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Arizona Historical Data

The territory now included within the limits of Arizona was acquired
by virtue of treaties concluded with Mexico in 1848 and in 1854. Previous
to that time this country belonged to Mexico as a part of Sonora.

The act cutting Arizona away from the territory of New Mexico was
passed by the United States congress and signed by President Abraham
Lincoln on February 24, 1863.

Governor John N. Goodwin and other territorial officials reached Navajo
Springs, now in Navajo County, on December 29, 1863, where, on that date,
the governor issued a proclamation inaugurating the territorial government.

The first Arizona territorial legislature was convened in Prescott, the
temporary capital, September 26, 1864. Territorial capital located in Tucson,
November 1, 1867, under an act of the legislature. The territorial capital
was relocated at Prescott the first Monday in May, 1877. On February 4,
1889, the territorial capital was permanently located at Phoenix, where it
has remained since.

Arizona became a state on February 14, 1912, by virtue of a congressional
act passed in 1911.

The officers appointed by President Lincoln, who were responsible for
the first Arizona territorial government were: John N. Goodwin, of Maine,
Governor; Richard C. McCormick, of New York, Secretary of the Territory;
William F. Turner, of Iowa, Chief Justice; William T. Howell, of Michigan
and Joseph P. Allyn, of Connecticut, associate justices; Almon Gage, of New
York, attorney general; Levi Bashford, of Wisconsin, Surveyor General;
Milton B. Duffield, of New York, U. S. Marshal; Charles D. Poston, of
Kentucky, Superintendent Indian affairs.

The first Arizona State officials, elected in 1911, included the following:
George W. P. Hunt, Governor; Sidney P. Osborn, Secretary of State; J. C.
Callaghan, State auditor; D. F Johnson, State treasurer; C. O. Case, Super-
intendent of Public instruction; W. P. Geary, F. A. Jones and A. W. Cole,
Corporation Commissioners; Alfred Franklin, Chief Justice; D. L. Cunning-
ham and H. D. Ross, Associate Justices of the Supreme Court.
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CURRENT COMMENT

GEO. J. ROSKRUGE PASSES AWAY

The death of George J. Roskruge at his home in Tucson,
Arizona, on July 27, 1928, brought to the pioneer residents of
the state keen sorrow. Mr. Roskruge had been a resident of
Tucson for fifty-four years at the time of his death. During all
his life in Arizona he was active in every effort put forth for the
betterment of the social and industrial conditions in Arizona.
He was a civil engineer, and in that capacity rendered distin-
guished service to Arizona. He was a pioneer leader in the
organization of the first Masonic lodge in Arizona, and was
prominent in the work of establishing the grand lodge and
maintaining this order up to the time of his death, having been
secretary of all the state Masonic organizations for many years.

The following account of the death of Mr. Roskruge appeared
in the ARIZONA STAR at Tucson on July 28, 1928:

"George J. Roskruge, 83, pioneer champion rifle shot of the
southwest, civil engineer of commanding ability, and the father
of Masonry in Arizona, died at his home in Tucson yesterday
morning following an illness of some duration.

"Mr. Roskruge was a pioneer resident of the state, having
come to Arizona in 1872. In his passing, Masonry in Arizona
lost a man who had served as secretary of the Grand Lodge of
the state for forty-six years and who held more Masonic offices
than any other in the state.

"Mr. Roskruge held the distinction of being the oldest grand
secretary in length of service of any Grand Masonic body in
the United States. He served in that capacity since 1883, when
the Grand Lodge of Free and Accepted Masons in Arizona was
founded, with the exception of the years 1888 and 1889, during
which time he served as deputy-grand master and state grand
master. During all of that time, however, he continued to
perform the secretarial duties of the grand lodge.

Charter Shrine Member
"He was also a charter member of El Zaribah Temple, Ancient

Arabic Order, Nobles of the Mystic Shrine, and took a promi-
nent part in all.Shrine activities as well as in Masonic rites and
functions.

"During his long service to Masonry in Arizona, Mr. Ros-
kruge served successfully as grand recorder of the Grand Chapter
of Royal Arch Masons; grand recorder of the Grand Com-
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mandery, Knights Templar of Arizona; grand recorder of the
Grand Council of Royal and Selected Masters of Arizona; grand
master of the Grand Lodge, F. and A. M.; past grand high
priest of the Grand Chapter of R. A. M.; grand commander of
the Grand Commandery of Knights Templar; grand illustrious
master of Grand Council, R. and S. M.; master of Tucson Lodge
No. 4, F. and A. M. Mr. Roskruge also was a 33rd degree
member of the Ancient and Accepted Order of the Scottish Rite.

"Mr. Roskruge was born in Roskruge, Cornwall, England,
April 10, 1845. He was a truly self-made man and began his
business career at the early age of fifteen as a messenger boy in
a law office in his native town. On April 12, 1860, he entered
the Seventh Company of the Duke of Cornwall's Rifle Volunteers
and served ten years, during which he came into prominence as
a remarkably accurate rifle shot. He won many company and
regimental prizes and for two years prior to his resignation
from the volunteers he wore the three stars which marked him
as the champion rifle shot of his company. Mr. Roskruge
maintained his skill through his many active years and rifle
matches formed one of the important interests of his life. He
served as secretary in Arizona for the National Rifle Association
and as secretary and treasurer of the State Rifle Association.
He served also as president of the Pacific Coast Rifle League in
1914, and as secretary-treasurer of the Tucson Rifle Club.

Came to U. S. in 1870
"In 1870 Mr. Roskruge left his native land and settled in

Denver, Colorado, the same year. He was employed there for
two years and then, with sixteen others, came to Arizona in
1872 and settled first at Prescott. During 1874 he was in the
field with United States Deputy Surveyor C. B. Foster and
later prepared the maps and field notes for transmission to the
surveyor general. He served until 1880, when he resigned the
office, having been appointed United States deputy land and
mineral surveyor. Later he served for four years as county
surveyor of Pima County; for three years as city engineer of
Tucson, and on July 1, 1893, was appointed chief clerk in the
United States surveyor general's office. In 1896 he was ap-
pointed United States surveyor general by President Cleveland
and held that office until 1897, when he was elected president of
the Association of Civil Engineers of Arizona. He was also
identified with the American Society of Irrigation Engineers.

"In May, 1896, Mr. Roskruge was united in marriage to
Miss Lena Wood, a native of California, who was reared and
educated in that state.
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"He served as president and member of the board of educa-
tion in Tucson at intervals from 1881 to 1914, and was otherwise
identified in an important way with municipal affairs.

"In recognition of his outstanding record of service, the
Arizona Grand Lodge will be convened and will be in charge of
funeral services for Mr. Roskruge, to be held in Tucson at
4 o'clock Monday afternoon. Prominent Masons and Shriners
from every section of the state are expected to attend the services.

"Mr. Roskruge is survived by four nephews, George, Will
and Stanley Kitt of Tucson, and Kendall Kitt of Los Angeles,
and a niece, Mrs. Culin of Los Angeles."

Flags on Casket
"TUCSON, ARIZONA, JULY 27 (AP) 
"The Stars and Stripes and the Union Jack will be placed

on the casket of George J. Roskruge, pioneer of Arizona and
father of Masonry in the state, at funeral services which will be
conducted at 4 o'clock Monday afternoon in the Masonic Temple
in Tucson. The placing of the flags was his request, made the
last time he entered the temple.

"The eminent Mason died at 10:30 o'clock this morning
following an illness of several months.

"The grand lodge will convene in the:Masonic Temple at
3 o'clock Monday afternoon, preceding the hour of the funeral
services.

"Mr. Roskruge was the organizer of the first Masonic lodge
in Arizona—Tucson Lodge No. 1—was one of the organizers of
the Lodge of Perfection, and secured for Arizona the Rose
Croix. He was grand secretary of all Masonic bodies of the
state at the time of his death."

Following is the story of an early day experience of George
J. Roskruge, soon after his arrival in Arizona in 1872, related
by Roskruge to the Arizona State Historian:

In July, 1872, Roskruge was camped at Volunteer Springs,
near the site of the present railroad station of Bellemont. Food
was scarce and two members of the party went out after game.
The first man had been gone for several days when the second
man left. When he did not return, after a couple of days, the
other four of the party, including Roskruge, started for Prescott,
for almost no food was on hand. One man, a Scandinavian,
apparently big and stout, had to be herded along, insisting that
all he wanted was to lie down and die. The road was down
Hell Canyon and Roskruge says his experience in that gorge
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showed it well named. Practically no food was available except
prairie dogs, and few of them. Roskruge finally managed to
get to the Little Chino Valley, near where the first territorial
capital was established and there Mrs. Banghardt gave him
some bread and milk. The Scandinavian had been left behind,
apparently played out. Very soon, however, he was seen
coming, running at high speed. On arrival, he declared he had
run nine miles without stopping and that he had narrowly
escaped being run down by bands of Indians, saving his life
only by superior speed. Roskruge then went to Prescott, where
he asked General Crook for an escort of horses to go back and
search for the two men who were left behind at Volunteer Springs.
Crook warned him that the intervening country swarmed with
hostile Indians and refused to send any soldiers, but provided
four horses, without equipment. Roskruge found three other
men to go with him and scraped up apologies for saddles and
bridles and made the journey back, finding the two men. Injury
was the reason why the first man had not returned to camp and
the second man had stayed with him. On the return trip there
was a brush with the Indians in the Verde Valley.

For a while Roskruge had a hard time in Prescott, often
lacking a meal, then he secured employment on the survey of
the Fifth Standard Parallel North, through to the Colorado
River. This was the first survey work ever done by Roskruge,
who afterwards became a civil engineer, an assistant in the office
of the surveyor general in Tucson, under Wasson, and still later
Surveyor General of Arizona. In Tucson, he lived for a while
in the house of Governor A. P. K. Safford.

DEATH OF HON. CHAS. R. DRAKE

On the Sixteenth day of June, 1928, Hon. Chas. R. Drake,
former pioneer resident of Arizona, and one who was active in
the development of the business and industrial life of the ter-
ritory, died at his home in Long Beach. At the time of his
death, Mr. Drake was nearing his 85th birthday. He came to
Arizona in- 1871 as hospital steward in the army, having been
assigned to duty at Ft. Lowell, near Tucson, Arizona. He
retired from this service in 1875 when he was appointed assistant
postmaster at Tucson. Later in the same year he was appointed
assistant depository, which office had charge of government
funds to pay for all military and Indian supplies in the then
territory. This service he continued until 1881, when he was
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elected recorder for Pima County, in which office he served for
two two-year terms. In 1889 he was appointed receiver of the
U. S. Land Office in Tucson by President Harrison. During
these years Mr. Drake had been instrumental in founding and
building up a successful general insurance and real estate
brokerage business, which he continued until he departed from
Arizona to make his home in California. He was elected and
served two terms in the upper house of the territorial legislature.
In 1889 he was chosen as president of the territorial council,
which met first at Prescott and later concluded the business of
the session in Phoenix, the capital of the territory having been
removed to Phoenix as a result of the first law passed by the
Fifteenth Territorial Legislature. Mr. Drake had a correct
vision of the future of Phoenix and the Salt River Valley and
was a leader in the removal of the Arizona seat of government
from Prescott to its present location.

Hon. Chas. R. Drake, was born at Walnut Prairie, Clark
County, Illinois, July 22, 1843. He was the son of Charles
Drake, a native of Richmond, Virginia, and Mahale Jane Jetter
Drake, who was born in Louisville, Kentucky. On the paternal
side, he was a direct descendent of Sir Francis Drake, one of
the world's greatest explorers. He received a practical public
school education and inaugurated his successful business career
as a druggist clerk in the employ of William Matthew and Sons
at St. Louis, Missouri.

Joined Navy

When twenty years old, in 1863, Colonel Drake volunteered
to serve in the United States Navy. He first served as acting
master's mate and later as master's mate under Admiral Porter
in the Mississippi Squadron.

His war experience included service in the famous Mosquito
Fleet on the Red River, and he was on the scene of several of
those historical Mississippi sieges in which the navy played a
major role. At the close of the Civil War in 1865, he went to
New York City, where he resumed his occupation as druggist
clerk.

In 1871 Colonel Drake re-entered government service as
hospital steward in the army and was assigned to duty in the
Department of Arizona, stationed at Ft. Lowell, Tucson.
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PREHISTORIC IRRIGATION

At 4 o'clock in the morning, after an all night speech on the
Colorado River, Senator Ashurst surprised the Senate with
these words, "Before Rome was founded, or the wolf suckled
Romulus and Remus, a civilized race had conquered the deserts
of Arizona, had builded great communal homes and cultivated
its lands."

Old indeed is the Southwest. Only forty-six years after
Columbus came to the New World, Spanish adventurers began
their work of exploration. Spanish families were founded at
Santa Fe a score of years before the Mayflower brought colonists
to Plymouth. Spanish padres found the ancient civilization and
recorded a history of canals and cities whose antiquity no
man knew.

Not until long years later, when the first land seekers came
into the Valley of the Rio Salado, and found there a network of
"sunken roads," was the discovery made of the vastest ancient
irrigation system in North America. Canals and huge buildings
were found on the Rio San Francisco, which the later corners
re-named the Verde River. The valley settlers objected to being
called "Saladoans" and so they translated the name into our
atrocious and rightly ridiculed name, the Salt River Valley.

A larger rural population tilled the fields of this valley before
the commencement of the Christian Era than farm its lands
today. They were the Original Engineers, the true Pioneers;
canals and clan-castles were here built, used, abandoned, for-
gotten, when London and Paris were yet clusters of wild huts.

The story of this race will begin in the next issue of the
Arizona Historical Review, January, 1929, a history prepared
by Dr. Omar A. Turney who has been gathering data about
them for forty-odd years. His map of the ancient canals and an
account of their magnitude was presented to the Royal Geo-
graphic Society of London, and at the request of Sir William
Ramsay he was elected a Fellow of the Society.

These articles will run through the entire issues for the
year 1929. The reader will see a race bringing from the far
south the culture of a superior people and surrounded on all
sides by barbarians; he will learn of the first puny canals on
arroyos, of the gradual conquest of the river, and will discover
the numerous differences between this people and the tribes
which lived to the north and east and made the Black-on-white
pottery.



CURRENT COMMENT 11

There will be seen the necessity for the creation of an
ancient culture district, to be known as the Lower Salt, and for
naming its potteries the Red-on-buff. The strength of the race
will appear, and the causes for their final defeat and enforced
abandonment of a home which had been theirs for more years
than the time that white man has now been in the New World.
The irrigation works of all other peoples in North America will
seem crude and trivial.

Then the irrigation works of South America will be reviewed
and the differences in the engineering problems considered.
Great as were their accomplishments in the building of hillside
canals, which wound for miles around mountain sides, where
the canal on one side was cut into the hill and on the other side
supported by retaining walls, yet the total ground reclaimed
was small as compared to the one hundred and seventy square
miles of continuous fields cultivated in the Valley of the Salado.

Long before the siege of Troy, irrigation was practiced in
the valley of the Nile, and in the valleys of the Euphrates and
Tigris. There the problems were simple, and the engineering
crude; results can be measured more in terms of the acres re-
claimed than by the difficulties overcome.

When the reader has seen the accomplishments of the people
in the days of the building of the pyramids and of writing in
cuneiform characters on clay tablets, the result will bring
surprise, and an added respect and thrill of pride for the ancient
engineers of our own Salt River Valley. We may again find
occasion for boasting in this, the Land of the Stone Hoe.

ARIZONANS PICNIC IN CALIFORNIA

There exists in Southern California, with headquarters in
Los Angeles, an organization of former residents of Arizona,
known as the "Arizona Society of Southern California." This
organization was formed more than twenty-five years ago and
was originally named the "Arizona Hassayampa Society."
Annually this society holds a picnic at some place in the vicinity
of Los Angeles, and this year this annual Arizona picnic was
held at Bixby Park, in Long Beach, on August 18. The attend-
ance this year was the largest ever known and numbered no less
than fifteen hundred who now reside in California, including
many present residents of Arizona on vacation or business visits
to points in Southern California.
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Many former prominent Arizona citizens attended this
annual picnic at Long Beach. On the speaker's platform were
Geo. H. Kelly, the present Arizona State Historian, who at-
tended as the official representative of Governor Geo. W. P.
Hunt; Judge Hawkins, formerly of Prescott; Chas. T. Connell,
a former pioneer of Arizona, and connected with the Indian
service at San Carlos Agency in early days; W. H. Savage, who
was a former resident of Cochise County, where in 1884 he was
elected county attorney, defeating Marcus Aurelius Smith,
who as the democratic candicate sought a re-election to that
office. All these gentlemen spoke to the assembled Arizonans
and the occasion was one thoroughly enjoyed by all.

For several hours previous to and after the formal program,
old friends renewed acquaintances and related incidents of early
days and experiences encountered during the days when civili-
zation and industry was being planted and nurtured in Arizona.
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GERONIMO*
(Continued)

By JOHN P. CLUM

As we progress with this narrative of Geronimo's extra-
ordinary career, it is well to remind ourselves that in those rare
old days of 1874, '75, '76 and '77 the history of Arizona for that
eventful period was, to a great extent, recorded in the dra-
matic story of the Apaches. To the casual reader this may
seem an extravagant statement, particularly in view of the
convincing data Arizona is now able to exhibit relative to her
population, products, resources and general industrial, social,
political and educational development. But in this picture we
are looking at Arizona—THE POWERFUL STATE. Perhaps
you will bear with me in an endeavor to visualize Arizona—
THE STRUGGLING TERRITORY.

If we turn back the pages of history a half-century or more
to the period of our national centennial, we find there were no
railroads in either Arizona or New Mexico. A military tele-
graph line (a single wire) was stretched from San Diego to
Santa Fe, with Local offices at Yuma, Prescott, Phoenix, Tucson,
Fort Grant and Fort Bowie. There was a daily service (each
way) on the Southern Overland Stage Route for the transpor-
tation of passengers, mail and express between El Paso and
San Diego, via Silver City, Apache Pass, Tucson and Yuma;
the unit of equipment for this service was a light coach with two
seats inside, and one outside, and drawn by two horses. The
telephone had not yet come into public service; there was no
telegraphic communication at San Carlos; we received our
agency mail once each week—provided we sent a messenger
eighty miles to the nearest post office for it, and it was several
hundred miles from the agency to the depot at the end of the
west bound railroad tracks in Colorado. Few ranches or ranges
for stock had yet been located, and the mining industry was
still in its swaddling clothes. Truly, in that period Arizona was
a struggling territory—a remote, isolated, almost "exclusive"
frontier.

And now, what are the brief outlines of the story of the
Apaches on this "remote frontier" during the centennial period?
The several sub-divisions of this tribe roamed from 400 to 500
miles east and west over the territory between the Rio Verde
*Copyright 1928.
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in Central Arizona and the Rio Grande Valley in New Mexico,
and upwards of 300 miles north and south from the Mogollon
Mountains in Arizona to the Sierra Madre Mountains of Mexico.
As already set forth in this narrative, these Indians were numer-
ically distributed among five reservations as follows: At Rio
Verde-1400; at San Carlos-1000; at Camp Apache-1800;
at Apache Pass-325, and at Ojo Caliente (New Mexico)-453.
Between August, 1874, and July, 1877, under orders from the
Commissioner of Indian Affairs, I was charged with the concen-
tration of these Apaches (approximately 5000) on the San
Carlos Reservation, and in an orderly and peaceable manner
these were located in the Gila Valley, convenient to the agency
headquarters at San Carlos. In the course of the execution of
these orders I relieved seven Indian agents and consolidated
five agencies into one. The reservations at Rio Verde and
Apache Pass, Arizona, and Ojo Caliente, New Mexico, reverted
to the public domain and those areas were opened up for the
location of mines, ranches and stock ranges. During this period
no outbreak occurred among the Indians under my care, and no
raiding parties were trailed to or from my reservation, but on
the contrary an entire company of TERRITORIAL MILITIA
was recruited from the Indians on this reservation FOR ACTIVE
SERVICE AGAINST RENEGADES. The Indian police
had apprehended Del-shay and killed Dis-a-lin at San Carlos;
arrested Pi-on-se-nay at Apache Pass and captured Geronimo
at Ojo Caliente (New Mexico), and it had come to be regarded
as the regular business of the San Carlos Apache Indian Police
Force to preserve order within the limits of their own reserva-
tion, as well as to apprehend (or kill) insubordinate or desperate
members of their own race wherever found, and it was generally
recognized that they performed these highly important services
promptly and effectively, regardless of hardships or hazard; not
as a spectacular publicity stunt, but as "a part of the day's work."

This record of continuous and successful activities in
Indian affairs of vital importance to this "remote frontier"
amply supports the claim that "the history of Arizona for that
eventful period was, to a great extent, recorded in the dramatic
story of the Apaches."

From the latter part of 1877 to the latter part of 1886
Geronimo was permitted to enjoy a truly remarkable career.
During this period he alternated in his dual role of ruthless
renegade and privileged prisoner of war. His movements,
translated into spectacular, dramatic or picturesque form, were
given the widest publicity by those whose business it was to
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restrain and suppress him, until his name became the synonym
for swift and skillful manuevers and daring and deadly deeds,
and even from the time of his final surrender to the day of his
death he appears to have been encouraged and assisted in the
gratification of his inordinate vanity by persistently keeping
himself in the spotlight of publicity. Doubtless the reader will
feel as I do, that the favors extended to Geronimo, both as a
renegade and as a prisoner of war, are absolutely inexplicable.

When the sheriff of Pima County was informed that
Geronimo was in the guard-house at San Carlos awaiting his
warrant, it was expected that prompt action would be taken by
that official for the reason that the sheriff was none other than
Charles A. Shibell, from whom the murderer, Pi-on-si-nay, had
escaped a year previous—June, 1876. In these circumstances it
was thought that Sheriff Shibell would evince a keen desire to
take over the custody of Geronimo with the least possible
delay, but, as stated before, no action was taken.

Inevitably it will be asked why I abandoned my purpose to
have this Indian prosecuted? The details are interesting, but
too cumbersome for entry here. Briefly stated, the officials of
my own department at Washington—instead of giving me the
un. wavering support that had been pledged, had, during
my absence in New Mexico, acquiesced in the development of
certain conditions at San Carlos that made my position as agent
untenable. I felt that my success had actually been penalized.
Responding to my protest, those officials were good enough to
explain, but too weak to rescind. I finally set July 1 as the
limit of my endurance. The offending situation was not rem-
edied, therefore, at high noon on July I, 1877, I mounted my
favorite horse and hit the trail for Tucson, leaving the Indians
and the affairs of the agency in charge of my chief clerk and
Indian Inspector Vandever. Thirty-five years elapsed before
I again returned to San Carlos.

The failure to prosecute Geronimo at this time was, doubt-
less, one of the very unfortunate results of my abrupt separation
from the Indian service. The successful campaign into New
Mexico had involved no little effort and expense. The partic-
ular outlaw sought had been apprehended. He was conveyed
500 miles in irons. The charges against the prisoner were of a
most serious nature and the evidence seemed ample. Had I
remained in authority at San Carlos there is not the least doubt
in my mind that he would have been speedily brought to trial
in the United States courts, and that his career would have
ended abruptly then and there. What a vast amount of expense,
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tribulation, distress and bloodshed would have been avoided if
this arrest had been followed swiftly by prosecution, conviction
and execution—thus dropping the name GERONIMO into
oblivion before it had become generally notorious outside of
territorial frontier limits

Thus terminated my official contact with this noted ren-
egade, and the only time I ever saw Geronimo after leaving
San Carlos was when I visited Mount Vernon Barracks, Ala-
bama, in January, 1894, where he was then detained as a
"prisoner of war." Who cut the rivets that held his shackels
and released him from the guard-house at San Carlos I do not
know. It is evident, however, that he made the most of his
freedom, for he soon left the reservation for the familiar peaks
and canyons of the Sierra Madres of Mexico, and his next
appearance in this story is the occasion of his surrender to the
commanding officer of Camp John A. Rucker in 1879.

Lieutenant Henley, who followed the trail of Pi-on-se-nay
in 1876, and who reported the presence of Geronimo on the
Rio Grande in 1877, met his death in 1878 while scouting in the
mountains adjacent to Apache Pass. His dauntless courage led
him to attempt to ford a raging mountain torrent, but before
he was half way across he was swept from his horse by the
angry flood. His companion, Lieutenant John Anthony Rucker,
dashed into the seething waters and made an heroic effort to
rescue Henley, but both were drowned. About this time the
military authorities decided to establish a temporary outpost
near the Mexican border to facilitate operations against the
hostiles, and this post was named in honor of Lieutenant Rucker,
who sacrificed his own life in a futile effort to save the life of his
friend. "Tony" Rucker, as he was affectionately called by his
intimates, was a brother-in-law of General Phil Sheridan.

One day, in the latter part of 1879, Geronimo appeared at
Camp John A. Rucker and surrendered to Captain Haskell, the
commanding officer. He was held for a short time at that camp
and then transferred to the custody of the Indian agent at San
Carlos. No penalty was imposed on the renegade at that time
other than a temporary confinement in the guard-house.

In so far as the records show, Geronimo was allowed abso-
lute freedom and, in an inconspicuous manner, contented himself
with reservation life until the fall of 1881, when he again fled
into Mexico with a large band of men, women and children,
including Nah-chee, the only surviving son of Cochise.
Geronimo never pleaded special justification for any of his out-
breaks except his boasted slaughter of Mexicans, but when the
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loyal son of Cochise turned his back on the paleface and joined
his fortunes with those of the renegades, existing conditions
on the reservation must have been of a most aggravating char-
acter. I entertained a very high regard for Nah-chee and I feel
that it is only just and fair to him that there should be recorded
in this story some of the outstanding causes which finally drove
him from the reservation.

When I removed the Coyoteros from Camp Apache in 1875,
eight of the bands selected a location on the Gila River, about
twenty miles east of the reservation headquarters at San Carlos.
There I established a sub-agency, constructed necessary build-
ings, and placed an employe by the name of Ezra Hoag in charge.
In June, 1876, when the Chiricahuas were brought to the San
Carlos Reservation, they chose a camping ground near the
locality where these Coyoteros were living, and obtained their
rations at the sub-agency. Thus the Chiricahuas and a part of
the Coyoteros were living there in a neighborly and friendly
fashion. Included with the Coyoteros at the sub-agency were
the bands of the sub-chiefs " George " and "Bonito." The
military post of Camp Thomas was located in the Gila Valley,
about fifteen miles above the sub-agency, and outside of the
reservation limits. It is necessary to bear these facts in mind in
order to understand fully the very important events which
transpired in this locality during the last days of September,
1881.

The flight of Nah-chee, with a band of his relatives and
friends from their camping grounds near the sub-agency on the
Gila River on the night of September 30, 1881, was one of the
very unfortunate sequences of the so-called "Cibicu War,"
although Nah-chee had no more to do with the Cibicu War than
he had with the Custer fight.

Reducing the story of the Cibicu episode to its lowest
terms, it may be stated that the Cibicu is a small stream on the
reservation, about forty-five miles north of the Gila River. Early
in 1881, "Nock-e-da-klinny, " a Coyotero Apache medicine-
man, who was camped on the Cibicu, announced a "resurrection
stunt," which was destined to plunge the entire reservation into
a condition of unrest, apprehension and disorder, the dire results
of which were manifested throughout the following decade.

This ignorant, fanatical, old hoodoo-medicine-man pro-
claimed that it was his modest purpose to summon from their
graves all of the most powerful Apache warriors who had fallen
victims to the remorseless sickle of the Grim Reaper during
recent years, and with this resurrected army to exterminate
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every paleface in Arizona, and then rush on to a conquest of the
world—or words to that effect.

These preachments not only excited a contingent of the
Coyoteros but, apparently, thoroughly frightened the civil
authorities at the agency, for instead of sending the San
Carlos police to bring in this ranting old trouble maker, dead or
alive, the agent requested the commanding officer at
Camp Apache to make the arrest with his troops. For
seven years the agency police had apprehended all of-
fenders and maintained order on the reservation in a
most efficient manner. Why bring in the military now?
The fatal blunder was made by the agent and upon his head
rests the responsibility for the disastrous results.

Complying with the request of the agent, Colonel Carr
arrived at the Cibicu camp on August 30, accompanied by six
officers, seventy-nine soldiers and twenty-three Indian scouts
and proceeded to make the arrest. Nock-e-da-klinny was
arrested, but very soon thereafter the troops were fired upon
(by their own Indian scouts it was alleged) and Captain E. C.
Hentig and four soldiers were killed and five others wounded—
three of whom died from their wounds. During the excitement
Nock-e-da-klinny made an attempt to escape and was promptly
shot through the head by Colonel Carr's trumpeter—a very
handy man to have about camp in an emergency, for he proved
that he was equally skillful in blowing the bugle, or in blowing
out the brains of an outlawed Apache medicine-man.

The killing of Nock-e-da-klinny was a consummation
greatly to be desired, but, although the old trouble maker was
dead, a much more serious trouble found its beginning in the
means employed to accomplish his death. If this fight had
occurred with the agency police it would have been
merely a local administrative affair, as a fight with police
anywhere is. But the army had been called in to perform police
duty on the reservation and an officer and seven soldiers , were
killed. This was an "outbreak" for which all the Indians
on the reservation must pay the penalty either directly
or indirectly—which they did through the years that followed.

There was a race between the troops and the Indians from
the Cibicu to Fort Apache. Some shots were fired into that
post by the disaffected Indians. The "war" was on. Additional
troops were rushed in from California and Colorado. Some
even said that the Apaches were to be exterminated.

The month of September, 1881, was one of persistent ex-
citement and apprehension throughout the reservation. Bodies
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of troops were moving hither and yon and numerous arrests
were made. This marching and counter-marching seemed to the
Apaches like "boots, boots, boots, boots, moving up and down
again"— it got on their nerves.

It will be remembered that the Coyotero sub-chiefs "George"
and " Bonito " had their camps near the sub-agency, and now the
military authorities charged that these Indians had been im-
plicated in the Cibicu affair. Both of these Indians went to the
sub-agency on September 25, and, accompanied by Mr.
Hoag, they proceeded at once to Camp Thomas and there
surrendered to General Wilcox, the department com-
mander, who released them on parole.

And now follows the last scene in this great drama of sorry
blunders that was destined, finally, to drive the loyal Nah-chee
from the reservation and enroll him henceforth with Geronimo's
band of desperate renegades. On the afternoon of September
30, 1881, only five days after General Wilcox had paroled
George and Bonito, Colonel Biddle came down from Camp
Thomas with three companies of cavalry to the sub-agency,
for the purpose of taking "George and Bonito and their bands"
to Camp Thomas. Mr. Hoag was then issuing rations and
many Indians were about the sub-agency. George and Bonito
told Colonel Biddle they would come to Camp Thomas with
Mr. Hoag as soon as the issue of rations was completed. This
proposition Colonel Biddle refused and moved his troops
nearer the Indian Camps. George and Bonito then fled to
the Chiricahua camp and told Geronimo and Nah-chee that the
troops were there to attack them. All the warlike demonstra-
tions during the past month had seemed to them a constant
menace, and now a strong detachment of troops was at the very
threshold of their rude camps threatening an attack. Fearing
the attack would be made at daybreak, they fled during the
night—"leaving much of their stock behind."

Indian Commissioner Price comments on this stampede
thus: "Their flight was occasioned by fear, not hostility."
An official report quotes Mr. Hoag as saying: "The Indians
were literally scared away by this movement of the troops."
As the sole employe in charge of the sub-agency, Mr. Hoag had
been dealing with these Indians for more than five years and
had their confidence, and I firmly believe he told the simple
truth when he said they were frightened away. The fact that
they left much of their stock behind is ample evidence that
their stampede at that time was not premeditated.

Had Geronimo gone out with some of his old-time followers
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it easily might be thought that this wily desperado had been
waiting for an excuse to take the warpath again, and that
he was glad to be "scared away." But this never could be
said of Nah-chee, Chochise's son. In 1874 he promised his
dying father he would keep the treaty of peace made with
General Howard; in defense of that promise on the night of
June 4, 1876, he engaged in mortal combat with his father's
head war-chief—and killed Skin-yea. For more than five years
he had remained at the sub-agency, loyal and dependable, and
when he led his little band of relatives and friends to cast their
lot with the renegades under Geronimo, there must have
been a sufficient reason—a super-inciting cause.

The record compels the conclusion that Nah-chee, the
stalwart and capable son of Cochise, faithfully observed the
pledge he made his dying father for more than seven years,
and that he was finally driven to violate his father's treaty of
peace with the paleface only when he firmly believed that he and
his followers were about to be shot down by the paleface
troops. Nah-chee was a man of determination, strength and
courage. Having broken his father's treaty and joined Geronimo,
he rendered to his chief a most loyal and effective support and
shared the fortunes of his fellow renegades to the end. Geronimo
recognized the superior qualities of Nah-chee and made him
his chief lieutenant. Thus we find that the story of "Nah-chee,
the renegade," dates from that eventful night of September
30, 1881.

The Scout from Tombstone
The morning of October 2, 1881, dawned bright and peaceful

over the famous city of Tombstone, where at that time I had my
domicile. About ten o'clock in the forenoon a courier dashed
into town and announced that Geronimo and his band of fleeing
renegades, estimated at three or four hundred, had passed
along the western base of the Dragoon Mountains about an
hour previously, headed for the Mexican line.

The trail of the renegades lay about ten miles east of
Tombstone, and it was evident that these Indians would cross
over Antelope Pass to the Sulpher Springs Valley. The citizens
of Tombstone, of course, were in no danger, but we feared for
the safety of the isolated cattlemen in the Sulpher Springs Valley,
as well as for solitary prospectors and others who might be in
the mountains or along the trails—and immediately a relief
party was proposed.

In view of my former experience with the Apaches, and the
further fact that I was then the mayor of Tombstone, I was
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charged with the organization of a company of horsemen for the
purpose of following the trail of the renegades. The chief
object was to give assistance to anyone who might be in need of
it; beyond that our action would be governed entirely by
developments.

The three hours following the arrival of the courier was an
exceedingly busy period for me. The number of saddle horses
immediately available was limited, and it was important that
these should be assigned to the right sort of men. These men
must be equipped with rifles, six-shooters, ammunition, saddle-
bags and canteens. Equally important was the matter of rations.

Every moment occupied with these details put the renegades
just that much farther ahead of us. All selected for the trip were
impatient for the start, and this impatience grew as an hour
passed, and another, and still a third, until at one o'clock in the
afternoon all preparations were complete and our little cavalcade
of thirty-five determined frontiersmen, well armed and mounted,
formed into a column of twos, galloped up Allen Street and took
the trail for Antelope Pass.

In those "good old days" Tombstone did not lack for men
with well established reputations for being "handy with a gun,"
and there were in this company several conspicuous "stars of
that character. The party included Virgil Earp, my chief of
police, and his two brothers—Wyatt and Morgan—Johnny Behan
and W. H. Breakenridge, of the sheriff's office, Charlie Reppy,
Frank Inglesby, George W. Parsons, Ward Priest, Marshal
Williams, Cy Bryant and others who had been weighed in the
balance and not found wanting in "nerve."

Arizona is renowned as an arid country, but there are
occasional down pours, which for quantity and dampness are
unexcelled anywhere in the world, and it was our luck to en-
counter such a storm in Antelope Pass. We had just struck the
broad, fresh trail left by the escaping renegades and had
quickened our pace in the hope of closing up with them by night-
fall, or at least surprising them before they broke camp the
next morning, but these ambitious hopes were doomed to
disappointment.

Suddenly the rain began falling in torrents; the heavy
thunder was continuous and the vivid lightning was sporting
among the rocks all about us. Very soon everyone was as wet as
the proverbial "drowned rat," and although the thunder and
lightning ceased as we descended from the Pass, the rain per-
sisted until nearly midnight.
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Just as we reached the western rim of the Sulphur Springs
Valley we found three or four companies of cavalry in camp on
the trail. These had come down the valley from the railroad,
thinking that the renegades might cross to that side of the
Dragoon range, but as soon as they had struck the "hot trail"
they promptly made camp. When we inquired the reason for
this untimely halt we were told that it was "too wet to travel."

As a matter of fact, traveling in the rain and mud was no
holiday pastime. Our clothing was soaked through to the skin,
our boots were full of water, and the soft ground was very
tiring to our horses, although we could go no faster than a walk.
But with the average frontiersman it is never "too wet to travel,"
unless he is actually struck in the mud. Furthermore, we had
embarked in a strenuous game—to follow as rapidly as
possible on the trail of the renegades; to give succor if succor
were needed—and we did not know who, even then, might be
lying wounded and suffering in the night and the rain. Therefore,
we bid the soldiers goodnight and trudged on down the valley.

It was about eleven o'clock when we reached a small shack
which had been erected on one of the cattle ranges. The rain
had ceased and the clouds were breaking. The moon would rise
about two o'clock in the morning, and as we had been riding
since one o'clock that afternoon, it was decided that we give
our horses a brief rest and wait for the moon.

As soon as we had picketed our horses and set a guard, a fire
was started in the shack and we proceeded to make ourselves
as comfortable as circumstances would permit, meanwhile
munching bits of hardtack or whatever else was found in the
saddle-bags that would appease our growing appetites. The fire
was cheerful and its warmth most grateful. There was some
bantering as to whose clothes were wettest, or whose boots held
the most water. Big, good-natured Cy Bryant said to me:
"Mayor, you can sleep with me tonight;" whereupon everyone
laughed because the thirty-five of us could not get into the
shack at the same time unless all were standing. Thus we
sought to forget our wet clothes and sore spots and to enjoy
life while the fire blazed.

In this way three hours passed. In was then two o'clock
of the "morning after." The faithful old moon was just peering
over the eastern horizon, indicating that it was time for us to
resume our march. No orders were necessary. In silence each
sought his faithful steed, and I am sure each hated to sit again
upon those sore spots, the soreness of which had been aggravated
by the wet saddles and the wetter clothes. But none uttered the
slightest protest. The "cinches" were adjusted, the men
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swung into their saddles, and, aided by the bright moonlight,
we moved on again almost noiselessly along the soggy trail.

The march continued in unbroken silence until daylight, for
the men were both tired and sleepy, but with the breaking of the
day their spirits revived and there were sounds and signs of life
all along the line. At sunrise we halted where there was water
and good grass and let our horses graze for an hour. Once more
on the trail we followed it doggedly until about noon. By this
time we knew we had crossed the international line and were
trespassing on Mexican territory.

The only "Indian sign" met with was the trail we had
followed. Evidently the hostiles had not found it "too wet to
travel," and apparently they had not met either man or beast
on their stampede down the valley, at least nothing had been
killed by them along the trail. We had accomplished the pur-
pose of our undertaking, and we had no right to invade
Mexico.

Furthermore, we were not equipped for an indefinite
campaign. As a matter of fact, we were out of grub and
hungry. Before leaving Tombstone we had arranged to have
a man follow us with a buckboard loaded with provisions.
Doubtless he had started, but the storm had held him up. Very
likely he had found it "too wet to travel" with a loaded wagon.
So for an hour we speculated as to how far we were in Mexico;
how far the renegades were ahead of us, and how far we would
have to ride on the back trail before we would be able to feast
on the good things which we felt sure had followed us out of
Tombstone. The more we discussed that buckboard and its
contents the keener became the pangs of hunger, and so, without
a dissenting voice, we headed our horses northward and pro-
ceeded with all possible speed in the direction of American soil
and the misplaced "chuck wagon."

It was nearly sundown when we again met the soldiers in
the same camp where we had left them twenty-four hours before.
There was no necessity for them to go farther southward now,
for the trail of the renegades was not only " wet, " but like-
wise very cold. Geronimo and his followers no longer had to fear
pursuit by American troops for by this time they were resting
in their familiar fastnesses amid the mountains of Mexico.

Nearby the military camp we spied the delayed "buckboard"
with its precious cargo, and forthwith all stampeded in that
direction. Speedily the banquet board was spread, and none of
our party needed to be urged to join in the royal feast. Having
satisfied our hunger and puffed a cigarette or two, we rolled up
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in our blankets, thankful for an opportunity to enjoy the rest
and sleep we were so much in need of.

On the morning of October 4 we were up with the dawn.
Having disposed of a hearty breakfast we saddled up our well-
rested steeds and were off in a bunch for Tombstone, leaving
the troops "camping on the trail" of the renegades; but on the
same spot where we found them on the evening of October 2.

We headed for Antelope Pass. Our strenuous, persistent
march had not been rewarded by a single stirring adventure to
lend zest and compensation to the undertaking. The morning
sun was bright and the ozone from the Dragoon Range was most
invigorating. The ample supper and breakfast, and the inter-
vening unbroken sleep, had fully refreshed our party, and all
were in fine fettle.

This exuberance of spirits very soon manifested itself in
various "wild west stunts," which included cowboy tricks,
fancy riding, and target shooting. A couple of expert riders
demonstrated the proper method of "fighting Indians on the
plains," by urging their mounts to full speed and then leaning
far to one side they clung with the left arm over the horse's
shoulder while they discharged their six-shooters under his
neck.

As the unassuming leader I maintained the dignity of the
party in the role of an interested spectator, and had contented
myself with witnessing the successive feats presented and heartily
applauding the skill and daring of the actors. But I was rudely
awakened from my passive attitude when the company halted
suddenly and demanded that I should assassinate a merry
little prairie-dog who was "periscoping" with his head just
above the mound which encircled the entrance to his subterra-
nean abode, within fair rifle-shot distance.

It was a critical moment. I had been ten years on the
frontier. During three of those years I had roamed the trails
of Arizona and New Mexico with the Apaches. Now I was the
Mayor of Tombstone, the city of dramatic name and fame.
Because of these varied experiences I had been complimented
with the leadership of this stalwart band of frontiersmen and
gun-fighters, who had been following the trail of Geronimo
Now I must prove myself worthy of this leadership by demon-
strating my skill with the rifle.

These men had never seen me shoot, nor had they ever
heard me boast of my prowess as a "dead shot." As a matter
of fact, I was never too confident of my ability to "hit the
bull's-eye." I realized that my reputation with these men was
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now at stake, and it was not without misgivings that I halted
my horse when called upon to make the shot.

Without dismounting I slipped my rifle from its sling,
straightened myself in the saddle, drew a bead on the unsus-
pecting prairie-dog, and fired. With the crack of my gun
the prairie-dog disappeared in his hole. None went to see
whether the little animal had been hit. That was not nec-
essary, for the bullet from my rifle had plowed its way through
both edges of the circular mound on a direct line with the former
position of the prairie-dog's head. I had scored the perfect shot.
Without batting an eye, or seeming in the least perturbed or
elated at the result of this "test," I quietly slipped my rifle back
into its sling and moved forward on the traill.

My very competent and critical audience promptly ex-
pressed approval, but it soon developed that all were not fully
convinced, for we had ridden less than a mile when a hawk was
seen perched on the summit of the stalk of a century plant, and
within range of my position. Instantly there was a unanimous
demand for another shot by the Mayor.

When I attempted to make the second shot from the saddle
my horse objected, by refusing to stand still. Without hesitation
I dismounted, took aim and fired. This time there was nothing
to mark the track of the bullet, and as the hawk spread its
wings and left its perch I felt a bit chagrined, for the indications
were that I had scored a "miss." The hawk started a graceful
circle upward, but had moved less than ten feet when a single
feather was seen fluttering towards the ground. Instantly my
spirits rose, for at least my bullet had cut into the plumage of
the target. The hawk continued its upward flight for an addi-
tional ten or fifteen feet—and then dropped to the ground
like a plummet. Oh boy !If It A lusty cheer echoed through
the pass and my prowess with the rifle was never again
questioned.

It may be noted here that Antelope Pass crosses the Dra-
goon Mountains just south of the famed "Cochise Stronghold,"
where General Howard made the treaty of peace with Cochise
in 1872. It may also be worth while to recall the fact that
Tombstone is the county seat of Cochise County—which county
was created and named four years after the death of the noted
Indian chief.

Arriving at Tombstone our party promptly disbanded, and
thus our brief and eventless expedition on the trail of Geronimo
passed into history, but at least we had demonstrated the true
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temper of the frontiersman in taking no chances on what might
have happened to others along that trail.

Nineteen years later, in 1900, three members of this Tomb-
stone scouting party met one evening at Nome, Alaska. These
were George W. Parsons, Wyatt Earp and myself. It seemed
proper that we should fittingly celebrate this reunion of scarless
veterans on that remote, bleak and inhospitable shore—and
we did! * * * * * * * * * * * *

From their rock-ribbed fastnesses in the Sierra Madre
Mountains of Mexico, Geronimo and his band sallied forth on
raids of pillage and murder in Mexico, Southeastern Arizona
and Southwestern New Mexico, whenever their mood inspired
them so to do. It is not necessary to burden this story with the
details of these depredations, wliich included the murder of
Judge McComas and his wife on March 28, 1883, and the capture
of little Charlie McComas, whose ultimate fate was never
definitely known. It is not without misgivings that I proceed
with the presentation of the outstanding facts relating to this
period of our story, for the reason that it is no easy matter to
recover, rehabilitate and establish what Henry Ford has so
aptly termed the "neglected truth."

My personal convictions as to the actual facts relating to
this particular campaign would lead me to state, briefly, that
General Crook, in person, led an expedition into Mexico in the
spring of 1883; that he met Geronimo and his band under con-
ditions which practically placed the American troops at the
mercy of the renegades and enabled their chief to dictate the
terms of " peace; " that General Crook returned to Arizona with
a majority of the women and children belonging to the outlaw
band; and part of the stolen stock then in their possession; that
several months later Geronimo appeared at the international
line with between forty and fifty fully armed followers and
about one hundred head of stolen stock and sundry other
plunder, taken from the persons and homes of their victims; that
he was met at the border by Lieutenant Britton Davis with a
squad of fifteen soldiers and escorted back to the San Carlos
Reservation; that later the stolen stock was sold on the reserva-
tion under the direction of the military authorities; that Geronimo
and his followers were held as "prisoners of war," but were
allowed to retain their arms and were given their freedom on the
reservation, and that they once took the war-path in May, 1885.

Colonel James H. McClintock, formerly State Historian
of Arizona, devoted much time and labor endeavoring to reveal
the truth relative to this " capture " of Geronimo in 1883.
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In spite of this effort he is compelled, in his History of
Arizona (page 246), to refer to the "mysterious treaty with
Geronimo," and further says:

"Assuredly Crook had run himself into a perilous situation.
The principal feature seems to be that Crook gave the Indians
the advantage in going into their own camp to treat with them,
instead of sending for their chiefs to come to a place of his own
choosing."

Al Sieber, that brave and intrepid old scout and guide, was
with General Crook on this campaign. On page 247 of his
history, Colonel McClintock says:

"Tom Horn was pushed forward as interpreter by Sieber,
whose estimate of the situation was shown by his words of
warning, 'Take a knife, Tom; stand while you interpret; forget
that you may not live another minute, and think only of the
talk.' During all the early stages of the conference, Sieber was
sure that the Americans all would be slain, and he kept his
hand within his shirt where he had a revolver with which he
meant to blow out Geronimo's brains at the first move that
looked like violence.

The Indians announced their willingness to return to San
Carlos, with the condition that they were to be fully protected;
that they were to be allowed to carry their arms and march as
they pleased, and that they should be maintained in the pos-
session of whatever horses, mules and cattle they had on hand,
though it was assuredly well known to the American commander
that practically every head of stock had been stolen.

The leisurely march started for the north with 383 indi-
viduals in the Indian column Only 250 of these reached
San Carlos—on June 20, 1883."

Again, on page 249, Colonel McClintock writes:
" Chatto came back to the reservation February 27, 1884,

and escorted by Lieutenant Britton Davis, Geronimo re-
turned to his rations at San Carlos on March 14, 1884.
Soon thereafter the Chiracahuas (these prisoners of war) were
transferred to Turkey Creek, near Fort Apache." (It should
be borne in mind that Fort Apache was within the limits of
the San Carlos Indian Reservation—about sixty miles north
from the main agency on the Gila.)

The annual report of the Secretary of War for 1883 includes
the following statement on page 5:

"In March a small party of Indians made a raid from
Mexico, and after killing nine persons, escaped back into the
difficult country from which they had come. Brigadier General
Crook made a vigorous pursuit, going many miles into Mexico,
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and, after penetrating into an almost inaccessable part of the
Sierra Madra Mountains, had a fight with the Indians, and
returned with a large number of prisoners, among whom were
53 male Indians."

It is noted with amazement that General Crook had an
asserted " fight " with this select aggregation of desperate
renegades under the capable leadership of Geronimo in "an
almost inaccessable part of the Sierra Madra Mountains," and
yet no casualties were reported. Nobody was hurt. It was,
apparently, a bloodless, scarless "fight ",—nevertheless General
Crook returned with "a large number of prisoners, among
whom were 53 male Indians". It is admitted that when
General Crook returned from this "drive" into Mexico he
delivered to San Carlos about 250 women and children—among
whom, doubtless, there were 53 boys (" male Indians"). The
"large number of prisoners" must have been carelessly guarded,
as Colonel McClintock tells us that when the march started for
the north there were 383 "individuals in the Indian column.
Only 250 of these reached San Carlos".

It is doubtful if Geronimo could have mustered 53 fighting
men at the time the 53 "male Indians" were made " prisoners ",
and the wily old Apache chief must have been tickled pink when
General Crook consented to relieve him of the care and main-
tenance of the women and children and other noncombatants
then in the camp of the hostiles. Doubtless, if General Crook
had included 53 male warriors among his prisoners, that result
would have completely wiped out the nest of Apache renegades
then in the Sierra Madra Mountains, and the Secretary of War
would have had facts well worth reporting.

It is not at all probable that the Secretary of War was
cognizant of the designedly misleading statements incorporated
in his annual report, but it is subtile phrases of this character
sponsored by high officials that led me to say "it is no easy matter
to recover, rehabilitate and establish" the neglected truth.

In view of these and similar ambiguous and misleading
official pronouncements the historian is truly grateful to General
Crook for the childlike and bland statement which he made to a
reporter of the Daily Star of Tucson, Arizona, when he visited
that hospitable community in the full flush of the glory of his
conquest and capture of the Apache renegades in Mexico in
1883. On May 31, 1927, the Tucson Star issued a special edition
in commemoration of the fiftieth anniversary of the establish-
ment of that paper. From the columns of that special edition
I quote the following:
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"The Daily Star of June 20, 1883, contains an account of a
visit to Tucson paid by General Crook and his staff. A reception
to the 'Grey Fox', as the hero of the Apache campaign was
called, was one of the means by which Tucsonans expressed their
esteem of the general. The Star of the following day contained
a column interview with the general, as well as a lengthy account
of the reception."

"In the interview General Crook stated that `Geronimo
and Nah-chee with some Indians volunteered to go and bring
in the remainder of the bands, but insisted on Crook remaining
until they returned, as they were afraid to come in alone. This
he (Crook) refused to do, as his rations were fast disappearing.
Then they asked for written passes, so that they might come
direct through the valleys to San Carlos, which was also refused,
as the general felt they might expose themselves too much, and
they might be killed as hostiles, and his passes found upon their
bodies might complicate matters. They finally agreed to take
their chances in returning to the reservation, and the general
thinks ere this they are all in the vicinity of San Carlos.' "

The above must be accepted as competent evidence for the
reason that it was published while General Crook was present
in Tucson and was being entertained as the guest of honor by
that community. He had just returned from his "drive" into
Mexico, during which, it was asserted, he had had a fight with
the hostiles in which he had taken a large number of prisoners,
and, besides, had effected a capitulation of some sort with
Geronimo and Nah chee—a capture, or a surrender—or what-
have-you? As the hero of these several achievements the
"Grey Fox" was then being honored and feted by the citizens
of Tucson. And he blithely informed his credulous entertainers
that he had immediately paroled his star captives, or prisoners,
for the purpose of "bringing in the remainder of the bands",
and that he "thinks ere this they are all in the vicinity of San
Carlos"—June 20, 1883.

The records already presented in this narrative show that
General Crook's "prisoners"—two hundred and fifty women
and children (including the "53 male Indians"), reached San
Carlos on June 20, 1883,—the very day on which the "Grey
Fox" gave his interview to the Tucson Star—, but that Geronimo
and his party did not return to the reservation until March 14,
1884,—nearly nine months after General Crook expected
them in that "vicinity".

Again we are plunged into a maze of mysterious circum-
stances which leave us in grave doubt as to whether General



30	 ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

Crook paroled the renegades, or whether the renegades paroled
the general—and a detailed study of the records discloses a
preponderance of evidence in favor of the renegades. The
renegades insisted that General Crook should come to their
camp for the conference, and the circumstances indicate that
they further stipulated that the general and his party should come
unarmed. The photograph of the "council" does not reveal a
single weapon. Al Sieber said to Horn "take a knife" and
"forget that you may not live another minute", and Sieber had
a revolver hidden "within his shirt". "During the early
stages of the conference Sieber was sure that the Americans all
would be slain",—and neither the courage or the veracity of
Al Sieber ever has been discredited. The assumption that
General Crook's party went into the renegade camp unarmed
is further upheld by the fact that three years later Geronimo
told Lieutenant Maus that he would meet General Crook at
El Cation de los Embudos "in about two moons", but he stipu-
lated that the general must not bring any soldiers with him—
and the "Grey Fox" complied with that stipulation. And,
finally, the "terms of surrender" agreed upon indicate that
General Crook had run himself into a situation that was not
only "perilous", but also absolutely helpless.

The hostiles announced their willingness to return to the
reservation, provided only that they should be fully protected
by the military; that they should be permitted to retain their
arms, their liberty and their stolen stock, and that no penalties
should be assessed against them on account of their past mis-
deeds. Incidently they reminded the general that if they sur-
rendered to him they would, automatically as prisoners of war,
be entitled to full rations. Another little matter which the rene-
gades modestly brought to the attention of the general was the
protection and maintenance of the women and children then in
the camp of the hostiles. Often these were a serious handicap
to the operations of the warriors. They had great confidence
in the "Grey Fox" and would be willing to transfer this "excess
baggage "—meaning all noncombatants—to his custody and
care as prisoners of war, and thus provide for both their safe
conduct back to the reservation and their "keep". As a final
concession Geronimo and Nah-chee insisted that they and some
other Indians be allowed to volunteer "to go and bring in the
remainder of the bands", and that General Crook should provide
them with ample rations and "written passes" showing that
they were engaged in this indefinite round-up by his authority
and entitled to return to San Carlos "direct through the valleys."
That would be about all for the present.
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The record clearly indicates that the renegades were able
to persuade the "Grey Fox" to accept all of these monstrous
"terms of surrender", with the single exception of the "written
passes" showing that the bearers were his prisoners of war and
at large by his authority. General Crook explained to them that
such "written passes" would really be dangerous for both the
Indians and himself. The possession of passes might make them
careless "and they might be killed as hostiles", and then the
passes—if found on their bodies—would at least "complicate
matters" for him. This explanation seemed quite reasonable
to the renegades, and, anyhow, the terms already granted
looked pretty good to them, so they agreed to waive the demand
for passes and to "take their chances (and their time) in re-
turning to the reservation".

Having obtained about all the concessions they could think
of, the renegades paroled the "Grey Fox", and having assisted
him in assembling the women and children and other noncom-
batants, as well as the stolen stock in their possession—excepting
the horses utilized as mounts for the warriors—, they grunted
their satisfaction and farewell as "the leisurely march started
for the north with 383 individuals in the Indian column"
We are now able to understand why General Crook's "rations
were fast disappearing".

These "terms of surrender" automatically operated as an
armistice, and thus Geronimo and Nah-chee, with the pick of
their fighting men, fully armed, mounted and rationed, were
left free and unencumbered to resume their ruthless occupation
of pillage and murder in Mexico, with the assurance that they
would not be further molested by the United States troops and
Indian scouts under the command of General Crook.

Obviously, Geronimo and Nah-chee had intimated to the
"Grey Fox" that they would be as expeditious as possible in
the matter of "bringing in the remaining bands" and returning
to San Carlos. Also, obviously, these ruthless marauders found
the business of pillage so good and the pleasures of the blood-red
trail so alluring and the terms of the armistice so satisfactory
and restful that they took no note of time, but extended their
delightful and profitable outing in Mexico all of the summer,
and tarried throughout the fall, and still lingered far into the
winter.

Again, obviously, with the approach of the gentle springtime
their thoughts turned—not to love, but to the four great, big
capital "Rs "—meaning "Reservation", "Rations", " Rest "
and "Recuperation". Forthwith they turned their faces and
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their footsteps northward and soon were at that imaginary line
that separates the territory of the United States from that of
Mexico. Here the renegades found conditions a trifle "corn-.
plicated". The distance to the reservation was 150 miles or
more. Geronimo had with him two score of well armed and well
seasoned warriors. These were quite able to take care of them-
selvrs en route to San Carlos if they could follow the mountain
trails, but as they were encumbered with about 100 head of
stolen stock it would be necessary to travel slowly "direct
through the valleys", in which case "they might expose them-
selves too much and be killed as hostiles" by some careless,
avenging citizens. But why take any chances? They were
"prisoners of war", and under the "terms of surrender" were
entitled to military protection as soon as they entered the
territory of the United States. In these fortunate circumstances
Geronimo notified the "Grey Fox" that he and his band were
at the Mexican border awaiting a military escort before entering
American territory. Thereupon General Crook ordered Lieu-
tenant Britton Davis with a troop of cavalry to proceed to the
border and escort the renegades and the stock in their posses-
sion to San Carlos. This service was faithfully performed by
Lieutenant Davis. The outfit crossed the international line at
Gray's ranch, and Geronimo, with his followers and stolen
stock, arrived at the reservation on March 14, 1884.

Another thing What became of "the remainder of the
bands" whom "Geronimo and Nah-chee with some other
Indians volunteered to bring in "—and in which undertaking
these enterprising volunteers were detained in Mexico for nearly
nine months? How many hostiles were supposed to be included
in "the remainder of the bands" then at large in Mexico?
When General Crook's prisoners started for the north there were
"383 individuals in the Indian column." Geronimo and
Nah-chee probably had 40 or 45 fighting men in their party.
This would represent a total of about 425 individuals who were
captured at that time by the "Grey Fox". This total is believed
to represent practically all of the hostiles then in Mexico. The
personnel of "the remainder of the bands" presents another
mystery. The record does not indicate the return of any such
bands to the reservation, and it is certain that when Geronimo
and Nah-chee and their followers were finally escorted back to
San Carlos the only other "bands" accompanying them were
BANDS OF STOLEN STOCK.

Several years ago, while traveling in company with Major
Carter West, of the regular army, our reminiscences drifted to
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tales of frontier days in Arizona, and in the course of this con-
versation Major West told me that for a time he was detailed
in charge of the Chiricahua "prisoners of war," while they
were located on Turkey Creek, near Fort Apache. At once I
asked: "Why didn't you take the guns away from those
prisoners?" Very promptly the major replied: "I did, but
General Crook ordered me to return the arms to the Indians."

An official communication from the Indian agent at San
Carlos to the Commissioner of Indian Affairs, under date of
February 9, 1884, contains the following paragraph:

"The Chiricahua prisoners (?) roam at will over the reser-
vation, some of them having their camps three miles from the
camps of the soldiers and scouts; all the bucks of the bands are
well armed and mounted, and a party of them are now herding
a large band of stolen horses and mules twenty miles from the
agency. Persons claiming that they have animals among them
that are plainly marked and can be identified, have been denied
the privilege of visiting the camp for the purpose of pointing
out their property, and also are assured that if found the stock
could not be recovered."

The following advertisement appeared in several Arizona
newspapers during May and June, 1884:

"Headquarters Department of Arizona, Office of Chief
Commissary of Subsistence, Whipple Barracks, Prescott, A. T.,
May 26, 1884.

"There will be sold at public auction, to the highest bidder,
by the acting commissary of subsistence at San Carlos, Arizona,
on Thursday, June 26, 1884, commencing at 12 o'clock M.,
about ninety head of cattle, consisting of steers, cows and calves.
Terms—cash. Cattle to be removed from reservation imme-
diately after sale. This lot of cattle was brought in from Mexico
by the Chiricahua Indians

Signed: CHAS. P. EGAN,
Captain and C. S., U. S. Army."

Customs officers and others were prevented from disturbing
the renegades in the possession of this stolen stock. The
GLOBE SILVER BELT supplements the record as follows:

"The owner of some of the cattle here referred to, before
the sale, appeared at San Carlos, identified the cattle and pro-
duced the branding iron, which exactly corresponded with the
brands on the cattle, but he was denied their possession on the
frivolous pretext that they were sequestered as spoils of war.
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• . . . So far as we are informed, the Sonorian who was
despoiled of his stock has not been reimbursed, and thus the
best government under the sun is placed in the light
of aiding and abetting the Chiricahuas—with a full
knowledge of the facts—in the commission of larceny."

In order that it may be distinctly understood who was
responsible for the control and discipline of the Indians
on the San Carlos Reservation at this time, I deem it important
to mention here a conference held at the War Department on
July 7, 1883, which was attended by Secretary of War Lincoln,
Secretary of Interior Teller, General Crook and Commissioner
of Indian Affairs Price, when the following agreement was
arrived at:

'In view of the difficulties encountered in making satis-
factory disposition of the Apache Indians recently captured by
General Crook under existing methods of administration, it is
determined by the secretary of war and the secretary of the
interior, after consideration, that the Apache Indians recently
captured by General Crook, and all such as may be hereafter
captured or may surrender themselves to him, shall be kept
under the control of the war department at such points on the
San Carlos Reservation as may be determined by the war
department (but not at the agency without the consent of the
Indian agent), to be fed and cared for by the war department
until further orders. For the greater security of the people of
Arizona, and to ensure peace, the war department shall be
entrusted with the entire police control of all the Indians in the
San Carlos Reservation and charged with the duty of keeping
the peace on the reservation and preventing the Indians from
leaving, except with the consent of General Crook or the officer
who may be authorized to act under him.

"The war department shall protect the Indian agent in the
discharge of his duties as agent, which shall include the ordinary
duties of an Indian agent, which shall remain as heretofore,
except as to keeping the peace, administering justice and pun-
ishing refractory Indians, all of which shall be done by the war
department as above stated. Signed, Robert T. Lincoln, Sec-
retary of War; H. Teller, Secretary of the Interior."

Commenting on the above agreement, the secretary of war
in his annual report for 1883, page 5, says:

"General Sherman expresses the belief that if General
Crook is permitted to manage the Apaches in his own way,
all wars will cease in Arizona, and that with them will disappear
the complicated Indian question which has tested the patience
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and courage of our people since the first settlement by whites
on this continent."

Thus General Crook was given the freest sort of hand to
"manage the Apaches in his own way" from July, 1883, until he
relinquished his command of the department of Arizona in
April, 1886. Nevertheless, wars did not "cease in Arizona,"
neither did "the complicated Indian question" disappear—
but the "prisoners of war" did. Whenever protest was made
against the pampered renegades retaining their arms and the
possession of stolen stock McClintock says (page 248) that
"Crook defended the Chiricahuas as prisoners of war who had
surrendered with the understanding that their past deeds
would not be punished provided they behaved themselves
in the future."

Much has been written concerning the capture of Geronimo
by General Crook in 1883. A very good photograph was made
at the time of the asserted " council, " when the general and his
staff were "arranging the terms of surrender." In this photo-
graph are shown General Crook, Geronimo, Captain Bourke,
Nana, Captain Roberts, Lieutenant Maus and others. A replica
of this photograph in bronze is riveted to the reverse side of the
great granite boulder that marks the final resting place of General
Crook in the National Cemetery at Arlington Heights, Virginia,
overlooking the shimmering bosom of the historic Potomac.

On page 249 of McClintock's history it is recorded that
"early in 1885 Lieutenant Britton Davis gave warning that the
Chiricahuas (prisoners of war, fully armed) on Turkey Creek
were restless and threatening, but no action was taken, and in
May of that year 124 of these Chiricahuas, led by Geronimo,
Nah-chee and Chiahuahua, left the reservation and headed
southward over their former familiar "bloody trails."

And again in May, 1885, I was a resident of Tombstone when
this band of fleeing renegades came down the same trail followed
in 1881, but instead of crossing through Antelope Pass they
continued southward in the direction of Bisbee—then a very
small mining camp. And again I joined a company of about
twenty citizens who followed the trail as far as Bisbee, arriving
just in time to see the dead body of Deputy-Sheriff Billy Daniels
brought into that camp by a little company of his excited and
sorrowing neighbors. The faithful deputy, learning that maraud-
ing Apaches were in the vicinity of the camp galloped out to re-
connoitre, ventured too near to some lurking renegades, and
paid the penalty with his life.

(To be concluded)
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HOW GERONIMO WAS FINALLY OVERCOME
AND DEPORTED FROM ARIZONA

(By GEO. H. KELLY)

After the first campaign of General Crook against the
Apache Indians, who were led by Geronimo and his band, and
the hostiles had agreed to some kind of surrender, it was
arranged to have General Crook, who at that time had his
headquarters at Bowie, meet Geronimo and other of the
Indian war chiefs at the camp of Lieutenant Mauss in Canyon
de Embudos, Sonora, Mexico, on March 25, 1886. Geronimo's
band was encamped in a rocky defile only five hundred yards
away. Geronimo was first to call on General Crook and stated
that he wanted to explain why he left the reservation. General
Crook is reported to have cut the Indian short by saying:

"Geronimo, you and your Indians have murdered innocent
women and children and you are unworthy of belief. The
Chiricahuas must surrender unconditionally or fight until the
bitter end comes. The last of your band will be killed if it takes
fifty years."

Early on the morning of the 27th of March the chief returned
for further talk with General Crook, Chihuahua acting as
spokesman, who said:

"Friend, three words cover all I want to tell. While we
were on the reservation and observed your counsel we were
happy, with plenty to eat, good sleep, did no harm to anyone;
no one wanted to harm me. Now I am like the coyote, run-
ning wild in the mountains. I am tired and want to surrender; to
deliver myself to you. Whatever you do with me is all right.
Here is my hand."

Nah-chee was next to speak and gave his hand in surrender.
Then Geronimo spoke and said that the conference had been
much complicated by the base conduct of an American named
Tribolet, living in Mexico, who brought whiskey from Tombstone
and sold it in open day to the Chiricahuas who became uproar-
ously drunk. This statement was true and a guard was placed
on Tribolet's place to stop Indians from buying liquor.

During the interview between General Crook and the
Apache hostiles, three chiefs did the talking. A correct trans-
lation of the language used by Chihuahua, Natchez and Geronimo
at the time of their surrender has been preserved. These words
were not only translated by the regular interpreters present,
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but Captain Bourke, who had been studying the Apache language
attested to its correctness.

Chihuahua spoke: "I am very glad to see you and have
this talk with you. It is as you say, we shall always be in
danger as long as we remain out here, but I hope from this on
that we may live better with our families and not do any harm
to anyone. I am anxious to behave for I see the sun looking
down upon me and the earth listening and I am thinking better.
It seems to me that I have seen the one who makes the rains and
sends the winds. He must have sent you to this place. I
surrender simply to you because I believe in you and you have
never lied to us. You don't deceive us. You must be our God.
I am satisfied with all that you do. You must be the one who
makes the green pasture; who sends the rain; commands the
wind. You must be the one who sends the fresh fruit that
comes on the trees every year. There are many men in the
world who are big chiefs and command many people, but you, I
think, are the greatest of them all or you would not have come
out here to see us. I want you to be a father to me and to treat
me as your son. I want you to have pity on me. There is no
doubt that all you do is right because all you do is just the same
as if God did it. Everything you do is right, so I consider, so
I believe you to be. I trust in all you do or say. You don't
lie; you don't deceive. All you tell us are the facts. I am now in
your hands. I place myself at your disposition. I surrender
myself to you; do with me as you please. I shake your hand.
I want to go in your company and stay with you. I do not want
to stay at a distance. I want to be right where you are. I have
roamed in the mountains from year to year and never have I
found a place where I could see my father or my mother until
today I see you, my father. I surrender to you now and I
don't want any more bad feeling or bad talk. I am going to
stay with you in your camp. Whenever a man raises anything,
even a dog, he tries to raise it right and treats it well; so I want
you to feel towards me. Don't let people say bad things about
me. Now, I surrender to you and go with you. When we are
traveling together on the road or anywhere else, I hope you
will take me once in a while. I think a great deal of Alchioay
and Kaetena. They think a great deal of me and I hope some
day to be all the same as their brother and that you will think
as much of me as you do of them. I would like you to send my
family with me wherever you send me. I have a daughter at
Camp Apache and some relatives of myself and my band at
San Carlos. Wherever you send me I hope you would send them."
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Nah-chee then spoke: "What Chihuahua said I say. I
surrender to you just as he did. I give you my word; I give you
my body. I surrender. I have nothing more to say than that.
When I was free, I gave orders but now I surrender to you and
throw myself at your feet. You order and I obey. What you
tell me to do I do."

Geronimo's talk: "Two or three words are enough. I have
but little to say. (Shakes hands with Crook.) What the others
say, I also say. Now I give myself up to you. Do with me what
you please. I surrender. Once I moved about like the wind
but now I surrender to you and that is all. I surrender to you
and want to be just as if I were in your pocket. Now I feel like
your brother and Kaetena is my brother also. I was very far
from here, almost nobody could get to that place but I sent
you word I wanted to come in and here I am. Whatever you tell
us is true. We are all satisfied with that and hope the day will
come when my word will be as strong with you as yours is
with me."

General Crook was right when he told Geronimo, on the
occasion of their first meeting, that his word could not be be-
lieved, for five days after the formal surrender and the penitent
words of Geronimo this wily old chief broke his every promise
and with a band of twenty of his drunken warriors slipped away
in the night and headed back to their old haunts in Sonora. They
had promised to leave Monday for Silver Creek and from thence
to Fort Bowie, but on Monday they were still drunk and uncon-
trolable and during the night they disappeared, leaving most of
their camp effects behind. Natchez went with Geronimo and
Lieutenant Mauss with a company of troopers went in pursuit
of Geronimo and Natchez, but it required several weeks of hard
campaigning in Sonora to again corner this old villian and again
force his surrender to General Miles, which event was followed
by deporting Geronimo and his band of warriors, who had
murdered so many citizens—men, women and children—in
Arizona.

In about one week after Geronimo's surrender to General
Crook an order came from the War Department relieving Crook
as commander of the Department of Arizona and naming
General Nelson A. Miles as his successor. Then came the
final campaign to recapture Geronimo

In the final campaign which resulted in the deportation of
Geronimo, Lieutenants Lawton and Gatewood were prominent,
the latter reputed to have been the one who induced Geronimo
to agree to unconditional surrender. In less than twenty-five
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days from the day when Geronimo broke away from Lieutenant
Mauss he and his band were forced to ask for terms of surrender
which was unconditionally, except that some assurance was
probably given that these hostiles would not be turned over to
Arizona civil authority for trial and punishment for their
atrocious crimes, evidence of which was plentiful.

Geronimo and his band made their final surrender in
Skeleton Canyon, some sixty miles east of the present border
city of Douglas. After this formal surrender General Miles
returned to his headquarters, at Bowie accompanied by
Geronimo, Natchez and several other of the war leaders.

On September 9, 1886, Geronimo and his band of hostiles,
including women and children, all having arrived at Bowie,
were put into four box cars and the entire number shipped to
Florida, via the Southern Pacific and Sunset routes. They
were given provisions, etc., and the cars were securely locked.
Orders were given to push the train through, without unnec-
essary stops, to Fort Marion. Thus Arizona was rid of a blood-
thirsty band of murderers. These hostile Indians were moved
from one point to another until they finally reached Fort Sill,
Oklahoma, where Geronimo died. Before death claimed him
Geronimo made several pleas for the return of himself, his family
and his people to Arizona, but this was never considered because
of the knowledge of the determination of the people of Arizona
to bring him to the gallows through trial for murder, indictments
for which having been returned before he was taken from the
territory. Geronimo became interested in religion, or pretended
to be, and had a class in Sunday School before his final call to
the "happy hunting grounds".

In " Geronimo's Story of His Life", edited by S. M. Barrett,
W. T. Melton, a cattleman living at his ranch in Skeleton
Canyon when Geronimo finally surrendered to General Miles,
contributes the following statement giving details of this sui-
render and his understanding of the terms:

"From 1882 to 1887 I lived in Southern Arizona and was
employed by the San Simon Cattle Company.

"In 1886 I was stationed in Skeleton Canyon, about ten miles
north of the boundary line between Arizona and Old Mexico,
with J. D. Prewitt. It was our duty to ride the lines south of our
range and keep the cattle of the company from straying into
Old Mexico.

"One afternoon, when returning from our ride, we discovered
an Indian trail leading toward our camp We rode hurriedly out
of the hills into a broad valley so that we could better discover
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any attacking parties of Apaches and if assailed have at least a
fighting chance for our lives. We knew the Apaches under
Geronimo were on the warpath, but they were far down in Old
Mexico. However, our knowledge of the Indians led us to ex-
pect anything at any time—to always be ready for the worst.

"When we reached the valley we struck a cavalry trail also
headed for our camp. This was perplexing, for neither the
Indians nor the soldiers seemed to have been riding fast, and
both trails led toward our camp in Skeleton Canyon. This
canyon was a natural route from Old Mexico to Arizona, and
almost all bands of Indians, as well as detachments of United
States troops, passed and repassed through this valley when
going to Old Mexico or returning therefrom, but never before
had two hostile bands passed through here at the same time
and traveling in the same direction, except when one fled and
the other pursued. What this could mean was a mystery to us.
Could it be that the troops had not seen the Indians? Were the
redskins trying to head the troops off and attack them in their
camp? Were the troops hunting for those Indians? Could this
be Lawton's command? Could that be Geronimo's band? No,
it was impossible. Then who were these troops and what
Indians were those?

"Cautiously we rode to our camp and nailed on the door of
our cabin was this notice:

'BE CAREFUL, GERONIMO IS NEAR BY AND
HAS NOT YET SURRENDERED.

Capt. Lawton.'
"Then we understood.
"A short distance above our cabin we found the camp of the

troops and we had just finished talking with Captain Lawton,
who advised us to remain in his camp rather than risk staying
alone in our cabin, when up rode the chief, Geronimo He was
mounted on a blaze-faced, white-stockinged dun horse.

"He came directly to Captain Lawton and through an in-
terpreter asked who we were and what we wanted.

"As soon as the explanation was given he nodded his approval
and rode away.

"Prewitt and I rode away with him. We were well armed and
well mounted and Geronimo was well mounted but so far as we
could see unarmed. I tried to talk with the chief (in English)
but could not make him understand. Prewitt wanted to shoot
him and said he could easily kill him the first shot, but I ob-
jected and succeeded in restraining him While we were arguing
the chief rode silently between us, evidently feeling perfectly
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secure. All this time we had been riding in the direction of
our horses that were grazing in the valley about a mile distant
from our corral. When he came to a place about a half mile
from Lawton's camp, where a spur of the mountain ran far
out into the valley, Geronimo turned aside, saluted, said in
fairly good Spanish, 'Adios, Senors,' and began to ascend a
mountain path. Later we learned that he was going directly
toward his camp far up among the rocks. We rode on, drove our
horses back to the corral and remained in our cabin all night,
but were not molested by the Indians.

"The next day we killed three beeves for the Indians and they
were paid for by Captain Lawton. On the second day two
mounted Mexican scouts came to Lawton's camp. As soon as
these Mexicans came in sight the Indians seized their arms and
vanished, as it were, among the rocks.

"Captain Lawton wrote an account of conditions and deliv-
ered it to the Mexicans, who withdrew. After they had gone
and their mission had been explained to Geronimo the Indians
again returned to their camp and laid down their arms.

"On the next day word reached camp that General Miles was
approaching and the Indians again armed and disappeared
among the rocks. (Many of the Apache squaws had field glasses
and were stationed every day on prominent mountain peaks to
keep a lookout. No one could approach their camp or Lawton's
camp without being discovered by these spies.)

'Soon after General Miles joined Lawton's command,
Geronimo rode into camp unarmed and, dismounting, approached
General Miles, shook hands with him and then stood proudly
before the officers waiting for General Miles to begin conversation
with him

"The interpreter said to Geronimo, 'General Miles is your
friend.' Geronimo said, 'I never saw him but I have been in
need of friends. Why has he not been with me?' When this
answer was interpreted everybody laughed. After this there
was no more formality and without delay the discussion of the
treaty was begun. All I remember distinctly of the treaty is
that Geronimo and his band were not to be killed, but they
were to be taken to their families.

"I remember this more distinctly, because the Indians were
so much pleased with this particular one of the terms of the
treaty.

"Geronimo, Nah-chee, and a few others went on ahead with
General Miles, but the main band of Indians left under the
escort of Lawton's troops.
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"The night before they left, a young squaw, daughter-in-law
of Geronimo, gave birth to a child. The next morning the
husband, Geronimo's son, carried the child, but the mother
mounted her pony unaided and rode away unassisted—a prisoner
of war under military escort.

"On the afternoon of the day of the treaty Captain Lawton
built a monument (about ten feet across and six feet high) of
rough stones at the spot where the treaty was made. The next
year some cowboys on a round-up camped at the place and
tore down the monument to see what was in it. All they found
was a bottle containing a piece of paper upon which was written
the names of the officers who were with Lawton.

"After the Indians left we found one hundred and fifty dollars
and twenty-five cents ($150.25) in Mexican money hiddemn in a
rat's nest near where the Indians had camped.

"About ten o'clock on the morning after the Apaches and
soldiers had gone away twenty Pimos Indians, accompanied
by one white man, surrounded our camp and demanded to know
of Geronimo's whereabouts. We told them of the treaty and
they followed the trail on toward Fort Bowie.

"That afternoon, thinking all danger from Apaches past,
my partner, Prewitt, went to ride the lines and I was left in
camp alone. I was pumping water (by horse-power) at the
well, when I saw three Indians rounding up our horses about half
a mile away. They saw me but did not disturb me, nor did I
interfere with them, but as soon as they had driven that bunch
of horses northward over the hill out of sight I rode quickly off
in another direction and drove another bunch of horses into the
corral. The rest of the afternoon I stayed in camp, but saw
no more Indians.

"The next day we rode over the hill in the direction these
Indians had gone and found that they had camped not three
miles away. There were evidently several in the party and
they had kept scouts concealed near the top of the hill to watch
me, and to shoot me from ambush had I followed them. This
we knew because we saw behind some rocks at the crest of the
hill in the loose soil the imprints left by the bodies of three
warriors where they had been lying down in concealment.

"At their camp we found the head and hoofs of my favorite
horse, "Digger," a fine little sorrel pony, and knew that he had
served them for dinner. We followed their trail far into Old
Mexico, but did not overtake them. We had been accustomed
to say 'it was Geronimo's band,' whenever any depredation
was committed, but this time we were not so positive."
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From the same book is taken the following story of Geronimo
concerning his experiences as "A Prisoner of War."

"When I had given up to the Government they put me on
the Southern Pacific Railroad and took me to San Antonio,
Texas, and held me to be tried by their laws.

"In forty days they took me from there to Fort Pickens
(Pensacola), Florida. Here they put me to sawing up large logs.
There were several other Apache warriors with me and all of us
had to work every day. For nearly two years we were kept at
hard labor in this place and we did not see our families until
May, 1887. This treatment was in direct violation of our treaty
made at Skeleton Canyon.

"After this we were sent with our families to Vermont,
Alabama, where we stayed five years and worked for the Govern-
ment. We had no property and I looked in vain for General
Miles to send me to that land of which he had spoken; I longed
in vain for the implements, house and stock that General Miles
had promised me.

"During this time one of my warriors, Fun, killed himself
and his wife. Another one shot his wife and then shot himself.
He fell dead but the woman recovered and is still living.

"We were not healthy in this place, for the climate disagreed
with us. So many of our people died that I consented to let one
of my wives go to the Mescalero Agency, in New Mexico, to live.
This separation is according to our custom equivalent to what the
white people call divorce, and so she married again soon after
she got to Mescalero. She also kept our two small children,
which she had a right to do. The children, Lenna and Robbie,
are still living at Mescalero, New Mexico. Lenna is married.
I kept one wife, but she is dead now and I have only our daughter,
Eva, with me. Since my separation from Lenna's mother I
have never had more than one at a time. Since the death of
Eva's mother I married another woman (December, 1905) but
we could not live happily and separated. She went home to her
people—that is an Apache divorce.

"Then, as now, Mr. George Wratton superintended the
Indians. He has always had trouble with the Indians, because
he has mistreated them. One day an Indian, while drunk,
stabbed Mr. Wratton with a little knife. The officer in charge
took the part of Mr. Wratton and the Indian was sent to prison.

"When we first came to Fort Sill, Captain Scott was in
charge and he had houses built for us by the Government. We
were also given, from the Government, cattle, hogs, turkeys and
chickens. The Indians did not do much good with the hogs
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because they did not understand how to care for them, and not
many Indians even at the present time keep hogs. We did better
with the turkeys and chickens, but with these we did not have as
good luck as white men do. With the cattle we have done very
well, indeed, and we like to raise them. We have a few horses
also, and have had no bad luck with them.

"In the matter of selling our stock and grain there has been
much misunderstanding. The Indians understood that the
cattle were to be sold and the money given to them, but, instead,
part of the money is given to the Indians and part of it is placed
in what the officers call the "Apache Fund." We have had five
different officers in charge of the Indians here and they have all
ruled very much alike—not consulting the Apaches or even
explaining to them. It may be that the Government ordered the
officers in charge to put this cattle money into an Apache Fund,
for once I complained and told Lieutenant Purington that I
intended to report to the Government that he had taken some of
my part of the cattle money and put it into the Apache Fund,
he said he did not care if I did tell.

"Several years ago the issue of clothing ceased. This, too,
may have been by the order of the Government, but the Apaches
do not understand it.

"If there is an Apache Fund, it should some day be turned
over to the Indians, or at least they should have an account
of it, for it is their earnings.

"When General Miles last visited Fort Sill I asked to be
relieved from labor on account of my age. I also remembered
what General Miles had promised me in the treaty and told him
of it. He said I need not work any more except when I wished
to, and since that time I have not been detailed to do any work.
I have worked a great deal, however, since then, for, although
I am old, I like to work and help my people as much as I am able."
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AN INDIAN SCARE

By MRS. A. M. DYER, Douglas, Arizona

In August, 1885, my husband, Mr. F. H. Dyer, my step-
daughter, Minnie Dyer, and myself went up in the Catalina
Mountains, beyond Tucson, to escape from the heat. We were
on the lower slope of the north side of Mount Lemmon at an
abandoned mining camp, known as the Copper Camp, where
there was a small smelter and several houses. The mine had
not paid and everything had been shut down for some years;
we made our home in a house built of logs.

The location was a beautiful one. We were surrounded by
mountains dotted over by open woods of fine trees—oak, juniper,
sycamore, wild locust and pine, on the higher slopes. A clear
stream of cold water ran at the foot of the hill on which our
house stood. There were beautiful flowers and vines. The
yellow columbine twinkled up and down the brook like stars.
One day, while wandering through the woods, I came upon a
large, perfect white cross; it was the remains of a dead tree
covered with a profuse growth of white clematis. It was quite
startling to come upon it standing all by itself in that lonely place.

The Mammoth Mine, of which Mr. Dyer was part owner,
was about sixty miles away, being connected with the Copper
Camp by a good wagon road. At the camp were about twenty
Mexicans engaged in cutting pine trees to be used in timbering
the Mammoth Mine.

There being no store nearer than the Mammoth, we kept
provisions of various kinds to sell to the Mexicans; that brought
them to the house and in that way we became well acquainted
with them and with the one woman amongst them, the Senora
Castro, who used to entertain us by singing to the accompani-
ment of her guitar. I remember, especially, one song that she
called the Mexican "Home Sweet Home," with its pathetic
refrain of "Nunca Jamas—quien sabe sin la vida; quell sabe sin
la vida."

Teclo was also an entertaining personality He told me one
day that the mules ought not to be allowed to drink out of the
brook, because if any hairs fell in the water they turned to
rattlesnakes.

The pine logs were hauled to the mine by a wagon drawn
by eight splendid big mules. The round trip was made once a
week, bringing supplies and mail. It was always a joyous
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occasion when the wagon arrived, since it was our only con-
necting link with the outside world, though we had occasional
visitors.

We were so happy there; so interested in our life and sur-
roundings, and in the life of the Mexicans so that when cool
weather came we did not leave but stayed until the following
May when we were driven out by the Apaches.

In October, a number of men under Charles Gooding opened
the mine and smelter and operated them for a time, but found
they could not make them pay; all the men left except Charles
Gooding and Charles Quitty, who remained in charge of the
property. Naturally, we became warm friends, the more
especially as my daughter and Charles Gooding became much
interested in each other and there was the watching of a love
affair to add to the general gaiety of life. Though "Far from the
Maddening Crowd," our life was by no means dull.

The winter brought snow and great numbers of beautiful
birds, most brilliantly colored but songless.

About eight miles down the mountain was a small group
of miners working a prospect; the combined agglomeration being
known as "The Gold Camp." One of these miners was a Mr.
Ramsdell, who came to our house frequently, the principal
attraction being my daughter, though Mr. Ramsdell often went
hunting with Mr. Dyer. Deer were plentiful. We had so much
venison that we felt as my grandfather did about rabbits. He
used to say:

"Rabbits young and rabbits old,
Rabbits hot and rabbits cold,
Rabbits tender and rabbits tough,
Thank the Lord, I've had enough!"

Time flowed gently and happily by until the spring of
1886, the time of Geronimo's last raid.

The Apaches had not been in the Catalina Mountains for
so many years that we felt not the slightest uneasiness, though
we knew of Geronimo's raids and atrocities. A band of Apaches
lived on the San Pedro River, about sixty miles from us, but they
had long been peaceful. The United States Government had
given them such inducements to remain that no one had any
fear of them. At the head of this band was an old rascal named
Es-kim-in-zeen. In early times he and his braves were very
friendly with the cattlemen along the San Pedro, often being
fed at the ranch houses. One morning Es-kim-in-zeen and some
of his Apaches went to one of these ranch houses. After the
cattlemen had eaten breakfast they had the Indians sit down
and eat, after which the Indians rose from the table and killed
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every man there. Es-kim-in-zeen said: "My heart burst within
me and I had to do it; any coward can kill his enemy but it takes
a brave man to kill his friend." As a mark of appreciation of
this noble sentiment, the United States Government gave this
brave man and his followers a tract of land and a band of cattle
on condition that he would keep his heart in order and would
not allow it to "burst within him" again. To finish with
Ex-kim-in-zeen. While the Apaches were in the Catalina
Mountains, he, or some of his braves were often seen driving
wagon loads of beef to the renegades in the mountains. He did
not dare let his heart burst again but he did his little bit as well
as he could.

Life passed uneventfully by until May of 1886. The mine
and mill at Mammoth had been shut down for repairs; no
timber being needed for the mine the Mexicans at the Copper
Camp had been discharged. Our little family of three, together
with Charles Gooding and Charles Quitty, constituted the
population of the Copper Camp.

One night about eleven o'clock Minnie came into our room
and said: "Oh, father, Mr. Ramsdell is outside and he says
the Indians are here." Mr. Dyer got up, went to the door and
found that Mr. Ramsdell had become confused and could not
find the crossing of the brook, so he stood on the bank and
yelled "Indians!" When he came in he was shaking with
fright—not for himself but for us. There had been a fight
between some ranchers and a band of Apaches on the San
Pedro. After dark that evening two men came on horseback to
the Gold Camp to warn the miners. Mr. Ramsdell wanted them
to go up the mountain and warn us but they said they would
not for fear of running into the Indians; that we were probably
all killed by that time, anyway. Mr. Ramsdell then seized his
gun and ran the eight miles up the mountain. Mr. Dyer went
down and roused the two young men. They arose, dressed and
came up to our house with their guns; there was nowhere to go
and nothing to do. Our house being made of logs was the best
place for defense. We sat and waited, expecting an attack at
daylight. We afterwards found that eight Apaches, four
wounded in charge of four well ones, had passed our house in the
night on their way to some deserted cabins several miles farther
up the mountain. They knew about us and intended to kill
us on their way out, after the wounded had recovered. We had
no way of leaving. Minnie had been ill and could not walk far.
Mr. Ramsdell and the two young men made a sleeping place on
a small hill, overlooking our house and spent the nights there
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until we went away. Two days after we were first warned, Mr.
Weedin and Joe Phy came from Florence to warn us but could
think of no way to get us out on account of Minnie's ill
health, so after staying a night and day they went down to
Mammoth. Mr. Johnson, the superintendent at Mammoth, had
not known we were in danger. He looked about the camp to find
a man and conveyance to send for us. He found that a man
named Ezekiel had a good two-seated spring wagon and a pair of
fast horses. When the matter was explained to him he said at
once he would go. He started the next morning and drove the
sixty miles with his gun on his knees, keeping one eye on the road
and the other on every clump of rocks and bushes. After his
arrival we made our preparations and left for Mammoth early the
next morning, driving rapidly and expecting at any moment to
run into the Indians. Nothing happened, however, and we
arrived safely at Mammoth.

We had taken with us only a few things, as the wagon could
not be heavily loaded. Mr. Dyer and Minnie, being from the
east, could never understand the danger from the Indians and
would not have left the Copper Camp if it had not been for my
fears. I was in terror. I had lived in the West nearly all my
life, and besides had had an uncle killed by the Apaches.

The next morning after we arrived at Mammoth, Mr. Dyer
hired a heavy wagon and driver and went back to the Copper
Camp to bring away the stuff that had been left there. When
they left Mammoth the driver was so drunk he could hardly
sit on the seat. That evening we could see the Indians' signal
fires on the peaks of the mountains. A flame would dart up and
down several times and would then be answered in the same
way from another peak.

Just after Mr. Dyer had gone, Mr. Wallace, the superin-
tendent of the mill, came in and told us that the body of Dr.
Davis had been found in the road over which Mr. Dyer would
pass. Dr. Davis and his family lived on a cattle ranch on the
San Pedro. He had taken his family into Tucson for safety
and was returning to the ranch when the Indians waylaid and
killed him. My feelings during the days Mr. Dyer was gone
may be imagined; however, he returned safely without seeing
anything of the Indians.

We remained at Mammoth about two weeks, hoping the
Apache raid would be ended and we might return in safety to
the Copper Camp, but it became apparent that the end was not
near, so we went to Tucson on the stage, which was considered
safer than a private conveyance. Until we were out of the
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danger zone the men in the stage rode with their guns in their
hands, but we saw no Indians.

A year or so after this terrifying Indian experience, in which
we saw no Indians, Charles Gooding met and talked with an
Apache scout who told him that the Indians knew all about us;
that the eight Indians who passed our house in the mountains
intended to kill us on their way out, when the wounded ones had
sufficiently recovered to travel. The eight lay all of one day con-
cealed in some bushes on a little hill not far from the house.
They described us to the scout. They saw we had been warned
and that there were four armed men on guard. They stole
away in the night intending to return with a larger party, but
before they did so we were gone.

So ended the Indian scare, in which we saw no Indians, but
which was terrifying just the same.
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STAGES HELD UP ON BLACK CANYON ROUTE
(I. E. SOLOMON tells story)

I. E. Solomon for many years was one of the prominent
citizens and merchants of Southern Arizona, residing at Solo-
monville, Graham County, this town taking its name from Mr.
Solomon. He went to the site of Solomonville in 1876 from
Clifton, where for a short time he was employed in the crude
copper smelter then in operation there and owned by the Lis-
zynsky Brothers, who were relatives of Mrs. Solomon. What
caused Mr. Solomon to go to the Gila Valley was a contract for
burning mesquite timber into charcoal for use in the furnaces
of the Clifton smelter. At Solomonville he established a general
store which grew into one of the largest mercantile establish-
ments in Southern Arizona. He was also president of the firm
of Solomon, Wickersham & Company, wholesale and retail
merchants and government contractors at Bowie station, on the
Southern Pacific Railroad. At Solomonville Mr. Solomon also
handled government contracts, supplying hay and grain to the
military posts at Fort Grant, Fort Thomas and San Carlos. To
make settlement with the quartermasters' department of the
army, at Prescott, was the business of Mr. Solomon at Prescott
at the time of the stage hold-up incident related in the following,
written by Mr. Solomon at the request of the state historian
in January, 1923:

"In the early part of 1880 I had an exciting experience on
the Black Canyon road, between Prescott and Phoenix, when
two stages were held up, at their meeting place, by robbers, all
the passengers relieved of their cash and other valuables.

"At that time I was president of the firm of Solomon, Wick-
ersham & Company, merchants, government contractors and
forwarding agents at Bowie, on the Southern Pacific Railroad,
thirty-five miles south of my home at Solomonville. This firm
held contracts for military supplies and the forwarding of
supplies to the various army posts and camps in Southern
Arizona, then infested by unconquered hostile Apache Indians.
The incident I will relate occurred when I was returning to
Bowie from Prescott, where I had been to make settlement
with the army quartermaster. As a result of this settlement
I received from the quartermaster two government checks, one
for $1,000 and one for $960. As I needed some money for
expenses of my trip home I went to Colonel Head's store in



STAGES HELD UP 51

Prescott and asked him to cash one of the quartermaster's
checks. He asked me what size these checks were. I told him
I wanted to cash one for $960. He asked his bookkeeper, Mr.
Cook, to cash my -checks. Mr. Cook started to count the money
out to me in nothing but fives and small bills, making a large
pile of money. In those days one was always more or less
concerned about the danger of hold-ups and it occurred to me
that I should not risk this money on a trip home, a wise con-
clusion as events afterward proved. I then asked Mr. Cook if
he had any larger bills he could give me. He said he had none,
so I asked him to cash my personal check for a small amount
to meet my expense to Phoenix. He said he would much rather
cash my individual check as they desired to retain their own
cash for which there was urgent demand in Prescott. I drew
my check for $25 and retained the draft. I started for my home
on the same day, accompanied by Captain Gordon, of the U. S.
Cavalry, who was stationed at Fort Grant. There was also a
doctor in the stage coach with us.

"We left Prescott about two o'clock in the afternoon. As
it got dark the captain, as if having a presentiment of danger,
told me if I had any money with me I had better put it in my
boots as we were liable to be held up along there. I told the
captain what little money I had would not hurt me to lose but
that he had better secrete what he had, which was considerably
more than I had. I noticed the captain was getting more and
more nervous. Finally he left the seat inside the coach and
climbed up beside the driver, I remaining with the doctor on the
inside. About one hour alter the captain left his seat in the
coach two masked men stopped the stage. One of them pointed
a gun at me and told me to get out and, of course, I lost no
time in obeying the order, as did the doctor. The captain was
ordered down from the driver's seat. One of the men said
"Throw up your hands!" and this order was obeyed without
any loss of time. In those days I had a valuable gold watch,
open face, to which was attached a silk cord. One of the men
started to untie this silk cord. I asked him to cut the cord instead
of trying to untie it. He cut the cord and took my watch. He
also took the watches of the captain and the doctor. Next he
went through my pockets from which he obtained some $50 or
$60. The doctor had only about $5.00 or $10 but my friend, the
captain, yielded up between $200 and $300 in cash. They
returned what checks were taken from us, as they could be of
no use to the bandits. In the meantime they ordered the
Wells-Fargo box down from the seat of the stage, opened it and
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took out the contents. During all this time there was good
humored conversation between the robbers and the stage
passengers, I taking occasion to compliment the robbers on the
success of their enterprise in getting a substantial amount of cash
and other valuables without doing bodily harm to anyone.

"After the express box had been rifled the stage enroute to
Prescott from Phoenix was heard coming and we, of the Phoenix-
bound, were ordered to stand quietly beside the road—(this inci-
dent occurred about two miles from Gillette Station). There were
six men on the Prescott bound stage, among them three soldiers, a
doctor and Dick Nagle, one of the best men in the United States
marshal's force in Arizona at that time and who had previously
been city marshal at Tombstone. These men were ordered out
of the stage, the soldiers having previously thrown their guns
to the side of the road, and with "hands up!" they were relieved
of their valuables as we had been—money and watches. I think
one of the robbers must have known me—at least he seemed to
show unusual regard for me. The robbers remained until after
the Prescott stage departed. Before the Prescott stage moved
away I again took occasion to congratulate the bandits on the
good success of their undertaking—holding up two stages without
harm to anyone, other than the loss of cash and other valuables
and thanked them for their courtesy and desire to avoid inflicting
bodily harm. The two men seemed to appreciate my com-
plimentary remarks and this emboldened me to ask the man who
I was led to believe knew me if he would not be good enough
to hand back my watch, as I regarded it as an heirloom, it having
been given me by a relative and while it would be of little value
to them I prized it very highly. There was no hesitation on the
part of the robbers in complying with this request, one of them
producing eight or ten watches. Mine being open-faced and
with silk cord I readily recognized it and received it back, thank-
ing the man who handed it to me. Captain Gordon asked them
to return his watch also. I explained to them that Captain
Gordon was a friend of mine and as he had yielded a goodly sum
of cash I thought they could afford to return his watch, which
was done without further remark. Then Deputy-Marshal Nagle
said: "Gentlemen, I hope you will also return my watch. I
prize it very highly because it was given me by prominent
citizens of Tombstone after I had served that city as chief of
police. The names of my Tombstone friends are engraved on
the watch, also my own name. If you will return to me my
watch I will leave, or send, $100 to any place in Arizona for you
and never attempt to make any trouble for you on account of
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my watch. You just name the place and I will send the $100 if
you return to me this highly prized watch." They hesitated for
some little time when, finally, one of the robbers said "Here,
take your confounded watch" and he got it back and without
any instructions as to where to send the money he had promised.

"Such good furtune as had come to us with the return of
the watches was hardly to be expected from stage robbers and
this caused me to ask for more, so after the Prescott stage had
started I again thanked "the boys" for their liberality , in
returning our watches, telling them that they had been very
nice to our friends. I then asked that they return to me enough
money to pay for my breakfast in Phoenix and drinks for myself,
the captain, the doctor and the stage driver. One of them
pulled out a hand filled with silver with the remark that I take
what I needed. I took $7.00 or $8.00, remarking, "Boys, you
seem to be regular fellers." We parted, but I never was sure
whether I was known to one of them or not."

Mr. Solomon, after many years of prominence in business at
Solomonville, and Bowie, sold his holdings and retired. He,
with Mrs. Solomon, now resides in Los Angeles. Their children
were Charles F., now president of the Arizona-Southwest Bank,
at Tucson; Harry now residing in the Imperial Valley; Eva, who
married Julius Wetzler, of Holbrook, Arizona, where she now
lives; Rose, who married Dave Goldberg, of Phoenix, residing
here until Mr. Goldberg retired from business here and estab-
lished a home in San Francisco; Lilly, who married Max Lantin,
of Globe, now residing in Los Angeles; Blanche, who married
Jacob Weinberger, of Globe, who, soon after serving in the
Arizona Constitutional Convention in 1911 moved to San
Diego, where he is now practicing law.
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INTERESTING REMINISCENCES
By COLONEL A. J. DORAN

For many years Major A. J. Doran was one of the prominent
men of the Territory of Arizona. He first came into Arizona in
1862, being with General Carleton, who commanded what was
known as the California Column, a military expedition sent to
Arizona and New Mexico to clear the country of a Southern
Confederacy force, which had taken possession of Southern
New Mexico and the territory now included in Arizona, under
General Baylor, who had established headquarters at La
Mesilla, where he issued a proclamation declaring himself Gov-
ernor of Arizona.

After his service in the California Column, Doran returned
to California and engaged in mining in that state and Utah for
a time. He was a millwright and bridge builder and was engaged
in bridge building on the Santa Fe Railroad during its con-
struction; was present when the last spike was driven when the
two roads were connected, at Promongory. For a time he was
in the employ of the Central Pacific Railroad Company, and he
built the first railroad turn-table ever used in the United States,
at the foot of Second Street, San Francisco. He then went to
the Death Valley country and helped to build the Panamint
Mill for Stewart and Jones.

In the fall of 1876 he left Los Angeles for Arizona, and
resided here up to the time of his death, which occurred in the
Arizona Pioneers' Home, at Prescott, he being superintendent of
that institution.

Soon after arriving in Arizona he built the mill at Pinal for
the Silver King Mining Company. Afterwards he was super-
intendent of the Silver King Company for several years.

Major Doran left the Silver King Mine to reside in Florence,
where he served Pinal County in many official positions. In
1880 he was elected as a member of the Eleventh Territorial
Legislature, the session being held at Prescott. At the next
election, that of 1882, he was elected sheriff. After that he
served two terms as chairman of the board of supervisors.
He was elected a member of the Fourteenth Territorial Leg-
islature in Prescott. He was also a member of the Sixteenth
Legislature, which convened in the city hall in Phoenix. He was
also a member of the council in the Seventeenth and Eighteenth
Territorial Legislatures and was president of the council in the
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eighteenth session. He served two terms as member of the
territorial board of equalization, being first appointed by
Governor Lewis Wolfley in 1889. For seven years he was Lieu-
tenant-Colonel of the First Regiment of the Arizona National
Guard.

Major Doran was elected to the council of the Twenty-
fourth Territorial Legislature from Yavapai County, and was
chosen president of that body.

Major Doran resided for many years in Pinal County.
He built the old and, later, the new court-house and an im-
portant school-house. The lumber used in the old court-house at
Florence in 1878 was hauled from Prescott at the cost of $150.00
per thousand for rough lumber. The new court-house was
built in 1889.

During the time Major Doran served Pinal County as
sheriff, the Silver King Mine was in full operation, reducing the
ores into silver bars and concentrates. The bars weighed from
100 to 125 pounds and were shipped by express to Casa Grande
Station, on the Southern Pacific Railroad, and thence to San
Francisco. The Stage was robbed twice while Doran was sheriff,
and the bullion taken. The first time there was only one bar on
the stage. The stage was held up a short distance from Pinal,
where the mill was located. The bar was so heavy the robbers
could not handle it, so they secreted it a short distance from the
scene of the robbery. Immediate pursuit was given and a search
made for the bar of bullion and it was found.

Some months later, according to Major Doran, the stage
was held up again, almost at the same place, and three bars of
bullion were taken. After the robbery the stage driver returned
to Pinal and gave the alarm. The bullion was recovered and two
of the robbers were captured. They were convicted and sent
to prison for a term of years. One of these robbers Major Doran
pursued for about 100 miles into the Tonto Basin Country,
before capturing him. He, together with his pal, served their
prison terms.

The Silver King Mine
Major Doran gave the following description of the Silver

King Mine:
"The Silver King was a marvelous mine Its ore shute was

150 feet in length and 75 feet in width, in porphyry formation.
It produced about sixteen million of dollars and paid eight
millions in dividends to its owners. The first ores were selected
and hauled from the mine to Yuma, a distance of 350 miles, from
where it was shipped by steamer to San Francisco. The wagon
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freight to Yuma was fifteen cents per pound and the steamer
freight was $25.00 per ton. This made a total of $350. per ton.
The ore ran in value from two to four thousand dollars per ton,
much of it being almost pure silver. The mine was discovered
in the latter part of the year 1873. The road from Silver King
to Picket Post, just over the crest of the mountain, was built by
General Stoneman, then in command of the military department
of Arizona, and was known as "Stoneman's Grade." Two
soldiers belonging to his command, and stationed at the post,
were discharged and they started to go to Florence, on foot.
When they got to the foot of the mountain, on the south side,
they stopped to rest. One of them picked up a piece of peculiar
looking ore, took it with him to Florence and showed it to
Charlie Mason, who was then a resident of Florence. Mason
had the ore tested and found that it was very rich in silver,
being almost solid chloride of silver, known to miners as "horn
silver." The soldiers disappeared, no one knowing where they
went.

"After the ore was tested, Charlie Mason, Billy Long and
Mr. Reagan organized a party and went on a hunt for this mine,
or the location the ore came from. They made an extended
search, but could not find anything, at that time. One of their
animals, a white mule, strayed away from the camp about the
time the party was ready to return to Florence. Billy Long left
the camp in search of the lost mule. He saw him standing on a
round, reddish looking hill, sunning himself in the morning sun.
Long went up the hill and got the mule and discovered that the
mule was standing on the croppings of what was afterwards
known as the Silver King Mine.

"They made the location in 1873 and Charlie Mason became
the first superintendent of the incorporated company. I relieved
Mason as superintendent in 1881. The first mill erected on the
mine had five stamps, erected by an old millwright well known
in Arizona by the name of Comstock. The second mill had
twenty stamps. During the time I was superintendent I made
the heaviest single shipment from the Silver King; it consisted
of 22 bars of silver, valued at $70,000, the result of fifteen days'
run, besides concentrates to the value of as much or more than
the bullion shipped. The concentrates, usually, were worth
$2,000 per ton.

"The above is a correct history of the Silver King Mine,
which was a rich producer for a number of years. The Silver
King Company was incorporated in San Francisco, under the
laws of the State of California; its capitalization being $500,000
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or $1,000,000. Among the incorporators were J. M. Barney,
Charlie Mason, Mr. Reagan and William Long. The mine was
worked to a depth of one thousand feet. It was closed down in
1886 because of the decline of silver and the decrease in the
value of the ore."

Robberies and Murders
Arizona, up to 1885, was a wild country and robberies and

murders were frequent. Major Doran gave an account of some
of them in an interview with State Historian Thomas E. Farish
in 1916:

"In the year 1882, in the month of September, a stage
running from Bisbee to Tombstone, and into Tucson, was held
up below Tombstone on a trip from Tucson. This was com-
monly known as the Bisbee Robbery. Bob Paul, who was the
Wells-Fargo messenger, and had a shot-gun, exchanged places
with the driver, Philpot, who was carrying the gun and Bob
Paul was driving the team. The stage was attacked, Philpot
was killed and the treasure taken. Around the place of the
robbery were leaves from a book, and the officers hunted for
months to find that book, without success, this being the only
clue to the perpetrators of the robbery.

"On the 10th of August, following, occurred what became
known as the Riverside Robbery. The stage ran between
Florence and Globe and was held up about one-half mile from
Riverside; the treasure-box was robbed and Collins, the mes-
senger, was killed. The treasure-box was opened and the treasure
taken out—about $1,000 in gold and $2,000 in silver. For some
time prior to this robbery there was a man in Florende known
as "Red Jack," whose true name was Jack Aimer. He was
watching outgoing stages and gave the tip to his accomplices
that on this stage was a considerable amount of treasure. I was
sheriff of Pinal County at the time. The two men committing
the robbery were a man by the name of Tuttle and one by the
name of Hensley. They took the treasure about 10 o'clock at
night and rode to Redfield's Ranch, on the San Pedro River,
75 miles from the scene of the robbery and murder. On the way
to the ranch the two thousand dollars in silver, being very heavy
and inconvenient to carry, was cached in an arroya about thirty
miles from the scene of the robbery. These men were seen and
recognized as they were traveling on the road to Redfield's
Ranch, where they arrived on the following morning. Hensley,
after resting during the day, struck off into the Rincon Moun-
tains, where he was later joined by Almar. Tuttle remained
on the ranch, which was his home. On the day after their arrival
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at the Redfield Ranch I arrived with a posse, and having gathered
conclusive evidence that Hensley and Tuttle had committed the
robbery, and having found on the ranch the shot-gun which
Tuttle had used in killing Collins, the messenger, and also a
mail sack which had been carried off, I arrested both Tuttle
and Redfield and carried them to Florence. ' The chain of evi-
dence was now complete, and when confronted with it Tuttle
made a full confession of everything, showing that Redfield,
who was a man of wealth and position, had planned the robbery
and had given Tuttle and Hensley a hatchet to be used in
opening the treasure-box, telling them how to do it and what
disposition to make of the hatchet, which was to throw it away
as far as they could. Tuttle also said that Redfield had planned
other robberies and was acting as a protection to the criminals,
dividing the spoils at his ranch. Under guard, Tuttle was taken
to where the silver was cached and it was recovered. I made a
thorough search of Redfield's Ranch, which was a small adobe
building, with strong vegas and a dirt roof. In the center of the
building was a post running up to the roof, apparently to support
the vegas. It occurred to me that this post was unnecessary
and I removed it. It set upon a board about twelve or fourteen
inches wide and two feet long. I removed this board and under-
neath it, buried in the dirt floor, was a box containing $14,000
in money, supposed to be the money taken from the stage at the
time of the Bisbee robbery, mentioned above. I also found the
book from which the leaves were torn and scattered around the
place where the Bisbee robbery occurred. After the incarcera-
tion of the prisoners in Florence a vigilance committee, composed
of some of the leading citizens of Florence, was organized to take
the prisoners out of my possession and hang them. I doubled the
guard at the jail when I learned the intention of the committee,
and went to some of the leaders and told them that I had ample
evidence to convict the men and that my duty as an officer was
to protect them, and that they could not secure these men except
over my dead body, and that in the fight some of them would
be killed, and that one thing was certain—I could rely on the
fidelity of my guards and that as far as I was concerned as an
officer of the law, I had my duty to perform. The leaders
contended that Redfield being a rich man, would have a trial
in some other county and would escape just punishment. I gave
them assurance that the men should not be taken from my
possession. They replied that with my assurance to that effect
they would not attempt to force the jail, but would let the law
take its course. About ten days later Major Evans, the deputy
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United States marshal, and known as a determined, fearless man,
appeared on the scene with a posse of nine men—noted gun-men
—with an order from Judge Pinney, the chief justice of the
territory, to deliver Redfield. I was ordered to deliver the men
into the custody of the marshal. This request I refused to obey.
Evans threatened to take them by force and then I summoned
the citizens of the town to guard the jail and to assist me in
holding the prisoners. The citizens came in and the bodies of
Redfield and Tuttle were found suspended in the jail from the
floor bean § above. I then told the marshal that I had recon-
sidered my action and that he could have the man, Redfield.
I conducted Marshal Evans to the jail, opened the door and
found both men lifeless, as above stated. Evans then said he
did not want Redfield. I then requested Evans to do me a favor
by making a return on the court order saying that I had offered
to deliver the body of Redfield, which he did. "Now," said I,
"go to the judge and tell him what has occurred; tell him that I
positively refused to obey his order and everything connected
with it, as far as you know. Some time after I received a citation
from Judge Pinney to appear in Phoenix to show cause why I
should not be punished for contempt of court. I went and had
an interview with the judge. I showed him Tuttle's con-
fession; showed him the evidence which I had obtained in
reference to the robbery; showing conclusively that Redfield
had planned the robbery; had received the money, and that
Tuttle had done the shooting. The judge studied a few moments
and said: "Mr. Sheriff, go home and attend to your duties;
when I want you for contempt of court I will send for you."
As above stated, Aimer joined Hensley in the Rincon Mountains,
one of the roughest ranges in Arizona. I went to the Rincons
with a posse, being joined by Sheriff Bob Paul, of Pima County,
with another posse. We chased the criminals for several days
through the mountains and at times exchanged shots with them.
They were finally starved out and made a break to cross the
Sulphur Springs Valley to Wilcox. On their way across the
valley they came upon a freighter's camp, from whom they
demanded food. The freighter's name was Moore, who knew
of the robbery and that these men were wanted. He told them
to come back in a few moments and he would put a lot of grub
in the tail-end of his rear wagon and they could go and take it,
so he would not see them and, therefore, not be made liable for
harboring criminals. Moore put the food in the tail-end of his
wagon, as he said, and hid himself and drivers in an abandoned
adobe house near the road. When the robbers came for the
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food Moore and his party opened fire upon them. They ran
into an arroyo, followed by Moore and his drivers, when both
were killed."

Major Doran tells of a very interesting and exciting ex-
perience with a stage robber, after he had retired from the office
of sheriff.

The story follows:
"Having occasion to visit Florence on business, connected

with the court, and having transacted the business, I boarded
the stage running between Florence and Casa Grande, a distance
of twenty-six miles. Midway on the stage journey, with myself
as the only passenger on the stage, the stage was held up by a
lone horseman. I was ordered to give up my money and what-
ever I had, which I did at the point of a pistol. After robbing
me the man turned and robbed the driver of a like amount of
money, getting exactly two dollars from each of us. He then
turned to the driver, with pistol pointed at him, ordered him to
throw out the mail sack, which was unhesitatingly done, the
mail sack alighting on the ground close to the front wheel of the
stage. He then ordered me to open the mail sack, which I did
after some dilatory objections. I told him that I could not open
the sack, as I had no key and did not want to open the govern-
ment mail, as it might cause serious trouble for me. The man
said: "You have a knife, haven't you?" I said: "Yes," and
he then said: "Take your knife and open it." I then cut the
sack open with my knife, all the time getting a little closer to
him. The man was on one side of the sack with his pistol drawn
on me, with his finger on the trigger, and I made a calculation
that if the pistol was discharged the bullet would strike me in
the breast. I got the mail sack and doubled up my knife to put
it in my pocket, when the robber took it away from me. "Now,"
he said, "empty the sack," which I did and the contents fell in a
heap on the ground between us. He swore at me and said:
"I don't see any money in that." "No," I said, "I don't see
any money either and I don't believe there is any money in it."
All this time I was getting a little closer to the robber. At last
with my foot I spread the mail out on the ground, concluding
that the robber would look down to see what was uncovered.
The robber did as I supposed he would, when I made a grab for
his gun and a fight commenced for its possession between the
robber and myself. I was quick in throwing the gun to one side,
so that if it went off it would not hurt me, the horses or the
driver. I called to the driver, saying "come quick for we have
got this fellow," but the driver did not come, but left me to
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fight alone with the robber. Finally the robber got possession of
his pistol and ran away about two rods and threatened to kill
me, which he could have done had he not changed his mind and
put his pistol in the holster, jumped on his horse and rode away
across the plains. I then gathered up the mail, put it in the sack
and took it under my supervision and delivered it to the post-
master at Casa Grande. I gave the alarm and the officers, a
deputy-United States marshal and a man who later developed
into a noted outlaw, went after the robber and picked him up in
a couple of days. He was brought back to Florence, where
court was in session, and in seven days from the time of the
attempted robbery he was on his way to Alcatraz Island, in
San Francisco Harbor, with a life sentence. He served about
ten years, having in the meantime been transferred to San
Quentin Prison. I concluded he had been punished enough, and
being in Washington, I went to the president and asked him to
take such action in the case as he deemed best. The president
sent his application for pardon to the judge who tried him, and
to the United States attorney who prosecuted him, through the
Department of Justice, saying if they would recommend it,
that he would act as I had requested, which he did, commuting
the sentence to twelve years of actual service. I met the robber
in Los Angeles, after his release from prison, and had dinner
with him, when we talked over our fight on the desert. The
robber afterwards became a lieutenant-colonel in the federal
army in Mexico."

Note.—At the time Major Doran was elected sheriff of
Pinal County, that county was in bad shape; the whiskey men,
gamblers and rough element were running the county, and under
the administration of a former sheriff conditions had drifted
from bad to worse, until, for self-protection, the decent element
of the county organized to bring about a change, regardless of
politics. Doran, who, as manager of the Silver King Mine, had
displayed great courage and determination in ridding the camp
of those who, as miners, were stealing the ore, was urged to
become a candidate for sheriff. He consented, and although
he was a republican and the county strongly democratic, he was
elected as a reform officer.

Major Doran was commissioner from Pinal County to the
New Orleans Cotton Exposition in 1886, and was later named
as president of the Arizona Fair Commission at the St. Louis
Exposition in 1894, being on the ground during the entire
exposition.
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In the 24th Territorial Legislature Major Doran introduced
a bill for the creation of a pioneer's home for the Territory of
Arizona, where pioneers in their declining years could be properly
cared for, at the expense of the territory. This bill was passed
by the legislature, unanimously, but did not receive the approval
of the governor. In the 25th Territorial Legislature this pioneer
home bill was re-introduced by George Morris, of Yavapai
County, and was passed. Major Doran built the Pioneers'
Home at Prescott and was its first superintendent. He died
at the home.

Note.—Mr. Reagan, who was one of the owners of the
Silver King Mine, as above stated, in 1884, after the discovery
of the mine, before it became an active producer, was a hotel
keeper in Florence and attached to the hotel was a bar. Reagan
had an altercation with a man, a discharged soldier, who became
very abusive and threatening, when Reagan drew a knife and
stabbed him to death. Reagan then made the coffin for his
victim, and being a Campbellite preacher, officiated at the
funeral; delivering the sermon; leading in prayer and the general
services.
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FIRST TERM DISTRICT COURT HELD
IN GRAHAM COUNTY

(By GEO. H. KELLY, State Historian)

On the 5th day of November, 1883, the first term of the
district court ever held in Graham County was called to order
by Honorable A. W. Sheldon, associate justice, presiding. The
county had been created by the Legislature in the early part of
1881, more than two years before the first term of Court was held.
When the county was created, Judge W. H. Stillwell, now de-
ceased, was on the bench and he made a trip to the county and
installed E. D. Tuttle, of Safford, as clerk of the district court,
but Judge Stillwell never held a term of court there. The
members of the Grand Jury who served the first term were
E. B. Frink, Anthony Wright, W. B. McCormick, Peter Moore,
Wm. Finley, Edward Merry, T. J. Neese, C. E. Stevens, D. H.
Bass, H. C. Hooker, J. H. Norton, F. A. Kleinsteuber, Benton
Jones, M. L. Wood, W. A. Bonne11, G. M. Bonne11, Robert
Hutchinson, Albert Frye, E. A. Jones, J. M. McCormick,
Cornelius Keleher, John Collins, D. L. Sayer.

H. C. Hooker was made foreman of the grand jury. Mr.
Hooker was the founder of the Sierra Bonita cattle ranch in
the southern part of Graham County, twenty-two miles north
of Willcox. This ranch was one of the best known in Southern
Arizona at that time, where Colonel Hooker took great pride in
raising the best breed of cattle and horses. He moved with his
family to Los Angeles in the latter 90's, and built him a splendid
home on West Adams street in the coast city, where he died some
seventeen years ago. Strange to say, and for no known reason,
Colonel Hooker never visited Solomonville after the term of
court during which he served as foreman of the grand jury,
although he continued to be one of the heaviest tax payers in
the county and his original ranch holdings yet constitute an
important property interest in that county, his sons, Edward
and Joe Hooker, having continued in the cattle business.

Colonel James A. Zabriskie of Tucson was appointed by the
court as counsel for the Mexican prisoners who were without
counsel, of which there were many

Honorable Ben H. Hereford, of Tucson, had the honor of
making the first motion before the District Court of Graham
County. He moved that Mr. Wm. Finley, of Clifton, be ad-
mitted to practice, on affidavit that he had been admitted to
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practice in the Supreme Court of Illinois. Ben Hereford was a
Tucson pioneer and one of the prominent Arizona attorneys of
that day. He was the father of the late Honorable Frank H.
Hereford, for many years a prominent Tucson citizen and widely
known as an attorney.

Edward D. Tuttle was clerk of the court.
Pedro Michelena was sworn as Spanish interpreter for the

term and allowed $5 per day.
The grand jury returned 35 indictments and ignored 44

cases. The indictments found were for murder 10; burglary 1;
assault to do harm 2; assault and battery 1; negligently allowing
prisoner to escape 2; robbery 1; assault with intent to commit
murder 3; robbery by force and intimidation 1; grand larceny 11;
voluntary escape of prisoners 2; assault with deadly weapon 1.

The grand jury examined the various county offices, finding
them all well kept. They found that the debt of the county had
already grown to the sum of $23,978. For the previous year
$17,276 was collected from property tax.

The grand jury did not mince matters, and things they
found which were detrimental to the county were made public
and remedy suggested, as will be seen by the following extracts
from their reports:

"The attention of this grand jury has been very forcibly
called to the negligence of our present District Attorney, A. M.
Patterson, through his failure to perform his official duties in a
proper manner, thereby increasing to a considerable extent the
expense of this term of court, impeding thereby the due course
of justice and the prosecution of crime. We further desire to
condemn in the strongest terms the employment by A. M.
Patterson during his recent absence from the county of an
unreliable and unworthy assistant district attorney in the
person of R. F. Hughson. We suggest the propriety of Mr.
Patterson tendering his resignation as District Attorney in
this county.

"It is the opinion of the grand jury that crimes have been
committed, in which witnesses summoned before this body have
failed to give proper testimony, but whether through fear or on
account of being accomplices is to this grand jury unknown.
We also find that several highway robberies have been committed
upon the Clifton St Lordsburg stage road, and that in but one
instance has the property of the stage company been molested,
although the coaches have been several times stopped, an
unusual occurrence, and unaccounted for by this grand jury.



FIRST COURT IN GRAHAM COUNTY	 65

"It is the opinion of the grand jury that in and about the
Coronado ranch, also the ranches of Sixto Garcia and Jas.
Hoxie, there has been and now is a resort of outlaws of every
grade, where stolen property of every kind is concealed from its
rightful owners, and where supplies are furnished to these
outlaws by parties to this grand jury unknown."

Of the members of this first grand jury in Graham County
only one or two are yet living. These are Charles E. Stevens
who was one of the early pioneer prospectors in the Clifton
district. He was a brother of the late I. N. Stevens who died
last year. They were in the first party of white men that visited
that district and located claims, coming there from Silver City,
New Mexico.

M. L. Wood is now a resident of Los Angeles. He was a
pioneer in the vicinity of Fort Grant, where he resided for more
than forty years. In the early days Wood was a prominent
government contractor and supplied hay, grain and beef to the
Fort Grant military post. He served as justice of the peace at
Fort Grant for many years.

D. L. Sayer, who was editor of the Clifton Clarion when the
first grand jury met, is believed to be still living and publishing
a paper somewhere in California.

The county officers of Graham County, at the time of the
first court term, had been elected in 1882 at the first election
ever held in Graham County, were as follows:

Councilman, P. J. Bolan; Assemblyman, Adolph Solomon;
Probate Judge, G. H. Hyatt; Clerk, T. E. Reymert; Sheriff, Geo.
H. Stevens; Recorder, Pablo Salcido; Deputy Recorder, P. J.
Bolan; Treasurer, I. E. Solomon; Deputy Treasurer, W. S.
Martin; District Attorney, A. M. Patterson; Public Adminis-
trator and Coroner, Dan Ming; County Surveyor, J. D. Holla-
day; Board of Supervisors, S. W. Pomeroy, I. N. Stevens and
A. M. Franklin; Clerk of the Board, J. T. Fitzgerald.

P. J. Bolan died in California several years ago, where he
had gone with his wife and purchased a rooming house at Re-
dondo Beach. His death was a tragic one and brought on by his
falling down the back stairs of the lodging house and breaking
his neck. Bolan was one of the best known attorneys and
politicians in Arizona during the 80's. He originally was a
resident of Phoenix where he practiced law. In 1880 he was a
member of the legislature from Maricopa County and was one
of the men that stood sponsor for the creation of Graham
County by the Legislature in 1881. He immediately took up
his residence in the new county where he afterwards served in
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many positions, including deputyships in various offices. He
later represented Graham and Cochise as a joint councilman in
the Legislature in 1885.

Adolph Solomon was a brother of I. E. Solomon, the county
treasurer, and was also a member of the firm Solomon & Wick-
ersham, wholesale merchants and government contractors at
Bowie. Adolph died some seventeen years ago in San Francisco
where he had resided several years previous. I. E. Solomon,
who was the first county treasurer of Graham County, now
retired, is now residing in Los Angeles, California. He was for
many years the most prominent merchant and business man in
Graham County, but never held any office after the one term as
county treasurer.

Geo. H. Stevens, who was the first elected sheriff of Graham
County, had been a member of the territorial council in 1881,
serving from Pima County which formerly included all of
Graham County south of the Gila River. Stevens was promi-
nent in politics and probably was as well known in Arizona as
any other man in the territory. He represented Graham County
several times in the council and was finally appointed on the
territorial prison board, of which he was made treasurer. He
left the territory without bidding goodby to his fellow com-
missioners on the prison board and afterwards it was discovered
that he had taken away with him several thousand dollars of the
territory's money. He went into the Yukon country where he,
remained for many years, finally returning to San Diego, Cal-
ifornia, where he died four years ago. Stevens was known to
intimate friends throughout the territory as "Little Steve"
and during the governorship of C. Meyer Zulick there was no
man who was closer to the executive or had more influence in
the governor's office than Stevens.

Pablo Salcido was killed by Augustin Chacon, a Mexican
outlaw and desperado. Salcido' was assisting the officers who
desired to arrest Chacon. Chacon had taken a post on the
mountainside above Morenci, behind some rocks. Salcido be-
lieved that his past friendship for Chacon would shield him from
harm and started up the mountain to have a talk with Chacon.
Chacon allowed Salcido to advance to within about fifty feet of
him when he deliberately raised from behind a rock and shot
Salcido dead. Chacon afterwards was hung for the murder of
Salcido.

Dan Ming, who was public administrator and coroner of
Graham County in 1883, had been a government scout previous
to that time. After that he located a cattle ranch in the Aravaipa
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canyon where he resided and was prosperous until the Spanish
American War when he went with the government in charge of
a pack train to the Philippine Islands. He had served under
Captain Lawton, who was prominent in the capture of Geronimo
and he accompanied Captain Lawton to the Philippine Islands.
Lawton was killed in the Philippines and Ming remained there
for several years thereafter. He returned to Arizona during the
World War and had charge of the pack trains at Fort Huachuca,
from whence he went with the Pershing Expedition into Mexico
after Pancho Villa had made the raid on Columbus, New Mexico.
Ming died some two years ago at Presidio, California, where he
was still in service in the military arm of the government'

A. M. Franklin, who was a member of the first board of
supervisors in Graham County, is now a resident of Tucson and
is engaged in the real estate and insurance business.

E. D. Tuttle, who was clerk of the court of Graham County
in 1883, died recently in Los Angeles where he had resided for
the past twenty years. Judge Tuttle, as he was always known,
was a member of the first Arizona territorial legislature, having
been elected as a member of that body from Mohave County.
He was at that time a lieutenant in the United States Army,
stationed at Fort Mohave. After his election to the Legislature
he secured a leave of absence during the forty-four days of the
session. Judge Tuttle was one of the first settlers in Safford,
the present county seat of Graham County, he converting a
homestead entry into the original Safford townsite. During his
long residence in Graham County he filled many positions of
public trust and was ever regarded as one of the most efficient
public officers who ever did serve in the state of Arizona.
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INCIDENTS OF BUILDING A RAILROAD—
BOWIE TO GLOBE

(By GEO. H. KELLY—written in 1898)

The Gila Valley, Globe & Northern Railway was built by
William Garland, now of Los Angeles, California. Very little
preliminary preparation had been done, such as sounding the
various towns and communities for subsidies or aid and encour-
agement. Mr. Garland and his secretary established head-
quarters at Bowie, and actually began grading for terminal
switches and side tracks before a great many residents along its
route through the Gila Valley knew anything about the proposed
new railroad. The necessity for such a line had long been rec-
ognized at Globe and in the Gila Valley, in Graham County, as
a means of stimulating the mining industry in the Globe district
and adding to its profit by removing the inconvenience and
heavy cost of the long freight haul from Wilcox and Bowie, on
the Southern Pacific Railroad a distance of 125 miles.

Following the arrival of Mr. Garland at Bowie soon came
grading outfits and material for the road and construction work
was started. This work proceeded without special incident
through the year 1894, and early in the year 1895 the track had
been laid as far as Pima.

Of course there had been the usual work of negotiating for
and securing rights-of-way for the railroad through the culti-
vated area of the Gila Valley through which the survey passed.
One right-of-way incident I shall relate here because of the
unusual method adopted by one Patrick Sullivan to bring the
railroad company to a settlement on his right-of-way claim for
damage done to a tract of land owned by him:

On Monday morning, the first in the month of February,
1895, when the train from Bowie arrived at the tract of land
owned by Mr. Sullivan, it was discovered that Sullivan had built
a board shanty across the railroad track and put a wire fence
across the track on the line of his land, about twenty feet from
the shanty. Mr. Sullivan and his wife had taken up a position
between the wire fence and the improvised house where, with
guns, they awaited the coming of the iron horse.

On the arrival of the train a good many neighbors of the
Sullivans had gathered to see the result of the impending con-
flict at "Fort Sullivan." The train came to a stop a short
distance from the wire fence in front of the bailiwick of Mr.
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Sullivan. Mr. Garland, president of the road, was aboard and
he alighted from the train, went forward and began to loosen the
wire fence. At this time Sullivan leveled a double-barreled
shot gun at Garland and ordered him to keep hands off his
property. Garland after looking for a short moment into the
mouth of the ugly weapon, returned to the train and caused it to
be backed to Solomonville where he swore out a warrant for
Sullivan, who was arrested by the sheriff and brought before
Justice of the Peace, W. J. Parks. Sullivan was released on
bond, but while he was detained in court Garland and his
train crew razed "Fort Sullivan" from the railroad track and
proceeded with the train to the end of the track, near Pima.

On Tuesday morning, when the train again arrived from
Bowie, it was found that "Fort Sullivan" was again an obstruc-
tion to undisturbed progress, the garrison showing as much de-
termination as on the day before, but the sheriff being present
no hostilities occurred and the trainmen soon razed the shanty.

This, it was thought, would end the trouble until the court
docket was adorned with sundry damage suits, pro and con.
But it was not to be so and when the train arrived Wednesday
"Fort Sullivan" again loomed up to bar its passage. Mr.
Garland was on board and again he went to Solomonville and
procured warrants for Mr. Sullivan and also his wife. The
officers and train arrived at the seat of war about three o'clock
where a great crowd had assembled to see the outcome of this
second engagement. Sullivan and his wife stood just inside the
improvised wire fence and when Sheriff Wight read the warrant
Sullivan said he would not go unless he was literally carried
off his land by the officers. This was a ridiculous proposition.
It placed Sullivan in the position of resisting an officer, and
when his attention was called to that fact he became more
reasonable and allowed the sheriff to lead him gently away, as
did Mrs. Sullivan. The belligerents out of the way, the house
was again torn down by the trainmen and the train proceeded
to Pima. Mr. and Mrs. Sullivan were taken to Solomonville
again and gave bonds for their appearance in court.

There were two sides to this controversy. On the one hand
Mr. Sullivan claimed that the railroad company went on his
land without permission; that he promised to give the right-of-
way if the road ran straight on the south line. He was away in
California when the graders reached his land, when instead of
building on the line, as agreed, they made a curve through the
160-acre tract, greatly to his damage and inconvenience. He
claimed that he had done all in his power to secure recompense
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for the damage done to his land. He says his letters to the
company remained unanswered. Garland's claim was that
Sullivan demanded unreasonable pay for the right-of-way.

This ended hostilities over the right-of-way, Sullivan being
restrained by a court injunction from further interference with
the operation of the railroad.

The criminal cases were dismissed, and on a trial of the
injunction case Sullivan was awarded damages, not as much as
he claimed, but more than Garland thought he ought to have
to pay.

More Right-of-Way Trouble
Getting a right-of-way from Patrick Sullivan was easy

compared to the trouble encountered by Mr. Garland when he
asked for permission to build his railroad across the possession
of Lo, the Redman, then located on the San Carlos Indian
Reservation. As construction neared the reservation, Hon.
Mark A. Smith, then Arizona representative in Congress, secured
the passage of a bill through Congress granting a right-of-way
through the San Carlos Indian Reservation. The measure
passed both house and senate by unanimous vote, but when it
was presented to President Cleveland it was vetoed with the
statement that it would not be approved until a clause had been
included providing for the Indians on the reservation giving
their consent for the building of the railroad through their
domain. The bill was so changed and re-passed and signed by
the president. Afterwards this law was interpreted by the
Secretary of the Interior to mean that the consent of all the
Indians was required. Here was an insurmountable obstacle.
The bill passed Congress in the year 1895. The road was com-
pleted to the reservation line and a terminal town known as
Geronimo was of some commercial importance for three years.

A good many white men, who had friends and influence
among some of the Indian leaders, at once began to prepare for
a railroad "hold-up" in the matter of the reservation right-of-
way, but Mr. Garland foresaw the futility of going against such
an unfavorable condition and patiently waited for a more
favorable turn of affairs, which came as a result of the election
of McKinley as president. The McKinley administration
decided that the railroad right-of-way bill for the Gila Valley,
Globe and Northern Railway only required that the consent
of a majority of the Indians on the reservation should be given.

In a short time Lieutenant Sedgwick Rice, Indian agent at
San Carlos, received instructions from Washington as to how to
handle the matter of securing an expression from the Indians as
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to their desires concerning the building of the railroad through
their domain. In the meantime, Mr. Garland had been creating
favorable sentiment for his road through a number of civilian
white men, who had extended acquaintance and influence among
the Indians, including James Stevens, of the Indian Traders'
Store, at San Carlos, and W. O. Tuttle, a former government
scout.

Finally, Agent Rice set a day when the Indians should
gather at San Carlos and vote on the right-of-way proposition.
This date was on Tuesday, February 9, 1898. President Garland,
Vice-President E. A. Cutter, of the new railroad, Wm. Hood,
chief engineer of the Southern Pacific, and the writer of this
article, then editor of the Graham County Bulletin, arrived in
San Carlos on Sunday before the day for the right-of-way
election.

Indians Have Great Feast
Indians were already arriving at the agency on Sunday

and on Monday they came from every direction, in carts, wagons,
on horseback and on foot. President Garland had provided for
a grand entertainment for the Redman, his family, and his
sisters and his cousins and his aunts. Beef, flour, beans, lard,
sugar, coffee and tobacco were without price, and given freely
to the Indians. Such a feast had never before been provided for
the Indian tribes on the San Carlos Reservation, and there has
been none such since.

Soon the mesa northwest of the agency buildings was
covered with Indians gathered around camp-fires where the
squaws were cooking according to Indian fashion. Monday
night was a scene of gaiety. A large space was cleared between
the camp-fires and the agency, and while the older squaws
continued their cooking the younger ones, with the Indian
bucks, devoted their energies to "tripping the light fantastic
toe." A number of the older men provided music by beating
on a rawhide stretched over tin pans and sounding like a muffled
drum. The dance consisted of moving backwards and forwards
a distance of ten feet or more to the time of the crude music.
" Sets " of four were formed, two bucks and two squaws, the
squaws facing one way and the bucks facing the opposite direc-
tion, so when the squaw was moving forward the buck was
stepping backward and vice-versa; squaws and bucks alternated
in the line.

This dancing, cooking and eating lasted till near daylight
Tuesday morning. Many of the civil employes of the agency
and several visiting whites took part in the dance; all of the
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visitors no doubt would have done so had they received an
invitation. The squaws chose their own partners and anyone
not in their favor was shut out.

Chauncey Depew, the great after dinner speaker, said once
that he never felt more agreeable or in better humor than just
after being well-fed, and President Garland, of the railroad,
no doubt concluded that he could find no better way to gain the
good will of the Indians than by feeding them. To make success
doubly sure, he caused to be distributed another "ration" of
good things at Tuesday noon.

In the afternoon all arrangements were ready for taking
the vote "yes" or "no" on the proposition to grant the railroad
right-of-way.

Lieutenant Rice, as agent, through his interpreters, explained
the details of the proposition and several tribal chiefs spoke.
Among these were Chil-chu-ana, chief of the Tonto tribe; Saba
Mucha, Antonio Nal-goda and Bailish. The latter was regarded
as one of the shrewdest Indians on the reservation and did most
of the talking. He told of trips he and Chil-chu-ana had made to
Washington, where he declared he saw rich Indians buying whis-
key by the drink like gentlemen; and a great mill which ground
out money by the bushel and said he did not think money was
as scarce with white mn as Mr. Garland would have the San
Carlos Indians believe. Then Lieutenant Rice fully explained
the right-of-way proposition to be voted on, and the various
chiefs marched their tribes in front of the council table where
they answered in response to the call of their names. The
voting lasted for two hours and of all present there was only
one "no" recorded, showing that Garland and his campaign
managers had been successful in their work.

Immediately after the voting, Lieutenant Rice called all
the chiefs into council with President Garland to fix the amount
of compensation to be paid for the right-of-way. Garland
offered $6,000; the chiefs demanded $10,000. $8,000 was agreed
upon. As finally settled, the right-of-way was secured by the
railroad on the following terms:

1. The Indians to receive $8,000 as a tribe.
2. They to receive, in addition to the tribal money, pay

for all improved land taken and pay for all damages to buildings,
fences, roads and ditches; these amounts to be adjusted by the
agent and the individual owners.

3. The Indians to have the privilege of riding free over the
road for a period of thirty years.

Mr. Garland lost no time in starting construction work
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through the Indian reservation and trains were seen running to
Globe in less than one year from the date on which the right-of-
way agreement was reached with the Indians, but three years
later than it would have been had Mr. Garland not encountered
the delay caused by his being barred from crossing the San
Carlos Indian Reservation.
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KILLING OF JUDGE AND MRS. McCOMAS
By ANTON MAllANOVICH

926 Seward Street, Los Angeles
(Author of "Trailing Geronimo," and

"True Stories of the Southwest.")

In the spring of 1883 all the Apaches remaining on the
reservation went out on the warpath. Geronimo, with part of
his band, was in Sonora. General Crook was there, but was
unable to round him up. Geronimo sent several bucks over the
line. They got to the San Carlos Reservation and induced the
rest of the tribe to start for the Mexican border, killing people
as they advanced towards the line.

About that time in 1883, Judge McComas started to drive
from Silver City, New Mexico, en route to Leitendorf, a small
mining camp near Lordsburg. The route offered much scenic
charm, lying through the Burro Mountains. He was accom-
panied by his wife and six-year-old son, Charley. For them the
trip was intended as a pleasant outing. The night of March 27
was passed at a resort called Mountain Home, an attractive
spot about half way between Silver City and Lordsburg.

Leaving the Mountain Home on the morning of March 28,
the judge had driven about ten miles to the point where Thomp-
son's Canyon hit the trail.

Here he was overtaken by one of the bands of Chiri-
cahua Apaches, variously stated to number from ten to twenty
warriors, under the leadership of one Chatto, a sub-chief under
Nana, Juh and Geronimo That this unhappy encounter was
purely by chance may be inferred from the fact that, had the
Indians been waylaying the road in wait for victims, the canyon
three or four miles back into the mountains is very precipitous,
affording ideal places for ambuscade. This particular band
evidently was traveling towards a previously agreed upon
rendezvous in the Sierra Madre Mountains in Mexico, where
early in May they were captured by troops under command of
General George Crook, called the "Grey Wolf" by the Indians.
The judge and his wife were murdered on the spot, and the little
boy, Charley, carried into captivity. Their bodies were dis-
covered by Joe Baker, who drove the stage from Lordsburg to
Silver City, New Mexico. He made all haste to the nearest cow
ranch, from which couriers were sent out to spread the alarm
throughout the valley.
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Posses for pursuit, and the recovery of the bodies, were
arranged as soon as the news of the killing reached Lordsburg.
Captain William Black, of New Mexico Rangers, detailed B. B.
Owmby and George Parks and several more men to proceed
to where the judge and his wife were killed, also to pick up
the trail. The bodies of the judge and his wife were stripped of
everything, but contrary to the barbarous practices of the
Apaches, they were but slightly mutilated. The fact that the
assault was made upon a well travelled highway, where dis-
covery was imminent at any moment, may account for this.

From the mute remains of this sad tragedy, the details
could be reconstructed with approximate accuracy. The body
of the judge was found behind a small clump of bushes, about
seventy-five yards beyond the point at which the buckboard in
which they were travelling was found—turned in the opposite
direction. This would indicate that upon being attacked the
judge turned the team and leaped to the ground, in the forlorn
hope that he might be able so to engage the cruel Apaches that
his wife could escape by driving on the back-track. Between
the buckboard and his body were found three exploded shells,
of the peculiar "bottle-neck" cartridge used in Winchester
rifles, Model 1876, now obsolete. Four more shells were found
near his body, showing that he made a running fight to the cover
he sought. Meanwhile, the buckboard had proceeded about
fifty yards from its turning point, when one of the horses was
slain, whereupon the frantic mother, taking the boy in her arms,
attempted to escape by running afoot. She was overtaken about
thirty yards from the buckboard and her skull crushed by a
blow from the butt of a rifle or the stock of an army Colt. Her
body disclosed no bullet wounds, whereas the judge was struck
seven times. I am sure that present day readers will shudder
after reading of this outrage, yet in those bygone days there
was a class of nuts back east who said that we of the south-
west were ill-treating the poor wards of our government, and
insisted upon placing civilian agents in charge of the Indian
reservations. I will flatly state that when Lieutenant Charles
B. Gatewood, Britton Davis and Captain Crawford were placed
in charge at the San Carlos and White Mountain reservations,
the Indians got what was coming to them on ration day, and
they were contented and peaceful. But just as soon as the nuts
and dumbbells I have mentioned got their way, they, the poor
and ill-treated Indians, took to the warpath.

I got that off my chest, so will continue with my story.
No trace of the boy was found. The Indians proceeded in a
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southeasterly direction, crossing the tracks of the Southern
Pacific Railroad at a point a little west of Separ. Captain
Black had a hard job to mount his rangers, but finally rounded
up enough horses to mount his men. He cut the Indians trail
just south of Separ, and followed it for over twelve hours through
the western portion of the Animas Valley, but lost it when the
Indians scattered southward through the mountains.

There were twenty-one men in the posse under Captain
Black and First Lieutenant John R. Phillips and Second Lieu-
tenant T. A. Wood. I think they belonged to the Fourth
United States Cavalry. Lordsburg, Lightendorf and Shakespere
furnished the following named men: J. C. Bartlett, Johnny
O'Brien, George Sherrier, Neal McGinnes, Peter Irshum, William
and Tod Holmig, Rubin Hadden, Josh Ruthland, William
Knox, William Sterns, Frank Douglas, Gus Tompkins, James
Harper and Charles Thomas.

When the rangers got to Plays Valley, they were joined by
Davenport and one of the Whiteman brothers, of Lordsburg.
The rest were volunteers. R. B. Owmby and John Parks, with
their men, brought the bodies of Judge McComas and wife to
Lordsburg. They were sent to Fort Scott, Kansas, for interment.
Fort Scott was the home of Hon. Eugene F. Ware, prominent
politically and professionally, and Pension Commissioner under
the administration of President Roosevelt. Mrs. McComas was
his sister. The tragedy aroused universal indignation and regret
throughout the enti-e southwest, since the victims were promi-
nent in its professional and social life.

No trace of little Charlie was ever found, although search
parties were organized. Photographs, with offers of a large
reward, were distributed throughout Southern New Mexico, Ari-
zona and the northern states of Mexico, but without results.

General Crook rounded up the Indians in the Sierra Madre
Mountains, of Sonora, in May of the same year. Geronimo and
Nana bad a pow-wow with General Crook. They promised to
come back to the reservation. At that time I was chief of pack
train and scout at Fort Grant, Arizona; was ordered to proceed
to the Mexican border with supplies. General Crook arrived at
the line with all the Indians he had rounded up. The whole
outfit was held there by the Mexican Government, on account
of some stock the Indians had. I got there several days after
with supplies, and during the time I questioned a number of the
Indians, as well as my friend, Juh, sub-chief under Geronimo,
hopeful of ascertaining some news of the whereabouts or of the
fate of Charley McComas. But none was forthcoming. The
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Indians professed ignorance of him. Subsequent information,
gleaned from Indians in exile in Florida and North Carolina,
indicated that sparing his life was a passing whim, contrary to
all of their usual practices, and that as he became querulous on
the trail, while pursuit became vigorous, they killed him soon
after his capture.

Lieutenant Britton Davis has the following to say regarding
Charley McComas' fate: "When Lieutenant Gatewood and
his company of Apache scouts jumped Bonita's camp, in the
Sierra Madre, at the time of General Crook's expedition, the
child was in that camp. But in the excitement of the fighting,
the little fellow either wandered off and starved to death in the
mountains, or was killed by one of the squaws. The latter we
believe to have been the fate, as it was the practice among the
Indians." The writer obtained the following information from
an Indian scout: After killing Judge McComas and his wife, the
small war party lost no time in getting across the border. They
were attacked by a detachment of Mexican troops. In their
rush to cover the boy commenced to cry, which angered one of
the bucks. He took him from the squaw, who had charge of the
little fellow, and killed him.

It was late in May when the command was allowed to hit
the trail for the San Carlos Reservation. Before we broke
camp on the morning of our departure, it was discovered that
Nana, one of the Indian chiefs, skipped by the light of the moon,
with about twenty bucks. They must have made their getaway
in the early part of the night, thereby getting a good start.
Scouting parties were sent out to pick up their trail as soon as
we found out that they were gone. Our start was delayed until
our scouts returned with the report that they could not locate
their trail, owning to the fact that they scattered, no doubt, to
meet at a spot arranged by them before they started.

Our progress was slow, only making from ten to fifteen
miles per day. When in camp for the night, the Indians built
fires and danced to the beating of their drums, up to the early
morning hours. While in camp, all the chiefs were kept under
guard, our Indian scouts acting as the guardsmen. We arrived
at Croton Springs, in the Sulphur Springs Valley, some twelve
miles east of Willcox, Arizona. John M. Wright, law partner
of Judge McComas, accompanied by the two grown-up sons of
the latter, came to our camp, hopeful of ascertaining some news
of the whereabouts or fate of Charley, but were disappointed.
However, some of the personal effects of the judge and his wife—
a watch, a pair of bracelets and other trinkets—were recovered
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from the Indians, through the good offices and intervention of
Al Sieber, noted chief of the White Mountain Apache scouts,
who led General Crook's expedition into Mexico. I was in-
troduced to them. Later, the youngest of the two died at
Lordsburg, New Mexico. The other, Will McComas, is still
living. From that time we have been lifelong friends.

Croton Springs was about seven miles north of Fort Grant.
Everybody at the post, including the officers and their wives,
came to our camp. In fact, we had visitors from all parts of the
valley. For this occasion the Indians built a large bonfire.
They staged a wonderful dance. I don't know what they called
it, but to my way of thinking it sounded to me like a war-dance.
Many squaws joined in. You would be astonished to witness
the antics performed by the warriors and young bucks. They
dashed in and out of the circle around the fire. The Indians
composing the circle danced continually, in perfect time to the
beating of tom-toms, chanting in high and low notes as they
danced. The wonderful feats of torture and endurance enacted
by the star performers were indeed interesting to everyone
present. Several bucks got tanked up on firewater, no doubt
given to them by some of the cowboy visitors from H. C. Hooker
and other nearby cow-ranches. They were rounded up by the
troopers and placed under guard. The dance lasted almost all
night, consequently we got a late start the following morning.
The whole outfit reached the San Carlos Indian Reservation
four days later.

When the Indians broke out again, in the spring of 1885,
the writer was in Lordsburg, New Mexico. I joined Captain
Black's company and experienced some hard service in the
Animas Valley and the San Simon. I still have a voucher for
$36.50, issued to me by the adjutant general and signed by
Governor Ross, of New Mexico, for service rendered. At the
time the territorial treasury was down to bedrock, hence the
voucher. And up to this date, neither the territory nor the
state has ever made good this obligation of forty-two years ago,
in spite of the fact that Governor Ross mailed to each one in
our company a circular letter advising us not to dispose of our
vouchers, as the territory would cancel the obligation as soon
as sufficient funds were available.

B. B. Owmby, John McCabe and John Muir, members of
Captain Black's company, New Mexico Rangers, are still living
at Lordsburg, as well as Bill Blackburn, but I don't remember
if he was a member of Captain Black's company. The rest,
no doubt, have crossed over the long, dim trail from time to
time, since those stirring days of long ago.



KILLING OF JUDGE MCCOMAS AND WIFE	 79

"Congress must be aroused to action by a public demand
for better army housing," General Charles P. Summerall, Army
Chief of Staff, was quoted in the SAN DIEGO SUN, as declared
in a speech before the chamber of commerce. "We have the
makings of the finest army in the world. And we have treated
them disgracefully in this respect." If the writer had occasion
to deliver an address, it would read as follows: "We have always
had the finest army in the world, and we have treated the old
veterans disgracefully in regard to pensions. Particularly the
men who served on the frontier during our Indian wars. And
it is about time the government takes some action to reward this
class of men who helped to win this vast empire of the west
from hostile bands, both red and white, as in the case of the
Territory of New Mexico, mentioned in this story in regard to
vouchers sent to the members of the New Mexico Rangers.
Mind you, this handful of men had to furnish their supply, arms,
ammunition and mounts, and no doubt saved many lives, spread-
ing the alarm throughout the Animas Valley, New Mexico, and
the San Simon Flat, in Arizona. They were out June and July,
1885, and all they have as a reward for service so faithfully
performed to the present day are the vouchers for $36.50. When
the territory was admitted to the Union, all such claims were
outlawed. A compliment towards the hardy pioneers who made
it possible for the present generation to settle in this vast
empire of the west. There are some living who are entitled to
draw a pension under the Leatherwood Pension Act, but their
applications have been rejected by the pension office as no record
was kept by the adjutant's office at Santa Fe. However, none
are available for the months of June and July, 1885."

The writer came across the following, while reading "The
War Chief," by Edgar Rice Burroughs, the noted author:

"Geronimo waited until the blue line was well within
range. Then the hostiles opened fire with all their rifles. A
few men fell. The command to charge was given and up the
slope the soldiers raced yelling. In twos and threes they fell
beneath the withering fire of the hostiles. It was a useless
sacrifice, and the retreat was sounded."

A sergeant, beneath a hail of lead, brought in a wounded
officer. Twenty-five years later he was awarded a Congressional
Medal, which arrived in time to be pinned on his breast by an
attendant at the poorhouse, before he was buried in the potter's
field.

There is yet time for our lawmakers to reward the men
living today, before they reach the poorhouse or potter's field,
forgotten by Uncle Sam for doing their bit many years ago.
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THE THIRTEENTH ARIZONA TERRITORIAL
LEGISLATURE

In the year 1910, M. M. Rice, better known as " Mike "
Rice, to his numerous Arizona friends, wrote the following
account of the Session of the Thirteenth Legislature and in-
cidents connected therewith. Rice was a brilliant newspaper
man, and during the session was a reporter for the Prescott
Courier. The results attained by what was afterwards desig-
nated as the "Bloody Thirteenth" and the "Thieving Thir-
teenth," brought rebuke from many in Arizona, because of its
extravagance, but it must be said that this session did much
which has since proved as greatly beneficial to Arizona. The
Thirteenth Legislature passed the bill appropriating the first
money for the Arizona University, at Tucson, and for the
Arizona Insane Asylum.

By M. M. RICE

The Thirteenth Legislative Assembly of the territory of
Arizona, held in Prescott in 1885, has been dubbed with many
ungracious names by thoughtless critics and commentators.
One of the pet appellations is the "thieving, bloody, fighting
Thirteenth."

Much can be adduced for and against the body of solons
assembled on that auspicious occasion, to draft and insert in the
statute books, measures for the weal or woe of the common-
wealth of Arizona.

Many impediments prevailed ere members-elect assembled
together from their various constituencies, as transportation
was not so well perfected 25 years ago as it is today, and as
storms and washouts were the order of the day during that
eventful winter. Every possible method of transportation was
adopted to reach the capital.

Well does the scribe of these lines remember seeing one of
the prominent statesmen of old Pima County, emulating the
Man of Sorrow, by journeying into Prescott on the back of a
jackass.

The organization of both houses was an episode full of
strenuosity and holds the territorial record for endurance and
pugnacity.

The political and combative complication of both houses
was equally divided between the two parties. Thomas A.
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Weedin of Pinal County was the caucus nominee of the Dem-
ocrats for the presidency of the council, and Dr. Frank Ains-
worth of Yavapai county the Republican standard-bearer.
Colonel John Dorrington of Yuma was temporary president, and
on the first ballot of 6 to 6 a battle was precipitated that lasted
for six days and away into many of the nights. Once during
balloting C. C. Stephens and Bob Leatherwood of Pima were
acting as tellers. Leatherwood, in the excitement of his grave
responsibility, forgot to cast his vote, and on the result being
announced Ainsworth, by all parliamentary rules, was elected
president; but the colonel would not permit a mean nor technical
advantage, and another ballot was ordered, resulting in the usual
tie. Many such instances, serious and humorous, transpired in
the council chamber during those six days.

Although the political pot bubbled uncompromisingly, the
best of goodfellowship prevailed, and organization was at last
accomplished through Weedin's diplomacy in securing the
chairmanship of the most important committees, coupled with
a fair division of the clerical force, for himself and adherents,
by relinquishing claim to presidential honors to the physician
of Yavapai. Fay, the editor of the Flagstaff Champion, was
elected chief clerk.

The Democrats presented Levi Ruggles, who was elected
as an independent (although a dyed-in-the-wool Republican),
as their standard-bearer for speaker of the house; the Republi-
cans naming H. G. Rollins of Pima for that honor.

This brought about one of the bitterest contests in the
annals of Arizona Legislatures.

Bartering Votes
Sam Purdy of Yuma forced the endorsement of Ruggles in

the Democratic caucus, and loyally the Democrats supported
their nominee through a battle lasting 12 days. If the inside
history of this issue were published, many men whose heads
were held high, and were esteemed by their fellows, would be
branded as traitors, bribe givers and takers. It was Purdy's
vote that defeated Ruggles and his perfidy destroyed the use-
fulness of a brilliant man during the session. There are many
men alive today who know what Purdy received for that vote,
also that the man giving the bribe was a high carpetbag federal
official.

John Marion of the Courier unmercifully flayed the Yuma
county member for his dastardly delinquency, and there came
near being a serious meeting between the two men, but while
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Purdy could orate, his early fiasco with Pat Hamilton proved
that he could not fight, and he swallowed Marion's invective as
he would one of his much-loved cocktails.

Purdy's treachery gave the Republicans full control of the
organization by the election of General Rollins as speaker, and
to their credit, be it said, they were generous to their opponents
by an equal division of the spoils in the appointment of the
committees and the clerical force. Morris Goldwater was elected
chief clerk; Harry Carpenter, assistent clerk; Charley Shibell,
journal clerk, and Salvation Army W. A. Cuddy, sergeant-
at-arms.

The council conceded nothing in the line of appointments
that was not absolutely wrung from them by the persistence of
Weedin and his supporters, although they wanted to be reason-
able in the allotment of clerk hire.

Both houses were exceedingly liberal as to the number of
attaches necessary to transcribe the proceedings, each member
having at the ratio of a clerk and a fraction per capita, the roster
standing 36 members and 42 clerks. As the members had the
undisputed right to choose their personal attendants, some
embraced the opportunity of making it a close corporation
family affair; one councilman from Pima placed his handsome
young wife and his son on the payroll, for which, among other
indiscretions, he was afterward publicly rebuked by his con-
stituents and narrowly escaped being mobbed at an indignation
meeting called for that purpose at the opera house in Tucson.
A few members were shameful in the appointment of unsavory
females, who performed no duties other than to cater to their
owners and sign the vouchers.

Epoch in Arizona History
Organization having been at last accomplished, the sagacity

of assembled learning settled down to a legislative program that
has created an epoch in Arizona's history, never antedated, and
impossible of duplication.

There were many measures of merit passed into law by the
Thirteenth and some of the most vicious measures imposed
upon the people. The famous Mickey Stewart of Flagstaff has
to his credit the paternity of some of the shady propositions that
marred the records and created many a good old row.

Stewart was a character impossible of conception. He had
many admirable qualities that made him a hail fellow in a social
way, but was entirely devoid of the attributes that tended to
create confidence in any measure he might espouse; his sole
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desire in legislative life, and as a lobbyist, was the introduction of
" coinch" bills, and his palm always itched for the " mazuma "
of corporate influences, yet he had the merit of a genuine "stand-
patter" and would carry his aggression to the extent of physical
attack on his opponents.

One case in point that came near ending in a tragedy. He
had an issue with Tom Weedin of Pinal county on the floor of
the council, in which severe recriminations were bandied. During
recess one day, as Mr. Weedin, accompanied by Captain Brid-
well, the member from Graham, was turning the corner on
Cortez street, Stewart secured possession of a wrench used in a
city hydrant, and rushing up behind Weedin attempted to brain
him with the three-foot bar. Only Weedin's agility saved him
from serious injury or perhaps instant death. Stewart had
several contests during the session of lesser moment.

Stewart had many friends in the territory, as his later
nomination for delegates to congress proved, and he died, as
he lived, callous to the opinion of God or man, as his dying
remarks to his attending physician—the late Dr. Brennen—
were ample proof. When he was informed that his demise was
only a matter of minutes, he replied: "Well Doctor, if God
Almighty had nothing better on hand than trying to make an
angel of Mickey Stewart I have no further protest to make,"
and poor Stewart turned his face to the wall and gave up the
ghost.

Legislator Pugnacious
Captain Bridwell of Graham county was another of the

militant members of the council worthy of mention in these
memoirs. Without having the traditional "chip on his shoulder,"
he was ever ready to resent a wrong and thrash an aggressor.
He did so on one occasion when a French professor of Clifton
cast insinuations on his name and reputation. In Bridwell's
life in the territory he was known as "Beauford, " and was a
famous Government scout. He had his name changed, as many
of the "old-timers" did, by the infamous "divorce legislature."
This the Frenchman learned and he cast it up to the Captain in
a public resort in Prescott. It was soon that the Frenchman and
the floor met, eyeglasses were smashed and "Frenchy" gathered
himself together considerably dilapidated, but still in the ring.
The denizen of Paree challenged Bridwell to a duel, according to
code, the member from Graham accepted the defi, and chose his
well known weapon, the Colt. Here the professor flunked. He
drew the line at a gun play, but agreed to fight with his favorite
"poignard" in French style. As no such weapons were to be
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had short of his native Paris, friends interfered, the Frenchman's
wrath was appeased, and the matter ended by explanation and
apologies.

The house had its combative members who exercised their
prerogatives in fistic endeavors to a considerable extent. One
of the most serious conflicts was that between the Hon. Lafay-
ette Nash, now justice of the peace in Miami, but at that time a
representative of Yavapai, and Representative Brown of the
same county. The trouble originated over some local measure
that the gentlemen disagreed over. The mixup happened on the
floor of the house, just as a recess was announced. Who the
aggressor was in this affair I cannot recall, but I witnessed the
conflict and it looked for a time as if it would result in bloodshed.
Speaker Rollins had just proclaimed a recess after a heated
debate, and the members were dispersing when loud words rang
out through the chamber, and two powerful men were engaged
near their desks in a hard fight, both striking and clinching.
Cuddy, the sergeant-at-arms deserted his post, and ran down the
stairway, leaving the combatants to finish their controversy in
one of the most finished battles of the session of battles of
fisticuffs and ballots. The speaker tried to restore order and the
dignity of his position, but it was useless. Finally some members
acted as peacemakers and the gentlemen were separated and
expressions of apology smoothed over what for a time appeared
a very serious conflict.

Satire Starts Battle
A near fight occurred between one of the newspaper corres-

pondents from the South and the "Old War Horse of the Hua-
chuchas, " General Wardwell. The cause was a letter to a
Tucson paper, satirizing the member for his speech on the
Woman's suffrage bill of which he was the advocate and intro-
ducer. The lobby was filled on the occasion of this debate, by
the ladies of Prescott, and the General was primed for the
occasion, being somewhat of a ladies' man. He was, several
times called to order in the heat of his advocacy. Sam Purdy
was a bitter opponent of the bill and took the floor against
its passage. A page was called to the reporter's desk and he
was instructed to hand a communication to the member from
Yuma as follows:

Great Genii of Parnassian love
Come forth from out your sacred realm,

And guide the legislative craft
Through breakers that do overwhelm,
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Guide her o'er bars and reefs,
To any port, e'en that of Hell,

But steer her not along the coast,
That's cruised by Mariner Wardwell.

Purdy, after glancing at the note, faced the speaker, and in
stentorian tones read the phillippic. Wardwell dropped to his
seat nonplussed by the rhyme and its manner of delivery; the
effect of his speech was lost on the house and lobby, and, crest-
fallen, he succumbed to peals of laughter.

The next day the general sought out the author of the
rhyme, with a blacksnake whip, even carrying it to the floor of
the house, threatening a severe castigation, but in this instance
better counsel prevailed, and the dear old general accepted an
apology and the matter ended, as was intended, in a mirthful
meeting. Of course there were bar-room mixups, engendered by
muddlers and men who had axes to grind, but this is a record of
the so-called fights that gave rise to the combative reputation
of the "Bloody Thirteenth."

Laws Enacted

The measures that affected the prosperity of the Territory,
and became laws, were many; although at the time of their
passage they were severely condemned by the howlers interested
in their defeat. Who would say today with any degree of
sincerity, that the Territorial University bill; the Normal School
bill; the Insane Asylum bill; the Phoenix & Maricopa Railroad
bill; and bills improving roads and the building of bridges across
turbulent streams; were vicious measures although protest
against all measures were numerous at that time?

True, a great debt was heaped up against the people, that
at the time seemed short of bankruptcy; but the future proved
this legislature gave an impetus to capital, as prior to 1885,
very little foreign investment existed in Arizona; every measure
passed that session was of some advantage to the people in the end.

Our insane patients were maintained in California at enor-
mous expense in transportation and support. The young men
and women of the Territory who desired an education above the
A. B. C. standard, were compelled to seek that boon in other
subdivisions of the nation; or eke out a semi-scholastic course in
unsanitary school rooms presided over by tutors, many of whom
were incompetent, and others who had no heart in their work
caused by pitiable surroundings of adobe walls and dirt floors.
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Our ranchers, miners and freighters were compelled to cross
unfordable streams, and many drowned in bridgeless mountain
and valley torrents, and even the princely "Burro-Puncher"
was annually obliged to add to his already overloaded "associate"
a riata and a mesquite pole to extricate his ship of the desert
from mud and mire.

Encouragement was given to the construction of proper
methods of transportation by the enactments of this notorious
Legislature; the railroad measures were all good; had not grafters
and confidence men butted into the same and used the bonds
appropriated for their development. The Phoenix and Maricopa
Railroad accomplished more towards the development of our
greatest valley than all other agencies combined.

The bill creating the Prescott and Seligman Railroad in
Yavapai county was a worthy measure, but the people lost all
benefits to be derived from that proposition, by later legislation
exempting future railroad construction from taxation, giving
certain combinations power to utterly destroy this enterprise
and obliterate it from the map. The history of this road and its
destruction smells in the nostrils of the people of Yavapai to
the present day.

Shady Bond Deals
The Tucson and Globe bonds while conceived in a proper

spirit, were manipulated by a band of pirates, who have not been
brought to justice to the 'present time; many of them are past
prosecution but some still cumber the neighborhood. No
attempt was made to construct the road according to the terms
of its legislative creation, but the people are still paying interest
on the bonds.

During the progress of these enactments, the people of
Yavapai, Pima, Maricopa and Globe, had their representatives
at the capital, and urgently pressed the bills. Committees of the
whole, from day to day, heard pleadings and remonstrances,
and members were even threatened with bodily injury on their
return home if they did not incorporate them into law. I have
seen the late governor, F. A. Tritle, appear before both houses
sitting in committee of the whole, and with tears in his eyes
plead eloquently for the passage of the Prescott and Seligman
railroad bond bill.

Colonel A. E. Head, a leading merchant of Prescott, pledged
his fortune and business future to the successful construction of
this road; Bashford, Goldwater, John G. Campbell, and many
other leading men of the city and county not only pleaded for,
but demanded the bill. They got it—but, oh, what a sad
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awakening! In a few years the property was absolutely des-
troyed, the ties and rails were removed by Senator W. A. Clark
who purchased the material from a bankrupt company, the
operating material was sold or consigned to the junk shop.
Faro dealers and sure thing men became millionaires, through
their original relations with this defunct enterprise, while the
sons and daughters of the original founders were peoned for
years to pay interest on the bonds.

One of the best measures enacted by the 13th Legislature,
was the creation of the office of Commissioner of Immigration,
and the installation therein of Patrick Hamilton, one of the
ablest writers that the West ever produced. His salary of $5,000
a year was honestly earned; his compilation of the resources of
Arizona was an able work, and has done more to attract the
attention of the world to the undeveloped wealth of the Territory
than all the literature since produced. It is a classic and ought to
be adopted as a textbook and placed on the desk of every pupil
in every school in the territory. Hamilton held the office for
two years, when it was abolished by the succeeding legislature,
who were as radically economical as the 13th appeared ex-
travagant.

Fourteenth Economical
I will here digress to state that this body of Solons were so

honest with the people, that they performed their own clerical
work, and in thanks for their assiduous retrenchment and
parsimony, they have been dubbed the "Measly, Stingy 14th,"
so it can be seen that this body of citizens who performed their
duty according to their lights, have passed into history "un-
known, unhonored and unsung."

The next important measure I recall was the futile attempt
to create a new county out of the counties of Cochise and Gra-
ham and named by its sponsors, "Sierra Bonita," with Willcox
as the seat of government. Captain Bridwell was Councilman
from Graham, but resided at Aravaipa, hence his interests were
with the new county hence he strongly supported the bill.
This left Graham in an unenviable position as the only home
votes she possessed, were Jim Sias and Tom Hunter, members
of the lower house; but Graham did not despond over votes,
as she held up her sleeve the wherewith to acquire them, in the
shape of an all powerful "third house," and a corps of lobbyists
that had no superior in any legislative body in the history of
the territory.

Judge Egan—then and since—the able attorney of the
Arizona Copper Company, was assisted in this enterprise by
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Judge T. J. Fitzgerald of Camp Thomas, as suave a gentleman
in convincing a "doubting-Thomas," as any man who ever
cajoled a dubious legislator with his palm up. Peter J. Bolan,
the district attorney of Graham county, "THE MAN WHO
WENT TO SCHOOL WID PARNELL," was there, and the
French " professor " from Clifton, added to the gaiety of the
occasion, by his presence as a master entertainer. Rooms were
equipped in elegant style; elaborate spreads occupied the
mahogany, and the sideboard was continually adorned by the
choicest brands of wet goods and imported Havanas.

The presiding genius at this caravansary of good cheer,
was Judge Sias, dubbed by his admirers "Tooth-Pick Jim."
The ever smiling countenance of Judge Egan beamed cordially
on the guests and the mottoes, "no heeltaps" and "may good
digestion wait on appetite, and health on both," were the
slogans of the daylight and midnight hours. Banker, beggar,
dolt and scribe, were on equal social footing in the enjoyment
of the good things of life provided by the founders of this home
of mirth.

"Damn Expenses—We Want Results"
The Cochise delegation opposed to the new county, conjointly

called the place their home. Billy Harwood, senator from
Cochise, led the southern county van in opposition to "Sarah
Bonita" as the approaching infant was facetiously named.
Whoever supplied the funds to maintain this resort were not
parsimonious, as there was no stint, the chief sentiment ex-
pressed was "damn expenses, we want results."

Madison W. Stewart, of Willcox, and Fort Grant, as good a
man as ever engraved his name on the roster of Arizona Pioneers
or of Territorial progress, with his lieutenants, Bridwell, Percey
and Nichols, were leaders in advocacy of the new county. They,
with others, also held their levees, though not so ostentatiously
as the Graham crowd, nor with such final effectiveness, although
parsimony in entertainment could not be accredited to them.

The bill was introduced in the early part of the session in
the lower house, and after numerous complications, it finally
passed that body by a small majority.

It was in her advent to the Council that the poor babe
"Sarah" was denuded of her accouchment vestments. The success
in the house allayed any fears that Stewart might entertain as
to unreliability of promises—being a man of honor himself he
judged others accordingly—the house action in this matter was
strictly "on the square" with Stewart. He had ample assurance
of a majority of one on final passage in the Council, so the
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enemies of the bill appeared crestfallen, and Stewart's backers
equally elated; but the surprise of the session was great, when
the Council member whose vote was depended on showed ab-
sence on final roll-call and was not to be found by anxious
seekers. Thus "Sarah Bonita" was strangled by eleven vigorous
men, six voting against and five for the baby county.

Bucky Won a Watch
"Bucky" O'Neil has been credited with the defeat of the

new county bill. It was said that it was "Bucky's " enter-
taining qualities that led to its defeat, but he always modestly
disclaimed any participation in the disappearance of the recreant
member. But it is of record that the famous "Rough-Rider"
was later presented with a handsome gold watch by the oppo-
nents of Sierra Bonita county, Billy Harwood making the
presentation speech.

The final measure of moment that engaged the attention of
the session was a bill providing for the issuance of further bonds
on Maricopa and Yavapai counties, for the purpose of con-
necting the Seligman & Prescott and the Phoenix & Maricopa
lines, from both terminals to the county line. Yavapai was
strongly in favor of its consummation, but the people of Maricopa
were opposed to incurring a further bonded indebtedness.
Ex-District Judge De Forrest Porter was a member of the house
from Phoenix. He was plied with lobbying protests from the
people of the valley, and telegrams threatening him with dire
results, came to his desk in the final days of the session if he
permitted the passage of the bill.

As he was personally compromised through other matters
in the early legislation, to its support, and he personally desired
to see its passage, the protests and threats placed him between
the "devil and the deep sea." The friends of the bill held the
club of previous promise over his head, while his constituents
held the knife of political and social menace at his throat. He
presented on that closing night of the session a pitiable spectacle,
tears rolled down his cheeks like a whipped baby, he appealed
again and again in his masterful periods, to his merciless tor-
mentors, to release him from his promise to vote for the bill, but
the Yavapai fellows were obdurate. The third reading and final
passage came up about 10 o'clock on the night of adjournment,
and the appropriation bill was still to be considered, and there
were too many interested in that important document to let
any other consideration impede it. There were howls and catcalls
for final disposition of the bond bill.
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Walks Out with Bill
Porter again and again used his eloquence to stave off the

passage, and when completely exhausted he resorted to subter-
fuge to get possession of the bill; asking as a special privilege, to
examine it before final vote, that he thought he detected an
error in its final form. The clerk was instructed by the speaker
to hand the document to the judge, and as soon as it was placed
in his possession he deliberately walked into the lobby, and
disappeared as completely as if the earth had opened and
swallowed him.

This bold and brazen act aroused the house to a man and
pandemonium prevailed. The speaker, shocked by the act,
called on the sergeant-at-arms to immediately produce Porter
before the bar of the house, and appointed a number of assistants
to enforce the mandate of the chair

The history of this search was never written before, by any
of the participants, but it is a fact that every resort that Porter
was known to frequent and every private residence where he
was known to be socially entertained, were diligently explored
from cellar to attic—even the private apartments of his sleeping
wife were invaded by the sleuths—but to no purpose, except the
humililiation of a good woman. When the sergeant at arms
reported his failure to locate the judge, the feeling became
intense, and by a unanimous vote DeForrest Porter was expelled
from the house, this act forever debarring him the right to hold
an office of trust or participate in the rights of citizenship.

After cooler thought a few members regretted their haste in
the matter of expulsion, as it not only outlawed the distracted
man, but it cast an irreparable reproach on his innocent family.
The Honorable Selim Franklin of Tucson, in the most eloquent
and pathetic speech of the session, succeeded in convincing the
members that expulsion was too drastic and by appealing to the
most sacred feelings of the body, the degrading resolution was
rescinded and Porter was let down with a vote of censure.

Disappearance Killed Judge

It was afterwards ascertained that the judge was within
earshot of the whole proceedings, having, with the assistance
of some confederate in his escapade, climbed into the attic
of the building where he lay concealed until morning. DeForrest
Porter made good to his Phoenix friends, his action killed the
bill, but it also killed the judge, as he never appeared the same
man again. He lived but a short time after the event recorded.
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Captain Watkins, the one-armed member from Gila county
—and the most incorruptible man in that body of men—with-
drew from the house with indignation, after making one of the
most scathing speeches on the session's delinquency.

The appropriation bill was finally passed, and the sergeant
at arms, Cuddy, went rushing through the lobby, exclaiming
"The Lord bless the people from the page with his little fist
up to the Governor with both hands; we are all up to our shoulders
into the sack." The passage of the appropriation bill restored the
good humor of the solons and Bob Connell, a member from
Yavapai, donated a number of jugs of good old Kentucky bour-
bon and an abundance of good Havanas, and with Pete Bolan
keeping back the hands of the clock, the song and story, expres-
sions of good fellowship, regrets for hard feelings created in the
heat of debate, the Thirteenth Legislature adjourned sine die,
some members returning to their homes, honored for their records,
and others to receive the disapprobation of their former friends
and neighbors.

With all their failings the Thirteenth Legislature created
more beneficient laws than any of its predecessors or successors.

The Bloody Thirteenth, was born in a turmoil and deep
travail, and expired in a halo of glory.

The Third House

The third house, or lobby, is an institution without authority
of law; yet it is one of the appendages of every legislative body
in every state and territory of the union, and even to the Con-
gress of the nation. From its first inception to date the greatest
reformers and thinkers from sanctum, rostrum and pulpit, have
hurled anathemas at its head in futile attempts to eliminate it
from the body politic. It is as thoroughly organized, and part of
our political system, as the law creating, or any of the established
departments of government. It is vicious, inexcusable and intol-
erable, yet it is tolerated. In its ranks are to be found the
profoundest mind and the most despicable degenerate. It fattens
on duplicity and prospers on the cupidity of man. Many
states are penalizing the lobby, and Dakota has a clause in
its constitution eliminating it from her boundaries.

The Bloody Thirteenth had her third house, but not in the
sense to fit the above application. It was a social club and not
devoted to the purpose of predatory incursions on the rights of
the people.
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Like all organizations instituted for purposes of entettain-
ment and good fellowship, some undesirables crept M and by
individual acts tended to discredit the whole. The few survivors
can challenge one mean or corrupt act to be truthfully laid at
its door.

Its roster contained the names of the most reputable men
of the territory, of a quarter century ago. It was accused of
being an organized lobby, but was not devoted to that pernicious
system in any form. It was known as "The Arizona Press Club."

In anticipation of the convening of the legislature of 1885,
the people of Prescott, who are traditionally known for their
hospitality, secured the spacious residence of former Governor
John C. Fremont, renovated the same and installed every con-
venience for the comfort of their anticipated guests, with card
rooms, chess rooms, and reception rooms, grand piano and other
paraphernalia of entertainment. Ex-Chief Justice French was
the chairman of the committee having the place in charge.

Arizona Press Club
It was here that Governor Tritle and wife gave their recep-

tions and levees. It was in this environment that the "Press
Club" was organized. The Thirteenth Legislature contained a
number of newspaper proprietors and attending it were many
correspondents of the coast and territorial press.

The charter members of the club were Pat Hamilton,
" Bucky " O'Neil, Thomas F. Weedin, John Marion, John A.
Dorrington, Charley Beach, George W. Brown, R. C. Brown,
George W. Tinker, Sam Purdy, M. M. Rice, W. T. Burke and
W. A. Cuddy. These were the newspaper owners and corres-
pondents at the capital.

The honorary members were: General George Crook,
Captain Bourke, Governor F. A. Tritle, Ex-Chief Justice French,
Ex-Chief Justice Sumner Howard, John C. Herndon, Chief
Justice Wright, Clark Churchill, Frank Hereford, Morris Gold-
water, Harry Carpenter, Joe Dauphin, Judge Mark Egan, Ned
McGowen, Will Nash and Billy Harwood, and others whose
names have passed the writer's memory.

Pat Hamilton was made president, "Bucky " O'Neil
secretary and M. M. Rice treasurer. An assessment of $20
per capita was levied on the charter members to defray incidental
expenses and secure quarters for the -club, but this was found
unnecessary, as the "Press Club" was tendered the use of the
citizen's retreat for all social purposes, so it was able to start
with $300 in the treasury.
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Containing as it did many legislators in both houses, it
wielded a powerful influence on the proceedings of the law
makers, and many vicious enactments were strangled in their
conception by the vigilance of its members, and many meritorious
ones, that would have gone to destruction, became laws, through
its hearty support.

The "Press Club" had its individual failings, in that some of
its members would stray from the straight and narrow path of
"beastly sobriety," as Purdy coined the quotation, and adorned
the surroundings with the Celtic poet's conception of earthly
pleasure:

"Fill the bumper fair,
Every drop we sprinkle

O'er the brow of care
Smooths away a wrinkle

This was the extreme extent of their erring, graciously
pardoned in those strenuous times. Their practice is better
illustrated in the club's adopted motto: "As we journey
through life, we live by the way;" and many lived up to the
motto through life with fidelity.
, The officers of the Post were frequently guests of the club,

and also prominent transient visitors to the capital, and here
wisdom, wit and nonsense combined with the clink of glasses
and wreaths of Havana smoke, whiled away many an evening,
while the solons were exhausting their energies in trying to
solve the intricacies of fare and freight bills, the regulation of
range brands and the legal merits of sheep dip.

Arrange Regal Feast
One function for which the club became famous was the

banquet tendered the officers at Whipple barracks, the federal
and territorial officials and members of the legislature. No such
elaborate event was ever pulled off in Arizona before, nor has it
been equalled since. The recollection of it still lingers proudly
in the memory of its living participants.

The affair was first suggested by "Bucky " O'Neill, and with
him suggestion was action. A committee of three, consisting of
the president, secretary and treasurer, was appointed on ways
and means for its accomplishments.

In those days—as now—newspaper men and scribes were
not round shouldered from packing an over-plus of coined metal,
and the wherewith gave the committee many nights of deep
thought; the number of guests to be entertained and method of
entertaining was duly considered, and with less than $300 in
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the treasury, nothing very elaborate could be accomplished;
however, it would be in bad form for a "Press Club" repre-
senting the thought, morals, virtues and development of a terri-
tory as grand as Arizona, to do anything in a half-hearted
manner, or on a cheap and limited basis.

O'Neil stood for a feast that would go down to posterity.
"Bucky" never stood for anything by halves, he was never
known to split a bet. One hundred people must be seated at
that festive board; the other members of the committee, carried
away by his enthusiasm, coincided; but how? The thoughtful
secretary says: "Let's pass the hat." His excellency the gov-
ernor was consulted on this momentous question. "Bucky"
presented his plan in this inimitable style. In the shape of an
engrossed bill from the third house, the executive signed the bill
and attached to his signature a $50 subscription, suggesting
further that if O'Neil could tax ex-judge French for a similar
amount, he would double the donation. It is hardly necessary
to record that the governor was not compelled to double. The
judge passed us up. M. W. Stewart and Judge Egan contributed
handsomely, the legislative members chipped in all the way
from $20 Clown to two sheep, tendered by Bill Imus, member
from Mohave. Bill said he didn't care for swell chuck, but he
adored mutton; and, by the way, William was the member
who, after a motion was made and seconded, arose to his feet
and said: "Mr. Speaker, I third that motion."

Captain Watkins informed the collection committee that he
preferred seeing fellows pay for their own board, not from
parsimony, for he was a generous man, but he did not like to
encourage the solicitation of alms.

A certain railroad attorney who could not use O'Neil in
some of his schemes, sarcastically replied when asked for a dole,
that he would willingly issue free transportation to the whole
club on condition of permanent emigration, but he reconsidered
and came forward with a 50 spot; and so it went.

In twenty-four hours the club's treasury was swelled to the
sum of $1,500—remember readers, this was in Prescott. How
long would it take to raise that sum for a simple feed in other
capital cities? Well, never mind—

$10.25 Per Plate
The funds secured, the next step was where to find a com-

modious place to pull off the event. While old Prescott was
chuck full of get there and generosity, unlike many of its con-
temporaries, that was that winter decidedly short on empty
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spaces. Howey Hall was at last secured and committees ap-
pointed to complete the arrangements. Frank Ingoldsby and
Joe Dauphin were past masters in the art of decoration, and the
result detracted nothing from their reputation. The contract
on menu was given Ben Butler-100 plates at $10.25 per plate.
This supper gave Ben his start to his present financial success
in Phoenix.

Flowers were imported from California; the liquids were
supplied by C. P. Head, and Bob Connell, a member of the
lower house, supplied the Havanas. The menu was printed
on the government press at the Post through the courtesy of
General Crook, "Bucky" O'Neil setting the type, which was
sufficient in itself to attest to its style. It was on embossed
satin and the specimens are rare today and considered by their
possessors valuable souvenirs. The preparations occupied several
weeks, every member contributing time and talent to make it
a success.

The long expected night at last arrived and who alive today
who were present can forget it. The hall was resplendent with
decorations appropriate to so august an occasion.

Remember, it was a stag party; but the good ladies of Pres-
cott were not ignored by any means. They were invited to feast
their eyes on the brilliancy of the hall and decorations—brilliant
for those days of oil lamps and wax candles—ante rooms were
supplied with refreshments for their special use, but they deeply
regretted that they could not partake in the main event, and-
' twere better so.

The hour at last arrived, and what an hour, with the Fort
Whipple Military Band discoursing its strains across the plaza,
the principal guests of the evening assembled, General Crook
and his staff in all the gorgeousness of military apparel, with
decorations won on many a hard fought battle field, before the
present generation of Arizonians saw light of day and when
many of us present gray haired lads were young. Next came
the governor and his staff, the federal officers, territorial officials
and the members of the legislature—all except Watkins and the
man who offered to donate the sheep. The club members were
in position to receive their guests. Pat Hamilton occupied the
seat of honor and acted as toastmaster. There were just 100
men who occupied a position seated in a hollow square before a
well appointed spread as any epicure might desire.

Feast of Reason—Flow of Soul
The "feast of reason and flow of soul" was prolonged into

the "wee sma' hours." General H. G. Rollins, Arizona's classic
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orator, Captain Bourke, the most brilliant after dinner speaker
in the department of the West, Summer Howard, the eloquent
jurist, Governor Tritle, a man of forcible delivery, Pete Bolan,
with his exuberant Celtic wit and fascinating blarney, Tom
Weedin, the irrepressible, Mickey Stewart, the facetious, Sam
Purdy, whose tongue was tipped with satire, and many others
capable of impromptu expression.

Harry Carpenter, Joe Dauphin, "Baldy" Brown and Frank
Ingoldsby, the famous quartet—where could be found their
superior? Not in the territory then, nor since—dear old friends,
your strains of harmony are now mingling with the music of the
spheres—and few of that night are left to write your obituary.

Such a gathering of brilliant men, soldiers, civilians and
artisans and every honorable vocation then obtaining in the
young and growing territory, and to think that the majority of
them are no more—too bad, too bad; have we duplicated them?
Perhaps.

There is hardly any pleasure unaccompanied with pain,
the pleasure of knowing these pioneers of the past, and par-
ticularly on the occasion described in this record, as members
and guests of the Press Club of the Thirteenth, has been sadly
marred by an attack made on the club by the Los Angeles Times
of that date. Otis never attacked a band of pickets in a labor
strike with greater venom, than he did this generous, brave and
wholesouled body of men, and I am charitable enough to think
that the editor of the Times was sadly misinformed as to their
character by evil designers; however, the tirade was gratuitous.

After the adjournment the "Press Club" disintegrated,
each member returning to his home and his calling all to continue
through life friends and brothers.

Thus ended this congregaticn of a remarkable body of men
from every avenue of life.

It was a third house, 'tìs true, but it will live long in
memory's pathway, to those who knew, loved and respected
the men who composed it.

(Note: In this account of the Thirteenth Legislature
every line is from memory after a lapse of 25 years, no references
were sought nor notes resorted to. Some names have been
forgotten and some slight inaccuracies may have crept in, but
the general facts and circumstances are absolutely correct.

M. M. Rice.)



STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, CIRCULATION, ETC.,
REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912

Of the ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW, published quarterly at Phoenix, Arizona,
for April, 1928.

STATE OF ARIZONA }
Bs.

County of Maricopa. 

Before me, a Notary Public in and for the State and county aforesaid, personally appeared
George H. Kelly, State Historian, who, having been duly sworn according to law, deposes
and says that he is the publisher of the ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW, and that the
following is, to the best of his knowledge and belief, a true statement of the ownership, man-
agement (and if a daily paper, the circulation), etc., of the aforesaid publication for the date
shown in the above caption, required by the Act of August 24, 1912, embodied in section 411,
Postal Laws and Regulations, printed on the reverse of this form, to-wit:

I. That the names and addresses of the publisher, editor, managing editor, and business
managers are:

Publisher—ARIZONA STATE HISTORIAN, Phoenix, Arizona
Editor—ARIZONA STATE HISTORIAN, Phoenix, Arizona
Managing Editor—ARIZONA STATE HISTORIAN, Phoenix, Arizona
Business Managers—ARIZONA STATE HISTORIAN, Phoenix, Arizona

2. That the owner is: (If owned by a corporation, its name and address must be stated
and also immediately thereunder the names and addresses of stockholders owning or holding
one per cent , or more of total amount of stock. If not owned by a corporation, the names
and addresses of the individual owners must be given. If owned by a firm, company, or other
unincorporated concern, its name and address, as well as those of each individual member,
must be given.) STATE OF ARIZONA.

3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders owning or hold-
ing 1 per cent, or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities are: (If there
are none, so state.) NONE.

4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving the names of the owners, stockholders,
and security holders, if any, contain not only the list of stockholders and security holders as
they appear upon the books of the company but also, in cases where the stockholder or security
holder appears upon the books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation,
the name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is acting, is given; also that the
said two paragraphs contain statements embracing affiant's full knowledge and belief as to
the circumstances and conditions under which stockholders and security holders who do not
appear upon the books of the company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a capacity
other than that of a bona fide owner; and this affiant has no reason to believe that any other
person, association, or corporation has any interest direct or indirect in the said stock,
bonds, or other securities than as so stated by him.

GEO. H. KELLY, State Historian.

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 7th day of August, 1928
B. F. HILL, Notary Publie.

(SEAL)

(My commission expires September 23rd, 1928.)
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