeon, 
ultimately gleans from  
the biographical details in 
DeWolf’s diary and letters 
is that whatever else the 
doctor was, he chose  
to become a soldier, 
remained a soldier first 
and foremost and died 
like a soldier. His is a  
life story worth reading.

—Thomas Zacharis

TV WESTERN
Godless, Netflix, 2017
Although loaded with 
terrific actors and 
wonderful visuals, this 
miniseries inexplicably 
stretches over seven-plus 
dawdling hours. Regard-

less, creator Scott Frank, 
who co-wrote the  
X-Men Western Logan 
and adapted two non- 
Western Elmore Leonard 
stories into screenplays, 
has created a world both  
true to frontier history  
and to the genre’s icono- 
graphic, cinematic history.

Outlaw Frank Griffin 
( Jeff Daniels) and his 
oversized gang (think 
Calvera’s band in The 
Magnificent Seven) scour 
New Mexico Territory  
in search of his criminal 
understudy, Roy Goode 
( Jack O’Connell), who has 
robbed and deserted the 
outfit. Frank, all fire and 
brimstone, rides his horse 
into a church to declare 
he will slaughter all the 
residents of any town that 
harbors or aids Goode.

Roy, meanwhile, finds 
work outside of La Belle 
on a small ranch owned 
by steely eyed Alice 
(Michelle Dockery) and 
her Paiute mother-in-law, 
Iyovi (Tantoo Cardinal). 
Roy must get used to 
women running things 
’round these parts be- 
cause La Belle’s inhabi-
tants are mostly women 
widowed after 83 men 
died in a horrific mining 
accident. The mayor’s 
widow, Mary Agnes- 
McNue (Merritt Wever), 
emerges as the de facto 
leader of the town when 
her brother, the feeble 
sheriff Bill McNue (Scott 
McNairy, in a fine perfor- 
mance), leaves to hunt 
down Griffin. Wever 
gently shifts between stoic 
and vulnerable, as the 
best Western heroes do.

Griffin, of course, 
shows up in La Belle 
looking for Goode, 

leading to a familiar  
town vs. gang showdown 
(those haven’t been  
the same since Blazing 
Saddles). The main 
problem with Godless, 
however, isn’t the famil- 
iar narrative or its occa- 
sional liaison with cliché 
but, rather, its length. 
Several interesting plot- 
lines—such as Mary’s 
power struggle over La 
Belle’s future, and the 
interracial relationship of 
Deputy Winn (Thomas 
Brodie-Sangster)—peter 
out, flashbacks add only 
surface-level revelations 
to the story, and many 
scenes simply repeat 
information the viewer 
already knows.

Despite the miniseries’ 
battles with pace and 
length, there’s still much 
to appreciate in Godless. 
From its sweeping vistas 
to its Sergio Leonesque 
close-ups, the show 
welcomingly embraces 
its roots. The produc- 
tion design, acting  
and dialogue are often 
top-notch. There is no 
pretension nor any sci-fi 
genre-meshing. Godless 
represents the genre in  
its truest form but doesn’t 
seem like a victim of 
nostalgia. It’s a Western, 
plain and simple. 

—Louis Lalire
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T he story goes that in 1859 a 
pair of prospectors named this 

cluster of red sandstone formations 
northwest of present-day Colorado 
Springs, Colo. One had dubbed it a 
“capital place for a beer garden,” the 
other countering, “Why, it is a fit place 
for the gods to assemble.” By 1871 
the Denver & Rio Grande Railroad 
had reached the region and was 
wooing tourists. A decade later it 
hired photographer William Henry 
Jackson to capture postcard views  
of the Garden of the Gods (inset). 
Today the city operates the 1,367-acre 
national natural landmark as a free 
public park [gardenofgods.com]. 

GARDEN OF 
THE GODS, 
COLORADO
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