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Served as Governor of the Territory of Arizona. Appointed by President
Grant in April, 1869. Won the affections of Arizonians by his

great efforts in behalf of public education.
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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.



Current Comment
Former Pioneer Passes Away

The Washington, D. C., STAR, of April 18, last, contained
the following concerning the death of a former resident and
pioneer of Arizona : "Died—Mary E. Hogue, Wednesday, April
17, 1929, aged 88 years. Widow of the late John T. Hogue,
formerly of St. Johns, Arizona." Capt. J. T. Hogue was for
many years one of the very prominent citizens of Northern
Arizona, residing at St. Johns, Apache County, where for a long
time he was county recorder and was active in support of the
organization of the republican party in Arizona before our ad-
mission as a state.

The extract quoted above was sent to the REVIEW by Will
C. Barnes, now with the Geographic Survey Department in
Washington, and himself a former resident of Apache County.
Mr. Barnes relates the following incident of his meeting the
deceased after he moved to Washington : "Funny thing, when
we moved to Washington and took a pew in a church (Congre-
gational) she had the one in front of us. I one day told her I
knew a man in Arizona by that name, and she replied, 'he was
my husband.' Small world, isn't it."

Death of Dr. F. K. Ainsworth

Another early day resident of Arizona has passed away,
according to the following announcement which appeared in the
August number of the Southern Pacific Bulletin :

"Dr. F. K. Ainsworth, former chief surgeon of the Southern
Pacific Company, who retired in October, 1926, after forty years'
service, died at his home in San Francisco July 4, at the age
of 72.

Dr Ainsworth was born in Woodstock, Vermont, and was
a graduate of the University of Vermont and the medical college
of New York University. He began practice at Prescott, Arizona,
where he was connected with the government medical service.
He moved to California in 1886, and entered the employ of the
Southern Pacific. In 1903 he was named chief surgeon and
manager of the company's hospital department, with headquar-
ters in San Francisco, acting in that capacity until his retire-
ment."

Dr. Ainsworth never lost interest in Arizona, and especially
was keen regarding the history of our territory and state, as
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shown by numerous letters of inquiry received from him in this
office.

Death of John Hoh4adt

On August 19, of this year, John F. Hohstadt, a pioneer of
the southwest, died in Douglas, Arizona, where he had resided
for the last ten years. He, with his parents and brothers, brought
the first herd of cattle from California to the State of Sonora,
Mexico, fifty-three years ago. They started on this trek across
the desert from San Luis Obispo, and the trip lasted, practically,
one year. They left San Luis Obispo with 275 head of cattle,
but that herd had been reduced to 45 when they arrived at what
has been known as the Hohstadt Ranch, fifty miles south of Doug-
las, in Sonora. In announcing the death of Mr. Hohstadt the
DOUGLAS DISPATCH says:

"But there are other and more illuminating facts concerning
the nature of that arduous trek across country by John W. Hoh-
stadt and his family of which John F., whose death brings these
thoughts into print, was then a mere boy. Hold in mind the fact
that the company was trailing a herd of cattle through the coun-
try, feeding them as they traveled by allowing them time to
graze the range over which they were trailing. They made their
camp at the water holes and rested from time to time, some times
as much as two or three weeks that the cattle might not be too
severely taxed. But even with that precaution, the toll was ter-
rific and when the final camp was established of 275 head there
remained but 45 head. Some had been lost because they wan-
dered away from the main herd at the resting points and the
water holes and were not found when the march ahead was
started.

In the party making the trek were Mr. and Mrs. John W.
Hohstadt and their sons William Henry, John Franklin, Louis
A. and Charles A. and Frank. William was to fall a victim of the
Indians. John F. and his brothers, L. A. and C. A., were to suc-
ceed their father in running cattle here in the southwest. They
continued in that effort until some 14 years ago when because
of the uncertainties of the situation in Sonora, they disposed of
the herds they held and quit.

"As they came this way from San Luis Obispo, they
traveled down to San Diego and thence east to Yuma where they
crossed the Colorado with their herd and wagons on the ferry,
about 18 miles from the town of Yuma, that crossing taking them
into the state of Sonora. But they turned north and trailed into
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Yuma and rested there about three weeks when they again re-
sumed the movement to the east following up the Gila river to
what was then Mission camp where they passed another three
weeks. There they got a Mexican guide and headed south into
Sonora with Tinaja Alta as their objective. Arriving there they
rested over night watering their cattle from water taken from a
tank in the solid rock said to be 150 feet deep and of good, pure
rain water. This was about 40 miles from the Gila. These water
holes were meccas for the travelers although some of them never
reached the water supply. This particular water hole was said to
have been the scene of death of more than 300 persons who per-
ished on their way to the water and the sand was said to be dotted
with bodies of the victims.

"As stated, the Hohstadt herd was the first herd of cattle
brought into Sonora. After they got the 45 animals located on
their ranch they introduced some good breeding stock and pros-
pered, soon recovering from the heavy loss that they had sus-
tained on the travel across country. The Hohstadt herd finally
became one of the largest in northern Sonora, running well above
2,000 animals when it was at its best.

"The important effort that John F. Hohstadt had put forth,
following up that of his father in developing the cattle industry
in northern Sonora and southern Arizona, brought him to the
general attention of cattlemen and he was well and favorably
known. He belonged in the class of pioneers who wrote the code
of moral obligation in deeds performed instead of with pen and
ink, and it was said of him that John Hohstadt never gave his
promise and then violated it."

Tombstone Announces "Hellclorado"
The citizens of Tombstone are making arrangements for and

have announced a celebration of the fiftieth anniversary of the
incorporation of that town in a manner which promises to eclipse
any anniversary celebration of any place ever held in the south-
west. It is planned to bring back the scenes which marked
Tombstone as the greatest mining camp in the west fifty years
ago. The noted gambling houses of that day, all of which remain,
though in a state of decay, will be put in action again. The old
and noted Bird Cage Theater is again to be the scene of song
and dance, with bar and gambling tables in the hands of those
who yet know how to mix a thrilling cocktail and adeptly pull
the high card. Hon. John P. Clum, now living in Los Angeles,
who was mayor, postmaster and editor of the EPITAPH in
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Tombstone fifty years ago, has promised to be present and assist
in raising Helldorado. Uncle Billy Breckenridge, who was a
deputy sheriff in Tombstone fifty years ago, has promised to be
present and assist in reproducing some early day scenes. A
group of moving picture magnates and stars may go from Holly-
wood to Tombstone on the Helldorado occasion, to get inspiration
for wild west screen thrillers for future use. Tombstone has a
wonderfully interesting historic background, and we predict that
Helldorado, slated for October 24-25-26-27, will add another his-
torical event worth while to its record.

A prominent pioneer citizen of Pinal County, Hon. George
E. Truman, state senator, aged 64, died in San Francisco on Sep-
tember 1, this year, after an emergency operation. His wife,
Mary Truman, and his son, Dr. George C. Truman, of Mesa, were
at his bedside when the pioneer passed away. The three had been
on a vacation trip through the northwest, which was tragically
ended by death. The body was brought to the Truman home in
Florence, where funeral services and burial occurred on Satur-
day, September 7, attended by many friends.

Senator Truman was rated as one of the most popular men in
Pinal County, where he held many offices of trust and honor.
He came to Arizona from his native state, New York, in 1890,
and soon was appointed as deputy sheriff by his brother, the late•
W. C. Truman. After that he served as county assessor, as super-
visor and as county treasurer, and at the last election was chosen
as state senator, serving with credit and distinction during the
session last winter.

When volunteers were called for the fight in the Spanish-
American War, Mr. Truman was one of those who promptly re-
sponded, joining a company of the Rough Rider Regiment com-
manded by Capt. J. H. McClintock, now postmaster in Phoenix.
Truman fought in every important battle in Cuba, and is said to
have been among the first American soldiers to reach the top of
San Juan Hill to see the last of the enemy retreating after that
sanguinary battle. George Truman served well his country, the
State of Arizona and his beloved County of Pinal, and his mem-
ory will be cherished by a host of friends scattered all over
Arizona.



Prehistoric Irrigation
DR. OMAR A. TURNEY

(Copyright 1929 by O. A. Turney.)

No trace remains of the clan-castle and surrounding village of
Alta Vista, High View ; the Goodwin map shows it as covering
the southwest 1/4 of section 35, while the Cushing map spreads
it over that entire section and parts of the adjoining sections on
the south, west and southwest. The entire locality is now an
unbroken vista of alfalfa fields, and the owners express astonish-
ment that it had been the townsite of a forgotten race. Col. Mc-
Clintock found at this ruin a strange device, a ten-foot long, cor-
nucopia shaped construction, built underneath the surface, with
five-inch walls of clay baked in place until they were of pottery
hardness, and near the end a compacted mass appearing like
coal. No other such construction has been reported, but in a
general way it resembles a pit found in the delta of Queen Creek.
Seemingly this was not an estufa, for they were given a stone
lining, and were eight to ten feet in diameter. A fire was kept
in such a roaster until the stones were hot, then branches and
green brush were piled in, then the corn and squashes, and more
branches and a covering of earth, with a bonfire on top.

In excavating the modern canal, south of Alta Vista, a la-
borer found a carving of a grasshopper, two feet long, made of
hard diorite. This astonishing representation was excellently
detailed, a work requiring great patience in so hard a stone.
Near this site, the S. R. V. Water Users Association in drilling
a well, passed through several strata of fluviatile deposits and at
a depth of 163 feet brought up a mineralized bone belonging to
the fore leg of an animal about the size of a deer ; the mind can
but speculate as to what pleistocene animals were wandering
about, before this last fill was deposited in the valley.

With regret we approach the famed city of Los 1V1uertos, The
Dead, sad to say of it no trace remains, except near the center
of section 24, where a fragment forty feet square has been found
convenient as a foundation for a milk house, and so its presence
has been tolerated. We were permitted to walk about it, and
picked up a fragment of Central Gila polychrome pottery. The
owner, who had been there since the days of Cushing, said "They
must have buried their dead in rows, they were so thick ; in
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ploughing, the skulls fell right and left. No, we did not pick up
anything but the axes; we could sell them." Among the hat-full
of articles still remaining at the ranch house was a pottery eating
spoon, and a piece of cinnabar ore. The nearest cinnabar is on
the west side of Squaw Peak, but we have never seen bright float
in that locality. The only other place where bright colored float
might be found is on the farther side of the Four Peaks, 60 miles
away.

The Goodwin map places Los Muertos in the N 1/2 of the NE
1/4, Sec. 23 and NW1/4 of NW'/4 , Sec. 24. This may refer to the
central part of the city, for it covered several times this area, and
ran farther to the southwest. It may be that Cushing has justly
shown a closer connection between the culture of the Lower Salt
and that of the Upper Little Colorado (called by him the Zuni)
than has heretofore been accepted, but whether it resulted from
a racial migration from one district to another, at an early pre-
pueblo period, after which groups cultivated the rudiments of
their arts to a high and complex separate development, that again
is a matter on which there is as yet too little known to justify an
inference. Much space has been given to Los Muertos for the
reason that it had not been plundered when it was excavated
and only two unplundered ruins now remain in the entire valley ;
and also for the reason that comparison may be made among the
conclusions arrived at by those excavators in order to weigh
their conflicting and overdrawn statements.

After a lifetime of keen interest in the archaeology of this
valley, James C. Goodwin placed in the office of the State His-
torian his final statement from which we quote:

"The temple of the Ciudad de los Muertos was something
like 150 feet long and 100 feet wide ; this building was enclosed
by a court, perhaps 600 feet square, which was surrounded by a
wall from six to eight feet wide. The walls of the temple were
standing at the time when Mr. Cushing commenced his explora-
tion and were from twelve to fifteen feet high. Surrounding the
temple were the houses in which the people themselves lived.
These houses were built in squares and divided off into many
rooms. The size and shape of the buildings could be traced by
the walls of the foundations which were still in good condition.
Probably additional land on the outer side of the canals was irri-
gated by carrying water as the Zuni Indians do today with ollas.
* * * There were three methods of burial; first, in a mudded sar-
cophagus, second, underneath floors, and third by cremation. * *
From the various ruins which Mr. Cushing explored in the valley
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he secured several carloads of relics as used in the life of the in-
habitants all of which were shipped to his superiors in the East."

Goodwin closes by saying, "There never was but one map
made showing the relation of the prehistoric canal to the modern
Tempe Canal ; I made this map for Mr. Cushing; it is now in the
Peabody Museum." He then quotes in full a letter of refusal
from the Museum to permit him to have a copy of his own map.
Roundabout methods sometimes produce results; unknown to all
parties, the writer now has a photographic copy of the Goodwin
map.

There was a brother, Thos. J. Goodwin, who also worked
with Cushing. He states that the closely-set buildings covered
160 acres, of which 100 were opened up ; usually they were small,
square homes of one room, built close together. The principal
building at Los Muertos was only sixty by seventy feet square;
it stood two stories high, truly oriented, and with the longer
walls north and south. This building was entirely surrounded
by an adobe wall six feet or more in width and standing six feet
high at a distance of forty feet away from the building. On the
east side a canal, six feet wide and three feet deep, ran eight feet
from the wall.

Cremation ollas were found inside the two story building
along with interments; burials were placed with heads to the
south and surrounded with pottery. The decorated pottery was
red-on-buff, and only in a few rare instances was black on slip
white found; this latter is the type called by some moderns the
Central Gila polychrome, and the comparative ratio of it found in
this excavation at Los Muertos has been the cause of many
disputes among archaeologists. The small size of the principal
building is surprising, but of greater importance is the definite
statement that cremation burials were found inside the building
along with interments. An elaborate theory has been built up
by late-time archaeologists based on the claim that cremation
burials are never found within a building, but that cremation
ceased and inhumation began at the time when the people began
to build the large adobe communal buildings.

Two miles northwest of Los Muertos, Goodwin shows a
village in the NW 1/4 of NWIA Sec. 11 and calls attention to
the finding of an estufa., while others have stated that a sun temple
was found there. We believe that both the community cooking
oven (estfua) and the sun temple were present at every village,
but they were so easily destroyed by the plough that memory of
a construction which was neither understood nor respected was
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soon blotted out. We should not blame the pioneers; it would be
easy to go out and pick up a thousand stone hoes or axes or
manos if they should ever have any sale value. A baked clay
image of a bird, painted red and green, made as a whistle, has
been found ; perhaps an imitation of a Mexican parrot.

Of the three large buildings at the Plaza Tempe, nothing
remains except the vestiges of the northwest one, in the edge of
the town ; certain knowledge exists that they stood as indicated,
but even the few people who can make this statement are fast
passing. Goodwin states there was a "large pueblo and many
small houses."

Cushing places Las Acequias, The Canals, a mile farther
south than shown on our map, while Goodwin puts it a half mile
farther north, and states, "one large pueblo and many small
houses." We have depended upon testimony, for no trace re-
mains of this village which Cushing found so rich in artifacts.
The Goodwin map gives no other villages, except one southeast
of Tempe between section 25 and 26. Other groups of houses
indicated on our map have been located by information from
pioneers, but in no case has a group of houses or a sun temple
been shown without goad evidence.

Quite probably the Sedimentation Basins were not so
designed but became such as a result of local topography, since
they occur where the grade in the canal was greatly restricted as
the water is led over on the mesa land. In this mile of canal the
fall is so slight that the flow is retarded, and a wider cross
section was required, with the farther result that the burden of
silt was dropped. This sediment in turn must be removed and
thus great banks of sediment were piled up while the water,
thus relieved of its burden, flowed on down to the city a clear
stream. The same condition occurs today with the modern
Tempe Canal at that same place : and here the farmers find it
more convenient to confine the cleaning of silt to one place than
have it distributed all along.

The location of La Casa, its two sun temples, and of the sun
temples in sections 26, 25, 22, 21 and 16 have been given by Frank
Pomeroy and other leaders in the Mormon Church, but of these no
trace remains. The number of sun temples seen by these watch-
ful people indicates that they probably existed in considerable
numbers all over the valley. Jas. W. Lesueur stated that he could
not give the size of La Casa but that at pre-war prices it had cost
$800.00 to grade it down.

Casa de Nephi was so named in thanks to the leaders in the
Mormon Church for their long and untiring efforts to check and
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verify every detail of the Turney map in their part of the
valley. Names in this locality are taken from the Book of
Mormon. Of this building no trace remains, and we are able to
learn nothing of its size or orientation; its former presence alone
is established.

Occasionally in the lives of people, the advantages of ad-
vanced education, of social position and wealth produce naught
compared with the results which religious zeal produce. It has
been said by critics that the Mormon religion was man devised in
the interests of the male of the species, but such arguments -pass
into nothingness when confronted with the unpretending, unas-
suming fidelity of such a woman as Mrs. Madora Barker. Need-
ing the revenue which she might have obtained from pot hunters,
both the scientific and the unscientific, she has steadfastly
refused to permit them to destroy the fine old ruin of Pueblo de
Lehi. Due to the self-sacrifice of this lone widow there remains
just one ancient building on the south side of the river which
has not been torn open and its broken remnants used as highway
dirt. The people of her faith should honor this woman : her
faith will remain permanent in this country as long as it em-
braces women as true as she.

The clan-castle of Pueblo de Lehi is the second largest of
those remaining in the Salado ; it is accurately oriented, 355 feet
long north and south and 126 feet wide, and stands 27 feet high.
It contains 44730 cubic yards of material of which the actual
walls cannot comprise over one fifth. Whence has come this
other four-fifths, we cannot as yet say. Perhaps the building
once was taller than it is now. Perhaps some of this inside
material was taken in as coverinc,

6

 for floor graves, for skeletons
have been found in the ruin. Perhaps some of the dirt has
blown inside the walls after the wooden roof and floors had
fallen. Dr. Moorehead states that it stood 39 feet high before he
began work upon it in 1897. On the north and west are broad
borrow pits which readily have been kept full of water from
the nearby canal. The ground to the south is slightly higher
and no wall to protect the building from surface water would
be needed and apparently none existed. Formerly there were
traces of many smaller buildings surrounding ; to the northwest
lay the sun temple, 150 feet long, oval, and extending north and
south.

Mrs. Barker found a large, three-leg metate in the ruin, a
form ordinarily called modern intrusives from Sonora, but which
is not always the case. One has been found on New River near
Gillette, one on Oak Creek, several in the lower Salt and some
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have come up from the ancient Casas Grandes in Chihuahua. In
our opinion the burial ground will be rich in funerary gifts and
will be found south of the ruin.

All that can be seen at Pueblo Moroni is a splendid field of
alfalfa, not a shard nor an artifact remains; we know nothing
except there is a memory of a large building. Two miles to the
east, on sections 5 and 6, are many small trash mounds but no
adobe walls or mounds. Since writing this page, every trace
has been removed by farming operations. These trash mounds
were on the upper side of all the ancient canals in that locality,
where there could have been no irrigation. In them were found
a large proportion of heavy, thick, undecorated ollas, or frag-
ments of allas, all of large size. It is assumed that these con-
tained the family water supply from rain to rain. This type is
not found under the canals, except in a sparing way, but at the
places where there was no regular canal supply this heavy type
with strong, rolling lip has been found; as at Snaketown on the
Gila and in the delta of Queen Creek. On the sections of land
surrounding, there are numerous small water reservoirs in the
washes, and between them on the slightly higher ground are
many small sun temples. These are the usual elliptical temples,
set either directly north and south, or east and west, but never
at an angle with the cardinal points. (1).

Many small articles occur; we have a carving of a desert
owl with its head tilted slightly to one side, just as the desert
owl watches the passing tourist today. In this locality the ratio
of artifacts belonging to different culture periods may be ob-
served. By a great preponderance the eolithic type leads in
quantity, then come those which may be called paleolithic, with
a scanty few neolithic. This ratio holds its own through the
entire Salado. Again we are given an opportunity to ponder
upon the question of the scarcity of arrow heads: few are to be
found, or ever were found. It is not altogether due to their
extreme smallness; they are far more scarce than is general
where Indian villages had existed elsewhere throughout the
United States. Since all wood has vanished, we can not say
whether the atlatl was used here, one instrument, in badly de-
cayed form, was found in a burial at La Ciudad which resembles
an atlatl. The Lower Salt culture may have been well advanced
before the introduction of the bow and arrow and its use may
never have become general. Some modern tribes have preferred

(1) In the short time between writing this paragraph and printing, the
above two square miles have been ploughed, graded, and converted into al-
falfa fields.
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clubs as weapons, but here we find the light, double edged axe,
which was utterly valueless from its shape and light weight for
any domestic or farming utility, but which would make a
splendid weapon in a two-foot handle.

An archaeologist working in the valley has stated that the
practice of cremation had ceased at an early date and did not
continue down into the time when the bow and arrow was used,
but Louis D. Yaeger has found, inside a cremation olla, eight
arrow heads which had been through the fire. The reader will
remember the writer's belief that cremation and inhumation were
separate clan customs and that both continued down until the
end.

On the north side of the river, the road overseer, the county
highway builder and the paving contractor have been equally
destructive of the Records of the Past; vandalism without re-
straint has destroyed architecture which has no equals in English
speaking America.

Pueblo del Alamo, Village of the Open Park, is but a mem-
ory; it stood on a slight rise of ground, and thus was protected
from the flood waters which must occasionally have come down
the canal. A few shards only have been preserved ; but the
owner of the adjoining land has stated that on some years his
father sold enough axes and carved stone articles to pay his taxes:
so perhaps someone, somewhere, has things which he calls
"curios from out West." We found a fire pit made of clay
baked in place in the ground, where probably a house had stood.
These are frequently found in room floors; a foot across and 5
to 8 inches deep ; they seem to have been used only for the purpose
of keeping coals over night, as little or no ashes are found in or
around them. Frequently in room walls are found niches a few
inches wide, yet running down two feet deep, which are filled
with solid cores of ashes; seemingly some form of a fire place.

Pueblo del Rio, Village of the River, has been stripped of
its top stories to build a roadway across the western borrow pit
and to fill part of the pit to the north. Apparently it was 260
feet north and south and 130 feet wide, and well oriented. Its
denuded top rises fifteen feet above the bottom of the borrow
pits. In grading the pits, red-on-buff pottery was destroyed,
but among the articles saved was the finest example of repre-
sentative carving which the writer has ever seen in this valley.
We place it among the medico-religious articles of that people.
The stone has the color of catlinite, but it had received a higher
polish than is possible to give to the hardest catlinite. It was a
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normal size membrum virile et testes homini which formed part
of a cup, the latter from its form and position would not permit
the object to be construed as pure art but as a crucible, in which
the medicine man may have prepared medicines supposed to in-
fluence the functions symbolized.

Dr. Eliza A. Ingalls found a phallic cup forty-three years
ago in these ruins, a fine grained, hard granite, elaborately de-
tailed. Similar carvings, but without the cup, have been found
in such numbers as to strongly indicate phallic worship. There
need be no surprise that such worship existed; it is in evidence
in the ruins of Central America ; we believe that the germ of
culture and perhaps an actual migration came to the valley of the
Salt from the South. Farthermore, let no one disdain the primi-
tive American for his religious beliefs, but first of all examine
the primitive religion of every race living in tropical lands the
world around ; perhaps we have forgotten the religious signifi-
cance of some of the ceremonies of our own Caucasian ancestors.

At this ruin the borrow pits were on the west, north and east
of the building; we believe the burial ground lies on the south,
although burials have been found east of the eastern borrow pit.
The ground to the south would have been dry and well located
for burials. One colossal breecia was found in a burial and our
finest example of an armlet carved from pectunculus shell and
bearing at the hinge a beautifully formed frog came from the
north edge of the ruin.

A group of large buildings comprise the ruins of Las Colinas,
The High Knolls, placed along a slight rise of ground which
protected them from water. No. 1 has been graded down, the
only remnant being the base for a hay-stack yard. No. 2 has
been removed except for a slight terrace upon which a residence
stands; much interesting material found in digging the sur-
rounding irrigation ditches has been preserved by the occupants;
among them a stone hoe, 10 inches broad, polished over its entire
surface; there is another shaped like a butcher's cleaver, a form
which is common in ruins around Globe but nowhere else in the
Southwest. No. 3, partially destroyed, is 105 feet east and west
and 105 feet wide and stands 14 feet high ; apparently it was
oriented. It stands 130 feet south of No. 4. In the midden to
the east, Guy Acuff, the owner, found a piece of Jeddito yellow
pottery, which from its chronological connection is the most
valuable culture contact possible. We believe the burial ground
for Nos. 3 and 4 will be found to the west and south.

No. 4 was worked on by Prof. W. K. Moorehead in 1897; it
measured 180 feet east and west and 1150 feet wide and stood 30
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feet high with its outer walls 30 inches thick. It was entirely
removed in 1927 by dirt haulers who turned over to the owner
but one article, a detailed stone phallus 1 1/2 inches thick and
thirty inches long. Moorehead reported the finding of many shell
carvings and stone effigies in this ruin, and the inference has
been drawn that they occurred in greater numbers here than
elsewhere, but definitely we can say that they were equally num-
erous in the other Salado ruins. Frank Mitvalski has found
several thousand on the surface of the ground surrounding
Pueblo Grande. To the northeast 250 feet was a borrow pit
three hundred feet square and three feet deep, while to the
southeast was another 300 feet north and south and 150 feet
wide and four feet deep. To the east of this latter was a midden
mound parallel with it and covering an equal area.

There was a defense wall along the entire north side and
west side which reached down to No. 3 standing 50 feet distant
from both buildings, while a short trace of wall runs south of No.
3. In the west side of the building, a large olla was found and un-
derneath it five axes arranged side by side; all without flaw and
beautifully polished ; several dozen perfectly finished axes have
been found in the ruin; one had been made from a twisted stone,
perhaps a caprice; its utility would be negligible. There were
metates fully shaped and finished over the entire outside surface,
some slightly channeled and very little used and some nearly
worn through. A 5-inch ball, artificially rounded and smoothed,
and an 8-inch discoidal stone with a 1-inch hole near the edge.
The latter is similar to those found in Alta Vista and Pueblo
Grande, and which may be attributed to culture drift and called
cooking stones from California. Some have insisted that these
stones with that little one-inch hole had been used in games as a
discus.

The remnants of No. 5 afford a slight elevation for a resi-
dence within a date orchard Among the articles still being
brought up by the plough is a so-called slate with carved and
decorated frame and a well detailed animal head extending- from
the upper left corner and a tail at the opposite corner : there is
a duck-shaped pottery olla with wings and tail: and a inalpais
cylinder cut into the exact form of an hour-glass. No. 6 has
entirely disappeared.

No. 7 can be seen dimly; the county paved road passes
through its middle and a house is on its eastern slope. We
remember when this ruin stood 25 feet high and from the top of
the eroding walls its orientation was clear; it was 250 feet east
and west and 180 feet wide. The most perfectly formed geo-
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metric artifact so far reported was found here; a cylinder of
polished syenite ( ?) and due to the perfection of workmanship
and high luster its dimensions are given in metric measure;
length 165 mm. major axis 51 ram. minor axis 37 ram. convexity
of ends 0.5 mm The microscope shows particles of red pigment
of the surface. Close beside this cylinder was an oval stone 10
inches long and 8 inches broad, which had been given a high and
lustrous polish. This ruin yielded metates, manos, axes, pestles,
stone rings and red-on-buff pottery.

No. 8 still remains due to the fact that it had been found
convenient as a building site. It measured 115 feet north and
south and 90 feet wide and stands ten feet high. Formerly
there was a sun temple to the east. No. 9 was graded down by
Col. Wm. Christy in building his ranch home in 1884. It was
300 feet north and south and 200 feet wide and five feet high.
The largest borrow pit was on the east and was so deep that it
was surrounded with palms and used as a carp pond. In grading
the ruin many stone articles were found. No. 10, located just
north of Van Buren Street and west of Fifteenth Avenue, had
disappeared before 1888. One of the Las Colinas ruins yielded
ten small copper bells, all with pebbles enclosed for clappers,
while three others have been found at La Ciudad, one at Pueblo
Grande, and several from other valley ruins. Dr. Renaud states
that their presence is a line of proof indicating an early Toltec
influence.

Casa Chica, Small House, stood 600 feet south of the railroad
and 300 feet west of Twenty-Third Avenue; a small, adobe clan-
castle, with many one-story houses surrounding, in all covering
100 acres of ground. We have not been able to determine its
size. A Japanese gardener stated that he spent $6000.00 grading
down all the ruins and that he had found many metates, manos,
mortars, pestles, shell rings and axes Among the articles were
the two finest axes we have ever seen; long, of a fine grained
greenish stone, highly polished and never subjected to use. An
appeal was made to the Japanese Association to have them pre-
sented to the City of Phoenix, but they went to a museum in
Japan.

Casa Buena, Pretty House, was a small, oriented ruin, seem-
ingly not over one story in height, 180 feet east and west and
120 feet wide, standing nine feet above the general surface of
the fields. It lays northwest of the center of section 34; the sur-
rounding houses covered 200 acres. D. D. Horning, the former
owner, found an olla in the ruin 38 inches deep and 32 inches
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wide, and among the many articles of interest, a stone arrow
shaped with a human face well executed in the end. In the north
edge of the ruin, underneath a floor, adult skeletons were found,
along with eight undecorated bowls and one pitcher and one
Central Gila decorated bowl. Buried with these, were the bones
of a full grown mountain lion ; we know of no similar case in the
Lower Salt. Near these was a short stemmed pottery pipe, in
the exact form of the clay tobacco pipe once so common ; no other
such pipe has been reported in the valley ; with it was a small,
double edged axe, never used, and a piece of cinnabar ore.

Since writing this paragraph, every trace of this ruin has
been removed and scores of homes, called Vel Ru Subdivision,
take the place of the ancient homes of Casa Buena. The archae-
ologist who considers himself the custodian of the archives of
the past must watch his job.

La Ciudad, The City, is located on a natural rise of ground
a half mile wide and running three miles east and west. Small
buildings existed on all this higher ground, and also from La
Ciudad ruin for three miles to the north. The clan-castle was on
ground which the pioneers thought too high to be irrigated, and
on account of the ruin, the ground was selected by H. R. Patrick,
who built a dwelling 200 feet to the east. His collection was ob-
tained in this vicinity, the first collection made which yet remains
in Phoenix. It was purchased by the Arizona Museum, but when
no longer fully representative of the careful work of this pioneer.
For a score of years Patrick was alone in his efforts to save the
ruins of the past.

After La Ciudad passed from Patrick's control, it was con-
sidered a pile of free dirt to be stolen by any man with a team.
The writer made many trips to watch walls coming down and
try to visualize the building as it had stood when a fortress-
temple. The dirt-stealers cut down the east side, the south cul-
ture-midden and a part of the northeast side. Rooms were
exposed, built upon rooms below without regard to the walls
underneath. It would seem as though the rooms below must
have been solid full of earth in order to have supported the wall
above. There was little arrangement of the rooms, as though
each family had but one, or at best, two rooms, each family a life
unit : nevertheless every wall was oriented. Some long rooms
had a later built dividing wall made of chunks of adobe brought
in and piled up until they reached the ceiling, while on the other
side of this dividing wall were burials.

When people care so little for the buildings of a past race as
to permit their destruction, why it is that when an archaeologist
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finds some article revealing its past history, that the owner of the
ground forthwith demands that article, and giving it no study,
lays it away as a curio, soon lost and forgotten. Ethnologic
remains of rare value have come from ruins, which the finders
are secreting, lest they be demanded, and the writer has been
pledged not to reveal whence the discovery. We may mention
though that a most interesting and instructive skull is in the
possession of Dr. E. W. Phillips, of St. Luke's Sanitarium, a
paleolithie form of skull of a man who had died in a clan-castle
and who must have been a fierce antagonist to meet: it is be-
lieved that he had been a captive, for his enormous stature and
strange skull do not belong to the Canal Builders. At the Flag-
staff meeting of the Southwestern Division of the American As-
sociation for the Advancement of Science, 1928, this skull was
the subject of a special report by Dr. E. B. Renaud of the
University of Denver.

The age of the culture of the Salado can not be finally de-
termined until we have found cross exchanges of potteries made
in other districts. A keen search for extrusive and intrusive
pieces has been going on for some years. Due to the public spirit
of the owners of La Ciudad, Mr. and Mrs. Dwight B. Heard, we
report that a black-on-white shard of the Mesa Verde type of
pottery was found eight feet below the much eroded top of this
elan-castle. Its original home was so certain to Dr. Haas of
Northwestern University that he sent a collection of several hun-
dred representative shards from Mesa Verde, (a collection made
before such studies were prohibited by Federal law). The re-
semblance is definite and unquestionable. Now concerning the
age of the Mesa Verde culture we already have some information
and will know more in time.

Two hundred feet east of this find, a woman took from the
ground the half of a handled pitcher (when a burial ground was
being graded down). This half pitcher has been pronounced by
Dr. Kidder, our authority on Southwestern pottery, as belonging
to the Jeddito yellow, a prehistoric pottery earlier than the
Sikyatki. Now again we are gaining clues : it will not be long
before we will have a definite Anno Domini date for the Sikyatki
pottery. The actual age of Pueblo Bonito may be expected soon ;
the distance over to Sikyatki is 130 miles and cross connections
may be anticipated.

La Ciudad stands 170 feet north and south and 110 feet
wide; its every wall and cross-wall is oriented: it rises 17 feet
above the general level. In the central part of the building, the
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lower walls average 26 inches thick and gradually grow thinner
until, in the outer rooms, they are 14 inches thick. Floors were
generally level, but in some of the upper rooms they slope out-
ward from a foot to two feet, and in this lower corner is an
accumulation of ashes half a yard thick. There were no outside
doors or even smoke or air openings in the outside walls, and
scarcely any inside doors; each room being a home unit. Dr.
Erich Schmidt made an excavation from the top, at a point near
the northeast corner, down 17 feet to the original surface, finding
one male adult recumbent with head to the east. Gifts to the
dead are more frequent in the burials within the large buildings
than in those outside its walls, yet some of the finest collections
have come from burials at a distance from the large buildings.

The proven area of burial ground at La Ciudad extends a
quarter of a mile to the east and to the west, but every time a
trench is made in a city alley, or a house foundation dug, that
area is extended along the rise in ground. From the large ruin
for 500 feet to the north, all the ground is cut up into city lots,
owned by non-residents, who have given them no farther con-
sideration than to expect that the grow th of the city would make
the owners wealthy. As a result, pot hunters have gophered the
entire ground, leaving it to resemble a shell-torn battle-field.
From this ground Frank Mitvalski estimates that 1200 unbroken
ollas were secured and taken away by auto-tourists camped in the
nearby road camps; without an effort being made by the people
of Phoenix to arrest the despoilment, or to secure the loot.

The most closely filled part of the cemetery covered two
acres of ground to the north of the broad borrow pit; in its
midst was a small adobe building with 2-foot, oriented walls,
which was destroyed in the mad search for curios. A number of
shell frogs were found, usually the size of a half grown frog,
since the pectunculus shell from which they were made is small ;
one of them detailed to show every joint and muscle, the eyes and
mouth executed in sharpest outline. In one adult burial the skull
had received a thin covering of bright blue, green and red, per-
haps of copper ores, placed on after death and adhering to a
closely fitting skull cap ; the finder promptly left the diggings.
On the north side of La Ciudad, standing 30 feet from the
building, was an east and west adobe wall two feet thick, which
met a north and south wall on the east side 40 feet distant from
the building. If there had been a wall on the south, it was car-
ried away by dirt stealers, while on the west examination has not
yet been made.
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It is the purpose of this report to recite all the story of past
archaeological work on the Lower Salt and not to anticipate the
future nor intrude into the work being done today. In fairness
to the splendid work which has been done under the direction of
Mr. and Mrs. Heard they should be allowed to tell the story of
rooms superimposed on rooms, of branch covered remadas form-
ing noonday screens from the hot sun, all clearly traced ; of floor
levels but a few inches apart extending on down through layers
a dozen feet in thickness; of bedecked infant burials; of corridors
and sealed rooms, and of evidences of later wealth which enabled
the occupants to obtain pottery from outside districts. Under
their direction a careful excavation was made of a semi-sub-
merged room which certainly seems to be the unit-type individual
home described forty years ago by Cushing at Los Muertos. In
this pit room was found pottery of grayish-black color and one
olla with constricted neck and double opposed horizontal handles
downward raking. Every item of the foregoing is an anomaly in
the Salado; the constricted neck on a large olla, the double hor-
izontal handles with downward pitch.

On the property of St. Luke's Home, just to the west, Dr.
Phillips has found three of these single room houses which had
been constructed by making an excavation two or three feet deep,
leveling the bottom, setting posts to bear wall branches and using
the excavated material as building plaster, thus making sides
and an arched roof. The walls of the pit were plastered with
wet mud and traces of the outside wall can be seen together with
the inclining post holes around the sides and post holes within
revealing roof supports. Strange it is that a people of such
primitive house building attainments should have invariably
oriented their rooms. In the floors were baked clay pits but no
ashes, probably for keeping coals over night. Everything about
these semi-subterranean rooms, and especially the shape of the
pottery, indicates that we have here the earliest Salado house,
a type begun before the development of the clan-castle but which
may have continued during this later specialization.

A suggestion of caution may be given those who are accus-
tomed to date all culture horizons by the period of the latest
material discovered in that particular zone. In one of these pit
houses was discovered a polychrome Central Gila bowl of small
size, but alongside the wall there was a gopher hole. In the lowest
stratum of the midden excavated at Pueblo Grande by Dr.
Schmidt, a tin tobacco tag came to light eleven feet below the
unaltered surface, but here again the tunneling of a gopher was
traced.
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Forty-two years have passed since Cushing drove with.
teams from New Mexico and was compelled to pass through
Tempe on his way into the mountains at Globe, where he believed
he would find the ancestral homes of the founders of the Seven
Cities of Cibola. At Tempe, by sheer accident, he noticed the
great mounds, apparently standing upon platforms, and there
he stopped to dig for a day ; a day which continued on into
several seasons. There he found the simple unit homes of the
common people surrounding the great buildings which he divided
into two classes, priest temples and communal homes and which
we class together and call clan-castles. But in the years which
have passed the plough of the husbandman has destroyed the
homes of the common people, for their fragile construction
afforded no obstruction and so it has happened that not one of
these simple homes has been opened and studied until Mr. and
Mrs. Heard directed the examination and preservation of one
and Dr. Phillips excavated three more. The homes of the
common people tell more of the lives of the race than the castles
of the rulers. Cushing reported little concerning the abodes of
the poor but much concerning the homes of rulers. We need
more information concerning the unit type simple homes.

Cushing and Dr. Matthews reported certain facts concerning
the homes which they called ultra-mural houses; low, thin walls
of branches, lightly coated with mud, forming somewhat rounded
rooms within which were fire pits indicating both summer and
winter occupancy, with many images of animals and articles of
household use which were of simpler form than those in the great
buildings, with evidence of cremations, but no floor burials.
These simple homes were scattered about the villages and out
into the fields in an irregular manner. We believe these men
misread the evidence, and that the facts above given, which they
called indications of inferiority, were in reality evidences of
priority ; that the pit-house people were the immediate ancestors
of the clan-castle people. Pit house homes have been found in
nearly all of the large area of pueblo culture to the north and
east in four states, and although sought here, have never hereto-
fore been found in Central Arizona, yet logical inference indi-
cates that they existed here at an early time.

Northeast of the central ruin of La Ciudad lay the sun
temple, 400 feet distant ; its former existence can not be disputed,
but before any description was recorded, it was leveled and a
dwelling built thereon. Between it and the ruin extends the large
borrow pit which probably was also a reservoir. A hundred feet
north of the northeast corner of the ruin, a portion of a midden,
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a section of 73 cubic yards, was excavated by Dr. Schmidt during
the fall of 1925 and a report on the 16000 shards found therein
was filed with the American Museum of Natural History. This
report forms an interesting study of the progressive develop-
ment in pottery ornamentation during a long period of time and
of the relative increase in social contacts during the latter period,
as well as substantiation of the writer 's assumption that villages
built farther down the canals were older than those at the heads.
Mitvalski has also discovered a progressive development in orna-
mentation and decoration within the great ruin nearby. In the
edge of this midden was found the only hard stone human figure
known to have been found in Arizona : 3 inches long and care-
fully detailed. It is now in the Turney collection where most of
the articles described throughout this report may be seen.

While in the cemetery of La Ciudad both cremations and
interments have been found, the question arises if any cremations
have been found within the walls of a clan-castle. Cremation
ollas, filled with ashes, may have been buried at a distance from
the place where the body was burned, or they may have been taken
inside the clan-castle by relatives or friends. Sometimes these
ollas were buried and surrounded with a close set circle of gift
bowls. The writer found an interment 200 feet north of the
central building, prone, head to west, an adult with an especially
fine set of gift dishes, and with a load of ashes resting on the
chest. Owing to a large amount of encircling broken pottery, it
was impossible to determine whether this was a case of semi-
cremation or an intrusive cremation olla at a later period buried
on the dead man's chest. In one instance the human remains
showed a fracture of the tibia and fibula, with the ends lapped
three inches, firmly united, the broken ends well smoothed, in-
dicating that the accident had occurred years before death.

The burials within La Ciudad and those to the north were
prone, usually resting on the back, with heads both to the east
and west, and occasionally to the north; while with the greater
number there were gifts of pottery, yet rarely were implements
given and weapons never. Here was found a polished axe with
truly conical point ; more commonly axes have seemed to have a
conical point, but in fact there was a suggestion of a blade even
though but a 1/2 inch wide. In a grave 800 feet northeast of the
central building, 200 beads were found, half of them Catlinite,
the true Minnesota pipe stone, while within the talus slope of the
building on its south side was found a large "slate" with well
executed carvings of parrots at the four corners; this slate is
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now in the museum at Casa Grande. One fragment of wood
came from within an olla filled with ashes, a spatulate of
mesquite.

While usually the infant was buried under the floor of the
elan-castle, yet one infant of a few days old was placed inside a
24-inch flat earthern bowl with a turritella shell on its breast;
this came from northeast of the building. Nearby was a woman,
over whose head lay an inverted 16-inch flat bowl; while beside
another was an olla 17 inches high. All these articles were
carefully made, but left undecorated. Some articles seem to
have belonged with the burials, but on account of the wanton
destruction of the cemeteries, it becomes impossible to determine;
however it seems improbable that valued articles would be left
scattered about the village without being recovered. One 4-inch
carving of hard stone portrayed a duck in whose back was the
usual metate. In these cases where a life figure carries a metate,
its cup is depressed within the body of the figure, and in no case
does the life figure appear as supporting a metate separate from
the body of the figure. Since these have been found in numerous
cases, the statement indicates an established custom, and a con-
sideration should be given to the resemblance with the chaemool
figures of Central Mexico, and the question may be asked if here
it not another indication of a Mexican origin of the Canal
Builders.

A flat bowl, 16-inch diameter, bears a continuous series of
flying birds in red on a buff background; the body, head, tail
and extended wings form a figure which exactly duplicates the
background, so that it is impossible to say whether the design is
to be read as positive or negative, the figure being alike in either
case. The question arises as to what number of such figures
could be created which could be read as either positive or nega-
tive, and be alike in shape in either, and still be capable of
indefinite multiplication over an entire surface. A few can be
produced with rectilinear geometric figures, but in this case the
figure is curvilinear : a product which entitles the prehistoric
artist to credit.

Pottery polishers made from stone selected for beauty of
color, are found, and since the work of rubbing the pieces of
pottery ground down the surface of the stone, care had been
given that this wearing should take on a definite geometric
figure; in one case it developed a symmetrically coiled form of
three surfaces, terminating in points at the two ends, with each
of the three warped faces of exactly the same spiralled shape and
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size. An arrow polisher was fashioned as a duck bearing in its
back three transverse grooves; this one made from steatite. Its
provenience is unknown ; it seems improbable that any deposit of
this stone occurs in central Arizona, although it is found in one
of the coast islands of California. Animal figures made from
this stone are less than two inches long, as though the material
were rare, and particular care also was given to the figure
delineation.

The ancient city of La Ciudad is now half covered with
dwellings and grassy lawns and the surface area for gathering
objects is reduced, yet we picked up 11000 eolithic knives of hard
diorite. Whenever the surface is disturbed more appear ; and in
the middens they occur all the way to the bottom. Along with
the knives are found the abandoned cores of the stone from
which they had been chipped, along with a few hand hammers.
Why the vast number of these knives made is a mystery. A
modern man, having made a knife with a good edge, would have
treasured it and needed no more. These chipped knives are
found in such quantities, that they become the best clues to
ancient sites in this part of the state : I do not search for shards
or artifacts when looking for new locations, but only for these
chips, and when these are seen on the surface, in every instance
other remains have been found by digging.

Some stones were preserved within the ancient homes which
were curios, such as fossils, but in this valley of Cambrian and
pre-Cambrian rocks, fossils must have been brought from some
long distance. Arrow shapers with one, two and three grooves,
have been unearthed which had been decorated with geometric
designs and animal figures. A strange form was made from soft
stone, shaped as a ball from which projected a pendant or leg;
these have been found with from one to five legs. A unique form
is a pendant of hard green stone, perforated at one end, and
encircled with lines cut in diamond form, the lines cross-hatched
to resemble cords. Stone cups have come from La Ciudad which
bore in relief one or two rattlesnakes: one was a turtle with a
cup in its body, a similar turtle cup was found at Sonoqui.

From time to time corn cobs are discovered, but without any
certain clue as to whether they were funeral gifts or came from
middens : these usually run six rows of kernels, but some have
eight and even ten rows: modern corn has sixteen to twenty. In
an olla within the burial ground, but whether an interment or a
cremation is unknown, they lay so close together, a handful of
seed cotton was found, all oxidized, but with the lint plainly
showing.
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Of the doubly honored ruin of Dos Casas, Two Houses, little
remains of prehistoric history; yet we found a long axe made
from a twisted river rock, the only work put on it having been
to sharpen the point, groove the head for a handle, and run a
lengthwise groove down the back. The axe had never been used,
and in fact with its 60-degree twist, it would he valueless as an
implement. Perhaps it was a curio in the days before heirlooms
had been invented. Axes have been found made from a crooked
stone, which in service had broken along the line of greatest
stress, just where failure should have been expected.

And so let us right here shout aloud that the boasted knowl-
edge of nature possessed by aboriginal mind, said always to be
in contact with nature and understanding her secrets, is all of
it simple, pure bunk. Furthermore, if this same observation is
not duly repeated at various places throughout these pages, it is
due to the expense of publication. As a single citation, look at
the care they gave in fashioning the outside of a stone cup before
they attempted to work out the inside by pecking, and later,
when the pecking process took place, the strain broke the cup ;
a calamity avoidable by not weakening the walls by putting on
the finishing touches first. Every experienced archaeologist
can supply a set of similar stories.

Pueblo Ultimo, Last Village, may have been the last clan-
castle built ; it stood on the Salt. Reservation lands and was
a landmark until a few years ago. No trace remains except typi-
cal red-on-buff shards surrounding for half a mile.

On the north side of the Tempe road, 400 feet east of the
packing plant, are remnants of an adobe building, 45 feet east
and west and 30 feet wide, its walls well oriented and standing
six feet high. Due east, 150 feet, is a circular trash mound, 30
feet in diameter, four feet high, with many shards of typical red-
on-buff and a few fragments of worked stone.

Jack Swilling and his companions believed that the flow of
Salt River would suffice to irrigate a thousand acres, but the
ancient engineers proved that it would irrigate a hundred
thousand: we have shown our gratitude to the better of those
engineers by destroying all their ancient homes except two,
and these two preserved, the one through the publie spirit of a
citizen, and the other through the religious zeal of a Mormon
widow.

Once the opportunity was given to the writer to obtain title
to the ruin of Pueblo Grande for what is now a day's wages,
but at that time the cost was a drain on a slender pocketbook.
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Then came receiverships, litigation, advance in values, and when
Thomas Armstrong, Jr., bought this ruin and presented it to
the City of Phoenix, the gift was of financial moment as well
as a treasure for posterity. As a clan-castle, it is the largest
known in North America, and is exceeded in size by only one
pueblo, that of Pueblo Bonito in New Mexico. Frequently we
hear of ancient buildings that in a somewhat broken way extend
for half a mile in length, but they are located on shelves of
mountain canons and are only one to two rooms deep, and for
the greater part of their length stand but one story high.

The solid contents of Pueblo Grande and its defense wall
contain 46,580 cubic yards of material, you who are accustomed
to figure the yardage of building material work on that ! The
solid, slumped-in mass inside the defense parapet is 303 feet
long on the west side, 309 in the east, 150 on the north and 160
on the south. Its walls are filled full of fallen-in material, which
in part may be debris of walls that rose higher, and the remainder
from room burials and fallen floors, yet the building rises 24
feet above a test pit sunk beside an inside wall. This pit was
sunk forty years ago by a few of us who tried to organize an
archaeological society. On the west is a protective wall 54 feet
distant from the building, on the north the wall stands 63 feet
away and on the east 30 feet. Due to the fact that for thirty
years the road between Phoenix and Tempe touched this ruin on
the south side, no trace of a wall on the south can be seen if it had
existed ; but there was a rise in the road where it passed the
place where the wall would stand.

If figures annoy the mind, then remember one fact : this
ruin, once a building as high as Casa Grande, after we exclude
its parapet and patio, its sheer walls alone cover within their
embrace eighteen times as much ground. A trash mound stands
114 feet west of the southwest corner which was excavated
through nine feet of depth by Dr. Schmidt. In the angle of the
defense walls at the northwest corner is another mound not yet
examined. On the east and just outside the defense wall was a
mound 55 feet in diameter, into the top of which the writer dug
forty-two years ago. It was composed of alternating horizontal
layers of earth and ashes along with bones of small animals and
birds ; the layers two inches thick. In time others became in-
terested in this hillock and continued digging down until it had
lost its six feet of height and became a hole five feet deep ; these
alternating layers continued all the way down; if they go deeper
we do not know. The work was not scientifically done, nothing



PREHISTORIC IRRIGATION	 29

was preserved as at that time we did not know how to preserve
fragile bones.

Everything seemed to indicate that this was not a funerary
pyre as described by Cushing, and the writer has felt doubt as
to whether the pyres found by him differed from this mound
which we believe to have been a summer time cooking mound.
We prefer this idea, since we may assume that in those days
summer temperatures of 118 degrees occurred regularly; (but
in the interests of the Chamber of Commerce we will state that
since the completion of the Roosevelt Reservoir and the increased
irrigation, the attempts of the thermometer have become more
restrained ;) nevertheless we fancy that at this earlier age the
boiling of corn and beans was a pleasanter task when not at-
tempted inside a windowless, doorless room, with walls seven
feet thick, but rather under the shade of cottonwoods, near a
running lateral from the broad canal, and with gossiping
neighbors.

The writer's archaeologic methods forty years ago were
crude as we view them today, but we remind the critics that
sixteen years later the Director of the Bureau of American
Ethnology examined the choicest culture middens of Casa Grande
with a plough and team and scraper ! Few things have been
found at Pueblo Grande ; very natural it was that a race when
leaving the valley should take with them the lighter articles
needed in the new home and leave the heavier ; and so we find
metates, manos, mortars, pestles and axes and stone rings, but in
the ruins we rarely find any pottery which was entire when
abandoned ; the only whole pottery within the ruins apparently
was that left in rooms in which a burial had occurred.

But thanks be ; the highway builders did not destroy all the
treasures; the ancient people buried with their dead the best
possessions they had, it only remains for us to locate their ceme-
teries. That at La Ciudad has been found and looted and its
treasures scattered as far and wide as a tourist with a Ford can
carry them. So we hesitate to reveal the location which contains
the burial ground of Pueblo Grande; but state that it will
probably be found to the north and west of the great ruin, and
that it will extend beyond in a gradually thinning way for
several hundred yards; that the shallowest burials will be found
at two feet depth and the deepest at five feet. Northwest of the
main ruin, just outside the defense wall, was the sun temple,
laying east and west; yet we cannot deny that it may have been
only a borrow pit, for our archaeologic experience was limited
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when it was being graded down. If a sun temple, it then was
the largest in the valley. Pueblo Grande is the only ruin which
contains any considerable proportion of stone in its walls; the
stone is weathered caliche and limestone from the nearby hills
which had been stripped of all their loose blocks for the building
and set in a mortar of mud. As a result the borrow pits would
have been small, and we are unable to remember any other depres-
sions surrounding the ruin.

We must respect the custom of a people who gave to their
dead the best family possessions for use in the spirit life. In an
unrevealed spot, close beside the ruin, the rarest Central Gila
polychrome thus far unearthed in the Lower Salt was found and
is now in our collection. Forty years ago when standing on top
of Pueblo Grande, the remains of one-room houses could be seen
for two miles to the north and one mile to the west, two square
miles of little houses outlined by the limestone built into the
walls, and laying in square enclosures as the adobe in the walls
had gradually melted and left the stones in straight lines. These
outlying, undefended homes lay as a flock of birds might have
settled on the ground; no order, no system, no arrangement;
nowhere a street, a lane or an alley, but with every wall oriented.
Why should a people orient their houses and not their town?

Digging in the room corners we usually found a fire place
and shards and occasionally an axe. At the exact point where
the county paved highway crosses the west bank of the aban-
doned Cross Cut Canal was a small adobe ruin which had been
at least two stories in height ; we as National Guardsmen, having
no back-stop for our rifle range, used the ancient building, there
not being the slightest risk of any person happening along in
that unfrequented part of the valley ! We are sure the ruin was
ancient, as we obtained axes when digging within. It was truly
oriented and its western wall was not buried in talus, as is
usually the case. We did not notice any small carvings and
shell beads scattered about, but in later years Mitvalski gathered
them from the surface by actual thousands. These strengthen
our belief that there are extensive burial gTounds beneath the
depth invaded by the plough and that he was gathering them
from the area where cremation fires had taken place. As proof
we refer to a similar area with its vast quantities of beads
darkened by fire which lays close to the ruin at Casa Grande ;
its position we do not state as it lies outside of our territory. On
top the ruin of Pueblo Grande at the northwest corner, just
beneath the surface, was found an adult burial, head to south,
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with a choice axe and several °Has, the body partly covered with
large stone slabs.

We may assume that in the early days there was a municipal
ordinance prohibiting the scattering of household sweepings
around the clan-castle, for all were piled in compact, high
mounds. In digging out these heaps, not a single article is found
which could have possessed utility to the owners, although broken
stuff is in vastly greater abundance than within the houses. The
only exception is in the case of arrow heads ; perfect points are
found in the trash mounds. We may speculate that these small
heads were poisoned, and that when the arrow shaft was bent or
broken, it became safer to make new points and bury the old
arrows. Nearby in the spoil bank of the present-day canal, were
twenty-seven metates, each made from different lavas. Two had
been tabled only, but the rest had been used until the grinding
process had made trenches four to nine inches deep in the hard
volcanic rock. Few were found where use had just begun ; as
civilization decayed, there was little need for new utensils. A
few shale slabs, three feet long and eighteen inches wide, the
sides and ends hammered straight and square, testify to the
probable existence of the heated bath pits.

The clan-castle was built on the outer side of its own canal
or at the end ; thus there was no danger of flowing water reach-
ing the walls and melting them down ; but every new canal was
located on higher ground and became a menace to the clan-
castles on the outer bank of the lower canal. A thick but low
wall, even though of adobe, would afford protection to the large
building., for the flow of canal water could soon be shut off and
the wall would dry out. Even if it disintegrated, it could be
replaced. We are therefore lead to a reconsideration of all out-
side walls. At Pueblo Grande there was a heavy wall on the
east, north and west, and tradition says on the south ; drainage
from the nearby hills demanded protection on three sides only.
There was enough mud in its stone walls to require protection.
At La Ciudad there was a wall on the east and north, we have
no information concerning the other two sides: in this case the
protection was needed on the two sides where the walls exist and
not on the other two sides.

All the ruins as Las Colinas are on a rise of ground where
walls would not be needed except at No. 3 and No. 4, where walls
stand on the north and west, just the sides where protection
would be needed. Pueblo de Lehi had a wall on the side where
flowing water would be a menace. At Los Muertos we have the



32	 ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

testimony of McClintock that these walls surrounded the central
part of the city and were "so thick that a team and wagon might
be driven along the greater part of their extended length." Now
the surface slope around Los Muertos is very slight and small
canals surrounded it completely, which would seem to demand
protection for all sides. Concerning the other great buildings, we
do not know whether they had walls, or whether their walls have
not disappeared through melting, or by modern cultivation of
the ground.

When we remember that these clan-castles had no outside
openings whatever, and were entered only by means of ladders,
easily drawn up to the roofs, we are led to ask what protection
would a mud wall afford against an enemy, unless it were very
high and formed a complete enclosure. And if such were de-
pended upon, then why were they not universally in evidence;
and again how was the suburban farmer protected in his open
home. The future workers can solve this problem; all we ask is
that they use the evidence to be found in this valley without
bringing in conclusions attained elsewhere. We believe the walls
were built as protection from surface water and not from
enemies.

When the Pimas found this great ruin and the net-work of
canals, they found it necessary to invent a myth to explain them,
and this is the tale they wrought. (As you read an American
Indian legend of world creation, remember that the Greek, who
revelled in logic, had never reasoned through to the idea of
creation.) This ruin they called Sivanyvaaki, or the Great
House of Sivan. They said that Siuhu, "Elder Brother", was
the first man; (this is his name as nearly as English letters can
represent sounds originating between the diaphragm and wish-
bone). He fell through the air for four years; then luckily for
him he struck in the water. EIe made the sun, but he left it too
near the earth, so he had to move it farther away, but still he
left it a little too near. He made birds which came to the water ;
he made little adobe figures of men which in four days turned
into children and grew into men.

In this way Siuhu made all the tribes, the Apaches, Mari-
copas, Pimas; and if it should happen to be found there are any
other tribes out beyond them, along the edges of the world, then
he made them also. He lived in the Salt River Mountains for
four years, they are the center of the earth. That is not their
right name, they should be called Mohatuk for something which
happened to the Pimas long after. Siuhu was killed by the
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people he had made, but he came back to life; they killed him
again and cut him up, but he came together again ; then he was
killed, cut up and buried, but still he came back for ten times;
after that he stayed dead and went to live with the people who
dwell under the ground.

After him came Sivan, the chief ; he was the first Pima, a
bad man. He built this great house, this Va-a-ki ; he kept many
young wives in his house. He made all the canals by magic
power ; that was thousands of years ago. His people made canals
at Sacaton on the Gila, and just a few hundred years ago built
Casa Grande; its right name is Churich, the Big House.

The first scientific work at Pueblo Grande was done by Dr.
Schmidt, during the fall of 1925, who reported to the writer as
City Archaeologist. (1)

The main purpose of the work was in part supported by the
City of Phoenix and was to link up the archaeological remains
found in the vicinity of this city with the series of other prehis-
toric cultural periods in the southwest. In the course of the work
it has been determined that the prehistoric Phoenician settlements
formed a nucleus of an extensive and most interesting culture
which flourished during the beginning of the "Great Period" of
the Southwest, "The Pueblo Period." In addition to that, it
has been found, that like a thin coat, the remains of a more
recent civilization are overlying the locally indigenous civiliza-
tion. This fact gave rise to the assumption of several previous
investigators of this region, that the more recent archaeological
remains are typical for this area.

By means of stratigraphie investigation of two ancient rub-
bish heaps, one connected with Pueblo Grande and the other
with La Ciudad, the following facts were established—(1) The
before-mentioned Pueblos and most probably the majority of all
prehistoric settlements of this region were built by the manu-
facturers of the well-known "red-on-buff" pottery. (2) The
civilization represented by these settlements and by the extensive
irrigation system, flourished for a considerable time and de-
clined slowly. (3) Toward the end of the decline, or even after
the indigenous Lower Salt civilization had faded away, traces
of another civilization appear, the homeland of which is in the
mountainous country beyond the eastern margin of the desert.
This more recent culture is represented by the "black-and-white"

(1)—For its connection with surrounding cultures, see "Mrs. William
Boyce Thompson Expedition, E. F. Schmidt; Natural History, Vol. XXVI,
No. 6, 1926, pp. 635-644.
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pottery, the Central Gila polychrome which occurs sporadically
in this region. (4) It may be that the manufacturers of this
ware created a short lived renaissance of "Ancient Phoenix", a
fact suggested by the relative frequency of the "black-and-
white" ware in the upper one or two superposed rooms, which
were excavated in La Ciudad, but it is well possible that all the
pottery vessels of this type, found around Phoenix, are drift
pieces or trade pieces acquired from the eastern neighbors. This
is doubtless true with regard to the pieces of Little Colorado
ware, which are found on the Lower Salt River.

In the following table is given the seriation of indigenous
and foreign types, as found in the excavation at Pueblo Grande.
The total represents the sherds taken from a rubbish-core of 21.60
square meters. At present only the decorated ware can be class-
ified as to its origin.

Sherds without any decoration 	 14,924
Sherds with black polished interior 	  2,967
Typical Lower Salt, red-on-buff 	  215
Typical Lower Salt grooved red-an-buff 	 41
Central Gila, black on slip white  	 16
Little Colorado, black-on-white 	 4
Little Colorado, black-on-red 	 1
Little Colorado, black-on-red-bordered-white  	 2
Little Colorado, black-on-buff 	 1
Little Colorado, indented or punched, not corrugated 	 1
Supposed Upper Gila, brown on yellow with black polished

interior  	 2

18,174

The ratio of decorated shards was 1 1/2 per cent, all taken
from a core nine feet thick. Counts made for each six inch layer
showed that practically all the intrusive pieces came from the
higher levels and that in the bottom levels the pottery forms were
more primitive. In digging a two-foot trench around the core
10,000 additional shards were recovered but not classified ; the
total excavation embraced half the cubic contents of the mound.
Sad to say, when the lower levels were reached it was discovered
that the earliest deposit was farther to the west, and due to lack
of sufficient funds no examination was made of the three feet of
earliest material. The ratio of later intrusive pottery was less
here than at La Ciudad, indicating that this building at the head
of the canal was begun at an earlier date than that farther down.
It may be recalled that Los Muertos was farther from the river
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than any other city, and if we accept Cushing's statements, more
Central Gila intrusive ware was found there than in any other
site. A detailed report of Schmidt's -work was filed by the
American Museum with the Smithsonian who may publish it
when we and our readers have lost all interest in pottery and
pottery makers.

Schmidt expresses the idea that there may have been an
occupation of the Lower Salt for a brief period by Central Gila
people after its abandonment by the Canal Builders; in one form
or another this suggestion has been advanced so frequently and
apparently will be advanced so many times in the future, that
we will state, that in our searches we have found an identical
type of Lower Salt pottery continuously from the earliest to the
latest levels, a red-on-buff with a little red-on-gray, and mixed
with these during the last life of the race is a little Central Gila,
a black-on-slip-white, but the ratio of this Central Gila is indeed
very small; no counts have been made, but it certainly does not
exceed one-tenth of one per cent; future research cannot ma-
terially alter this estimate since most of the buildings have been
destroyed.

So small a ratio can be accounted for by trading of wares, or
to captured women, or to imitation of methods used by neigh-
bors; fashions may have appealed to the feminine heart even at
that early day. The claim has been made that stone walls are
only found in polychrome ruins, but Pueblo Grande was built
of stone and the two square miles to the north were thickly
covered with one story stone houses and this is essentially a red-
on-buff locality. The reader has just seen that Dr. Schmidt
found only sixteen polychrome shards out of a total of 18,174 in
the midden of Pueblo Grande.

The first extensive collection here was made before 1897 by
Mrs. Samuel D. Lount and the first postmaster, Geo. H. Mowry ;
the remnants are now in the Turney collection. Formerly among
them was a dark red, undecorated olla, so large that three men
with arms extended could not reach around it, in height it came
level with their shoulders. This was claimed to be prehistoric,
and to have been excavated several miles west of Pueblo Viejo.

In the ruins we occasionally find clay balls, 3/4 inch diameter,
with a hole through and some with an equatorial groove. Appar-
ently these were moulded on -a cord, then baked, which burned
out the string, then they were painted and burned again. If
these had been jewelry we would expect to find a quantity of
them in some burial, but in no instance has more than one been
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found. A Yaqui Indian boy had found one and tying small,
colored feathers in the groove, and inserting a twig, was spinning
it for a top ; perhaps his interpretation was correct.

Again comes a clue suggesting a southern origin for the
Canal Builders. These beads are not found in pueblo graves nor
ruins, but similar beads, all polished and grooved, have come
from the graves in that especially ancient city of terraces, Monte
Alban in southern Oaxaca, a great cultural site which seems to
antedate the civilization of the Mayas. (I).

The ancient red pottery paint was sesquioxide of iron. The
Maricopas today obtain a yellowish earth by trading which they
dissolve into a colorless wash, but when applied and heated it
changes the surface to a bright red. Small blocks of black pig-
ment, securely wrapped, have been found, secreted in caves,
which have proved to be uranium ore; when burned a small
amount makes an intense black. The heart sap of the mesquite
also provides a strong and durable black. Their green paint was
carbonate of copper, the blue was azurite of copper and the white
was kaolin earth. Beads were made from shell, turquoise, red
stone, bone, baked clay and steatite, the latter in shades from
cream to gray black. The finest beads cannot be strung on No.
36 cotton, their holes are but a hundredth of an inch. Carved
shells are usually pectunculus, cardium, olivella, conus, but oc-
casionally we find turritella, abalone and others. The carving of
ocean shells to represent water animals and water birds may have
had a significance.

The frog was carved in shell, and when possible, overlaid
with minute squares of green turquoise resembling that animal in
color. While unquestionably the frog was worshipped, yet its
figure was not used as pottery decoration, perhaps on account of
its sacred character. Shells were carved to represent the road-
runner, rabbit, butterfly, moth, snake, the head of the owl, and
less commonly the sheep and the human figure. The apex of the
conus was ground off and its spire drilled to make bells, or both
were ground away to make a finger ring, which sometimes bore an
incised geometric figure. The un -worked olivella is found with
several small fragments of hard stone wedged in a row into the
operculum, seemingly to hold to end of a string of sinew and thus
make a set of bangles; but when the apex of the olivella was
ground off, then no stones are found wedged into the operculum ;
in the latter case they were used as beads.

(1)—E1 Palacio, Vol. XXV, No. 2, pg. 43.
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Pectunculus shells were carved into bracelets, and when
large enough the hinge was carved to represent the frog and
beautifully detailed. Since most of these shells are small, it
seems likely that the bracelet was placed on the wrist of a child,
and when it became too small, it was broken. This seems the only
explanation for the vast number of fragments; they were every-
where. Occasionally a very large one became an armlet, and
bore the frog : one lucky thrust of the shovel in a burial at Los
Colinas brought forth thirty of large size. Bone was rarely used ;
we have one ground into a 12-inch weapon, and another decorated
with a double curved involute, and one made into a whistle. Pot-
tery was fashioned into many forms; animal figures and model-
ings, ollas shaped into the form of a distended bird body, the
neck made as a bird head with open mouth. There are well
executed models of animal heads, some of which show vigorous
action ; aft these figures are decorated in color, but as slip white
and red pigment are the only two colors, the artist's skill was
limited. Some are figures of the human head only, and always
flattened in the back other figures are excessively developed
females. In no case so far has a male figure been observed, but
the one decorated shard which definitely seems the most ancient
yet found in the Lower Salt, from its paste, technique and
decoration, bears an encircling row of large male human figures
with hour-glass shaped bodies.

Freak ollas represent the fat man, with arms about his dis-
tended body, and with face worked in the neck of the bottle.
Human figures are sometimes without eyebrows; occasionally the
eyebrows are presented punctuated and in others appliqued by
a roll of clay pressed on. Pottery forms occur in so many shapes
that it seems none others could have been devised, yet. when we
examine collections from other localities, little points of dif-
ference present themselves, and we immediately declare there
were none here like them.

One type of decoration seems confined to the area immed-
iately surrounding Phoenix, that in which a bowl, before firing,
had been combed with a wooden comb, starting from the center
of the bottom and encircling the entire dish with horizontal
groovings up to the lip. As this grooving tended to weaken the
olla, it was made with thicker walls, but even then most rarely is
an unbroken specimen found. These were not decorated with
pigment nor with firing clouds. More frequently the grooving
was done with a pointed stick or a stone stylus in which case the
irregularity of spacing is apparent, and in some cases these lines
were lightly done and sketchily placed, and the surface then
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decorated with pigment or firing clouds. All decoration of this
incising kind was placed only on the outside. A few shards show
the outer surface covered with projecting bosses, modelled in the
clay before firing; apparently all belong to small, globular bowls.
In both of these cases the pottery is Lower Salt, although bowls
with bosses occur in the headwaters of the Little Colorado around
Springerville.

Decorations fall into two classes; in general they consist of
definite geometric patterns forming unit groups which are re-
peated several times, usually four, to cover the entire surface.
Some groups are entirely rectangular, some curvilinear, but
more generally the straight and curved figures are combined with
either the one or the other made predominant. One figure fre-
quently appearing consists of a strip of parallel lines which are
placed at a 45 degree angle with the axis of the strip ; these lines
have no border line, or they may have a border on one or on both
sides, and again these border lines may be straight or zigzag.
When two such strips are placed side by side and bounded by
zigzag lines the space between them suggests a negative repre-
sentation of the lightning, and rather clearly suggests an earlier
form of the dual reversed stepped design, also known as the
Greek-key, a famous design which received its highest develop-
ment on the Upper Gila and Tularosa rivers.

Another decoration consists of simple figures, made with
one or two quick dashes of the brush, but with a definite outline
intended ; figures which are repeated many times, and serve to
fill in zones of space, or in other cases to cover nearly all of the
surface, producing an impressionistic view of flying birds or
running animals. In making these little figures, the brush work
was rapid, and gives to them the appearance of life and motion;
the artist was not bound, as are moderns, to one motion, left to
right, for in half the pots the brush motion was toward the left.

Around the neck of the decorated olla was placed a con-
tinuous band, straight on top and notched or highly developed on
the lower side; this developed portion may take the form of large
triangles with an unpainted circle of background in the center, in
the midst of which is a carefully made, yet simple figure, re-
peated in exactly the same form in each of the circles. This
figure is placed nowhere else on this olla ; its dominant place at
the top arrests the eye. This pattern occurs only on the largest
and most carefully made ollas, but the variety of forms are not
numerous ; in general they resemble the simpler capital letters
of our alphabet. A rectangular capital S, slightly tilted to the
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left, has been found on the finest of these ollas, and has sug-
gested a maker's emblem, but since these have been found in a
sparing way from Snaketown, Phoenix, Gila Bend and the Super-
stition Mountains, it hardly seems an individual mark, but more
as though a conventionalization of the running fret. In fact,
the whole series of changes have been found, giving every step
from the continuous fret encircling the neck, through several
modifications of the detached fret, to the "lazy S" enclosed in a
circle within a triangle. Archaeologists generally have forsaken
the study of stone articles and are devoting their attention to
pottery for the reason that it reveals changes the more minutely
and thereby gives a more closely ordered chronology, but here is
a series of decorative changes which tells the closest of all.

Some of the capital letters of our alphabet which occur are
M. H. N. W. 0 and Z. In no case has the broken line, called the
"trail of life" been found, nor the dual reversed stepped design,
nor the balanced and opposed figures in which one set are in
solid color and the opposite in hatchures. These dominant ideas
occur among the prehistoric pueblos during the classic period
which preceded the coming of the Spanish by several hundred
years.

Impressionistic figures occur in such an endless variety that
it seems impossible to find the same figure repeated on two
bowls. One which is used many times to fill open spaces is the
flying bird, or again a turtle. The inside of a flat bowl may
show a row of walking birds, some with a fish in the long bill, and
others bringing up a fish from the water, and still others with
wings extended and rising in flight. A rarer design is a row of
men, inside of a flat bowl, all painted as negative designs. Then
there is a man holding a hooked cane and on his back a large
bag which is cross hatched ; this design has been found in several
places in the Lower Salt. Another is a man wearing a horned
mask and blowing into a long reed. Again there is the frog, and
the horned toad, but these are detailed with such care that we
know which is intended, but these occur only on the later Central
Gila polychromes and are intrusives.

Pottery used about the fire was not decorated, but food
bowls and drinking ollas, made of better clay, were finished in
red and decorated with "firing clouds" ; zones carbonized by
placing draft screens about the articles when burning. These
dishes were not given a wash white nor a painted decoration, but
frequently had received a black polished interior. They seem to
have been made with as much care as those which were decorated.
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Few fragments of corrugated are to be found in the entire Lower
Salt. The base color of this pottery is gray which shades off in
the one direction into reddish and the opposite into black. When
decoration was intended, the clay was more thoroughly relieved
of impurities and the dish given thinner walls. A thin slip of
white was washed over the outside surface, so thin that the ob-
server's attention must be called to it, so thin that the base color
showing through gives the pottery a faded buff color. Upon this
was applied the design in a dull, faded red, which never had a
warm, bright color. In a small ratio of cases the wash white was
omitted and the red applied to the base, producing a red-on-
gray. Surfaces were sometimes lightly treated with the polish-
ing stone. Decorated pottery did not receive an interior black
polish but some of the larger alias and flaring bowls were given
an intense black polish on the inside which was heightened by
the rubbing stone.

These potteries we have called the Lower Salt red on buff.

The heavy cooking pottery and the water jars were never
given a buff finish ; it was not applied to the bright red bowls
which were decorated with firing clouds; it was only placed
upon those pieces which were later finished with designs painted
in red, and even on these it was spread over the outside only.
On the more precious dishes, such as the lamps and those to
receive the more carefully made figures, it was put on in double
portion.

Long have we desired to see the chemists study these pot-
teries, and at last it has been clone (1), but the conclusion drawn
is that the buff is not a wash or a paint but only a scum resulting
from burning. If so, then the pottery maker was able to suppress
it, to regulate it, or to emphasize it. It matters not under such
circumstances whether it be called a wash OT a scum. Could the
humble squaw of an earlier age, placing her simple clay pots over
the household fire, have looked into the future and seen men of
science quarreling over little details as to how she spread the
mud with her fingers, she might have become awed with her
own importance.

The district of the Lower Salt takes in the Salt River Valley
and extends north to include Skull Valley southwest of Prescott,
but not Prescott; the line passes just south, then crosses the
Verde and the Salt midway between the Roosevelt Reservoir and
the junction of the Verde and Salt, thence down through the

(1)—Arizona Museum Journal, Aug. 1928. A Question of Scumming.
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middle of the Central Gila culture, where its shards underlie the
Central Gila shards, and thence west, passing just south of Gila
Bend. Its boundaries on the west are not definitely known. This
district of the Lower Salt and the designation of its pottery as
red on buff are original with the writer.

Along rivers were the natural lines of travel rather than
across mountain ranges, and on these routes we find the greater
distances to which pottery had passed from district to district.
Constantly the statement is made that duration of culture can be
known by the distance from its focal point out to the fartherest
limits where it is found. At first thought this seems to be uni-
versally correct ; but there are modifications. The pottery of the
Lower Salt was a fragile stuff which did not permit of exporta-
tion to a distance ; it was made in a locality from which trading
did not naturally pass over mountain ranges to the pueblos in
general, for the carriage of exported wares was easier up and
down rivers. Pottery is the historic library of a people; its
shards date a culture as do the fossils of the rocks to a geologist,
and with a vastly greater precision. The interpretation of design
is well nigh impossible, although a meaning probably existed at
the time of origin, later to be forgotten; as an example consider
the "trail of life", so universally used among the Pueblos and
for which they give a multiplicity of explanations.

Remember that basketry is the older art, and that in a basket
built up from the base by coiling, there is a jog where a decorated
coil completes its circuit which can not be prevented by an arti-
fice of the basket maker. The first designs on pottery were
copies of the figures on baskets and the theory that the encircling
life line with its jog runs back to basketry art is the most reason-
able which has been suggested. The circular involute may be a
representation of the desert sand twister appearing like a toy
cyclone, or again it may have been the squash tendril or the less
romantic rattlesnake : if one of these be correct, then the rec-
tangular involute may have been the original design as woven in
basketry. Strips of parallel lines perhaps represent the falling
rain. Although pottery was elaborately painted, we have yet to
find a design painted on stone.

Axes were made from syenite and diorite, stones, found in a
sparing way in these mountains, where even sedimentary rocks
are few and metamorphic and magma rocks predominate. This
tough, close grained stone is devoid of cleavage and extremely
hard without being brittle: the black surface took a high polish
and made a beautiful implement. In every locality, something
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therein produced is pronounced the finest and best in the world;
in time those words lose all meaning; but in the valley of the
Salado we loudly proclaim that the choicest and most beautifully
polished axes were made here, and were also made in great
quantities. Many of them under primitive methods, must have
required months of work to polish, so hard a stone is diorite; and
many when finished were never used. Seemingly some men were
axe makers, who concealed their product for safety. On east
McDowell Street, far from the remains of any ancient building,
at a depth of four feet, an alla was found containing a highly
polished axe and thirty perfect arrow heads. The Yaqui Indian
working in the public utility gang climbed out of the ditch and
vanished with his trophies and failed to return for his week's
wages.

In Siberia, Alaska and the North Pacific Coast, the grooved
stone adz is found, while east of the Mississippi occurs the un-
grooved celt called a tomahawk, and in a sparing way, the
grooved stone axe is found in Mexico and parts of South America.
In the Lower Salt all three are found, and in addition the double
edged axe, both grooved and ungrooved. These range in form
from the crude eolithic to the paleolithic, but in great numbers
in the finest neolithic forms. They run from 3/4 of an inch to 12
inches in length; usually with three-quarters groove, but some
grooved entirely around in both the single and double edged.
Some have a transverse groove down the front, the side not
touched by the three-quarters groove; others have two grooves
for the handle. In this valley the writer has never seen a dulled
adz, or one which had seen any service; none were crudely made,
as occurs among axes: there must be a reason.

The handle has been found in a few cases; it consists of
several slim branches of hard-wood trees, which at their middle
had been wrapped around the groove, then bound with sinew,
and the ends of the branches held in the hands : thus the handle
was a flexible bundle of rods, perhaps producing less danger of
breakage to the precious axe. Proof that this was the customary
way of hanging can be found by examining the corner of the
edge : from the tendency to wear off the corner farthest from
the user's hands when cutting wood, the manner of hanging any
worn axe can be seen ; it will be found that the ungrooved side is
next to the user.

Stone balls, artificially rounded, a foot or more in diameter,
are found, and also crudely made stone mortars into which they
fit fairly well. The balls are of stone too fragile to use in crushing
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food stuffs, and so we call them ball mills for reducing pigments

or for crushing the highly porous volcanic material used in
polishing axes. The thin pieces of shale, carefully chipped into
a true circular form, some of them 18 inches in diameter, we
believe to be representations of the sun, and to have belonged to
the sun worship. One such stone, found north of Casa Buena,
was equally interesting as a rare geologic specimen ; a matrix
full of large crystals, which may have been revered by the
ancient people. Another found in the Grand Canon, by W. E.
Defty, mining engineer, had been worked into the true circular
form, and the finder sought diligently to locate the place of
manufacture, for it glittered with free gold : needless to say that
bright sun emblem went into a quartz mill rather than into a
museum!

Occasionally a plummet shaped stone three inches long is
found, pointed at one end and with a hole in the other ; one was
ground plat on a side: the finer thought it worthy of a U. S.
patent; but they reported back that the idea had already been
patented for a close hanging plummet Around Phoenix have
been found rough, flat slabs of heavy stone, three feet long, with
one end hammered to a crude point, and on the other a broad,
deep notch, while down a quarter of its length is another notch,
one on each side. These stones weigh from ten to thirty pounds;
four have been found at various places at depths claimed to be
six feet below the surface. Their use may well be called prob-
lematic.

Another puzzling stone is shaped like the conventional
escutcheon of a coat of arms; the upper corners forming rounded
projections of the right size for a hand-hold, while the bottom
edge is usually chisel shaped. We offer the suggestion that these
stones were used in crushing or grinding; the weights run from
15 to 40 pounds. One comes from Buckeye, one from upper
Cave Creek, and Dr. C. J. Sark, in his work around Tucson as
mining geologist, has found eleven.

On the north bank of Canal Twelve, among the many broken
stone implements and potteries, I found a section of a broken
metate which had been caught in a flow of lava and which re-
tained a two inch layer of lava rigidly adhering to it. The basalt
metate had been well made and had been used until it was worn
to a depth of five inches. We are accustomed to think of active
volcanoes in Arizona as belonging to the remote past, and so the
section of metate was sent to Dr. G. M. Butler, Dean and Director
of the College of Mines, University of Arizona. He replied
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saying : "We are completely satisfied that the material adhering
to the section of metate is an acid pumacious lava its character
adds to the mystery rather than lessens it, since we do not know
of the existence of any recent lava in the state of a similar char-
acter. Practically all of the recent lavas are decidedly basic. It
looks as though the metate must have been brought in from
some distance and perhaps from some other state, although I
cannot see why it should have been especially valued by the
aborigines. There are no recent lavas at all near the place where
it was found."

In the case of recent discovery of well made Indian imple-
ments found underneath the bones of a mastodon in southern
Arizona, the explanation offered by scientists is that the stone
implements and the bones may have fallen over the edge of the
gully and been buried together by the stream action, and again
exposed by the stream; the implements and the bones may not
necessarily have belonged to the same age. But in the case of
the lava coated metate proof is given of the existence of man at
an earlier date than through any other discovery in Arizona ; the
metate was made and used before the volcanic eruption. For
once the interpretation can not be challenged.

In an historic report reference may not be made to the
current controversies concerning the antiquity of man in
America or of the growing tendency to date his advent farther
and farther into the past, but we will add another clue to the
controversy. On the east slope of the Four Peaks, 60 miles
northeast of Phoenix, a 3-inch stone ball has been found which
bears a fossilized raw-hide strap, tied into a slight encircling
groove. This is not one of the petrifactions which can be turned
out in a few months in the springs farther to the north in this
range of mountains, neither is it a case of differential weathering
which occasionally has deceived a good observer : it is to be ac-
cepted on its own testimony.

In every locality in America spurious articles are offered for
sale, in this respect this valley has been exceptionally free, until
the last year ; now manufactured articles are offered; even our
honest looking reservation Indians are not unwilling to sell to
the tourist newly made stone birds and animals and glass arrow
heads of every variety of color. Professional collectors buy up
last year's weathered water ollas from the Maricopas and ship
them to eastern buyers; these certainly resemble the others
weathered through a thousand years of burial within graves. A
genuine ancient arrow head shows softened edges along the lines
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of chipping due to long weathering, which takes place on all
except those made from obsidian. This weathering, called patina-
tion, can be simulated on a newly made point of glass or stone
by dipping in white shellac : therefore if a point be suspected it
may be tested with denatured alcohol. Modern made stone
carvings show chisel marks, or these may have been dimmed by
dipping in oil containing carbon. Here the test is to apply the
moistened finger to the surface ; if the moisture tends to form
minute beads, the article presumably has been treated. Hot
water is a good test, as beads of oil form.

The task of reporting the clan-castles of the Salado is com-
pleted. Forty years ago few had been destroyed. One by one we
have seen them torn down, but so many remained that it seemed
the whole story of the early race could be told many times over
from those that remained. With keen resentment we heard an
outsider come here and declare that all were gone. When this
report was begun, it still seemed that plenty remained. We drove
about to measure them up and_ with astonishment found that
thirty-one edifices of the past are now of the past themselves :
only two remain. As a report, this preliminary has become an
obituary !

Continued



It All Happened in Tombstone
By JOHN P. CLUM

(Copyright, 1929)

"Hello Ike! Any new war ?" was my very cheerful and in-
nocent salutation. Ike gave me a swift glance and carelessly re-
plied, "Oh, nothing in particular." Ike Clanton was standing at
the southeast corner of Fourth and Fremont streets with a Win-
chester rifle in his hands and conversing in low tones with one of
his pals. It was about noon on October 26, 1881. The day was
bright and the air crisp. Tombstone was approaching the peak
of its prosperity, and its cosimopolitan population of ten thous-
and, or more, were busy with a multitude of affairs associated
with widely varied lines of necessary, useful and orderly employ-
ment. There was nothing to indicate that impending tragedy
which is recalled by the recent death of Wyatt Earp.

Virgil Earp was our Chief of Police, and two of his brothers
—Wyatt and Morgan—were also living in Tombstone. I had
just left my desk in the Epitaph office (on the north side of Fre-
mont street just west of Fourth street) and was on my way to
the Grand Hotel on Allen street for lunch. The Clanton family
had lived in the Gila valley, not far from the eastern boundary
of the Indian reservation, during the time I was in charge of
the Apaches at San Carlos. I formed a casual acquaintance
with several members of the Clanton clan at that time and had
been on speaking terms with Ike ever since. Therefore, when I
saw him standing on a busy corner of Tombstone at high noon,
fondling a full-grown Winchester rifle, it is not remarkable that,
as I passed, I called out pleasantly, "Hello Ike! Any new war?"
The remarkable feature of the situation was that Ike actually
was out on the war-path and was at that very moment seeking
an opportunity to pot our valiant Chief of Police, and although I
was mayor of the city, no hint of this serious situation had yet
reached me. But Ike did not know that, and, obviously, he must
have regarded my easy, off-hand salutation as a grim and. daring
jest.

I had not proceeded more than a half-dozen paces on Fourth
street when I met Charlie Shibell, sheriff of Pima county, who
had just come in from Tucson,—and in greeting Charlie I forgot
all about Ike, who, however, passed on up Fourth street while I
was asking the sheriff what news he had for the Epitaph. With-
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in a moment or two Virgil and Morgan Earp swung around the
corner from Fremont street and walked swiftly past us on
Fourth street,—each with his six-shooter in his hand. "What
does that mean ?" asked Shibell eagerly. "Looks like real
trouble," was my simple reply. A moment later the Chief of Po-
lice had overtaken Clanton near the middle of the block and had
arrested and disarmed him.

Very soon I was in possession of the intimate details of the
situation that had led up to Ike's arrest. In a recent stage rob-
bery the strong box of Wells, Fargo & Company had been looted,
and the express company had offered a substantial reward for
the arrest of the robbers—" dead or alive." The suspects were
rustlers whose whereabouts were known to Ike Clanton. Wyatt
Earp, as Deputy U. S. Marshal, told Ike that if he would inform
him (Wyatt) as to the whereabouts of the suspects so that he
(Wyatt) could arrest them, that he (Ike) might have the reward.
In this arrangement absolute secrecy was vital to Ike. Before
the arrests could be effected an incident occurred which led Ike
to believe that his part in the plot was either known to, or sus-
pected by the local agent of the express company, and he, forth-
with, blamed Wyatt for the jeopardy in which such knowledge
of the plot would place him The facts were that the local ex-
press agent knew that Wyatt was making efforts to arrest the
suspected stage robbers, and he happened to see Wyatt talking
with Ike. This was the limit of his information, but he had, with
marvelously stupid indiscretion, while in a state of mellow in-
toxication, very confidentially hinted to Ike that he would stand
behind any arrangement that Ike and Wyatt might make. Wyatt
assured Ike that the local express agent was merely guessing, but
Ike was alarmed and enraged. He refused to be reconciled to
the facts, and decided that the only way to settle the matter was
to "shoot it out." The result was that on this particular morn-
ing Ike had felt justified in announcing to some of his pals that
it was his desperate purpose to sally forth with his trusty Win-
chester and kill the first of the Earp trio he chanced to meet on
the streets of Tombstone. The Chief of Police had found it neces-
sary to remain on duty the greater part of the previous night, and
was still resting at his home when Clanton started out on his
man-hunt. As soon as Virgil was informed that some deadly
bullets were being held in readiness to penetrate his person
whenever he might appear in the heart of the city, he dressed
hastily and with his brother Morgan, proceeded without hesita-
tion to search out the asserted deadly bullets, with the result that
Ike was arrested about 12 o'clock.
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Inasmuch as Ike was on the streets hunting the Chief of Po-
lice, with the announced intention of killing him on sight, the
Chief of Police would have been justified in killing Ike on sight,
but instead of taking advantage of that privilege, he simply ar-
rested and disarmed Ike and took him before Judge Wallace, who
assessed a fine of $25 for carrying concealed weapons—Ike hav-
ing on a belt of cartridges and a six-shooter which were concealed
under his coat. The arrest was made without bluster or particu-
lar disturbance. The chief may have struck Ike as he seized
Ike's rifle, but there was no struggle. Ike and his pal did not
put up any fight, and they were not injured by the police.

An hour later Billy Clanton—Ike's brother—and Frank
and Tom McLowery rode into Tombstone. These fresh arrivals
were joined by Billy Claybourne and the bunch held a confer-
ence with Ike. Their attitude was decidedly warlike. They pur-
chased some additional ammunition at Spangenberg's. The air
was charged with rumors of an impending clash. It was decided
that the Clantons and the McLowerys should be required to lay
aside their arms until they were ready to leave the city, but these
desperados determined they would not be disarmed. Thus the
very serious situation resolved itself into a question of law and
order. Was the police force of Tombstone to be bullied and
cowed? What would the future hold for our citizens if it should
be announced that the city government had proved too weak to
resist an invasion of representatives of that lawless element which
then had its temporary habitat in the country adjacent to Tomb-
stone? These exceedingly vital questions were speedily and de-
cisively answered.

About two o'clock that afternoon our Chief of Police, Virgil
Earp, accompanied by his two brothers, Wyatt and Morgan, and
Doc Holliday, moved west on Fremont street. A few paces be-
yond the Epitaph office they met the two Clantons and the two
McLo werys and Billy Claybourne. The battle was short but
swift. Frank and Tom McLowery and Billy Clanton were killed,
and Virgil and Morgan Earp were wounded.

I went to Arizona in 1874. My first visit to Tombstone
was late in 1879. Early in 1880 I decided to establish the EPI-
TAPH in that mining camp, and the first issue of that paper
appeared on May 1, 1880.

The first time I ever heard of the Earp brothers was in the
early part of 1880 at the time City Marshal White was killed by
Curly Bill. Wyatt Earp arrested Curly Bill and took him to
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Tucson. Wyatt was a deputy United States Marshal at that
time and made the arrest in the course of his official duties.

The regular election of the "Village of Tombstone" was
held on January 4, 1881. Robert Eccleston and Mark P. Shaf-
fer had been nominated for the office of mayor, but less than a
week before the election Eccleston withdrew and my name was
substituted. The votes for mayor totaled 697, of which Shaffer
received 165 votes, and Clum 532 votes.

A total of 688 votes were east for city marshal. The candi-
dates were Ben Sippy and Howard Lee. Sippy was "our candi-
date" and he received 502 votes, and Lee 186 votes.

The total number of votes cast indicated that Tombstone
was rapidly moving out of the "village" class, and the large
majority of votes cast for Sippy and myself proved that we were
on the popular side of local controversies. The councilmen elect-
ed were George A. Pridham, J. A. Kelly, Godfrey Tribolet and
Smith Grey.

The first meeting of this common council was held on Janu-
ary 12, 1881, at which time my message was "read, accepted and
ordered filed." A charter had been granted to the "City of
Tombstone," and in my message I called attention to the fact
that no application had yet been made for a copy of that charter,

, and recommended that this be done at once.
A copy of the charter was obtained and the common council

proceeded to organize the city government under said charter.
Of course, we had to prepare, revise and adopt a bunch of city
ordinances and that was a big job I can assure you. No salaries
were provided for either the mayor or the councilmen

And now we are getting back to the story of the Earp
brothers. I think it was the latter part of May when I left
Tombstone for a trip to "the states," and, among other things, I
was authorized to purchase a fire engine for our fast growing
city. This I obtained at Watertown, N. Y. It was one of those
famed old man-power engines. On the train returning—just east
of Benson—we saw a great column of smoke rising over the hills
to the south. I tried to make my fellow passengers believe we had
a live volcano over there, but when I arrived at Benson I learned
that Tombstone was burning.

It was about midnight when I rolled into Tombstone on the
stage from Benson. This was our first big fire—and a disastrous
one. The following day I learned that during my absence Ben
Sippy, the city marshal, had decamped—leaving the city without
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a police head ; that Virgil Earp, with the approval of the city
councilmen, had assumed that responsibility in the emergency
and that he had rendered a most efficient and satisfactory ser-
vice. The result was that Virgil was retained as Chief of Police
until he was so seriously wounded on the night of Dec. 28, 1881.

Thus it will appear that for six months during my adminis-
tration as mayor of Tombstone, Virgil Earp held the position of
Chief of Police. Obviously, I came to know him well—and liked
him very much. He was a courageous and efficient officer.
Once he arrested me for fast riding.

I was a resident of Tombstone all of the time the Earp
brothers were there. I knew Virgil and Wyatt and Morgan and
Jimmy They all had the reputation of being handy and effect-
ive with a six-shooter, but I always regarded them as law-abiding
and orderly citizens and I was not a "tenderfoot". I came
to New Mexico ten years before—in 1871—at the age of twenty.
On that trip I saw the buffalo and the picturesque buffalo hunt-
ers in broad hats and buckskins From August, 1874, until July
1877, I was in charge of the Apache Indians. I had been active
on the frontier and knew something of the character of its citi-
zens.

In these circumstances I am quite sure that Wyatt would
have felt amused if he had known that I quite approved of his
stature and personality when I first knew him. Above six feet
in height, well proportioned, erect, hair a bit long but neatly
kept, a royal mustache, a broad hat and a frock coat—I still have
a clear vision of that dignified figure walking calmly along Allen
street.

Wyatt's manner, though friendly, suggested a quiet reserve.
His facial features were strong, positive and pleasing. His hab-
itual expression was serious, with a gracious smile when the oc-
casion warranted it—but his mirth was never boisterous (as my
own was apt to be). In fact, about the time I was elected mayor
of Tombstone, Wyatt was quite my ideal of the strong, manly,
serious and capable peace officer—equally unperturbed whether
he was anticipating a meeting with a friend or a foe.

And yet, with all of these sterling qualities so necessary to
the make-up of an efficient peace officer on duty in and about
Tombstone during 1881, only once during the entire time he was
a resident of Tombstone did he bring his deadly six-shooter into
effective action against a foe, and that was on the afternoon of
October 26, 1881, in the fight with the Clantons and the
MeLowerys.
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The Clanton clan had a "ranch" west from Tombstone in
the San Pedro valley which was headquarters for the outlaws in
that section, and which served as a sort of clearing-house for the
cattle stolen in Mexico by the rustlers and smuggled across the
line down that valley. "Old Man Clanton" had been killed on
one of his cattle-rustling raids into Mexico.

The McLowery brothers had a "ranch" about 25 miles east
from Tombstone in the Sulphur Springs valley, where they har-
bored and fed the cattle thieves and other desperadoes of that
locality, and looked after the interests of those rustlers who "im-
ported" their stolen stock by way of Agua Priet,a. Each of these
two "ranches" was recognized as a rendezvous and asylum for as
tough an assortment of cattle thieves, stage robbers, murderers
and all-around crooks and criminals as ever assembled on any
frontier.

I had no positive evidence, but I felt justified in believing
that Ike had sent word to the clan that he was starting out single-
handed to kill a few members of the Earp family, and that upon
receipt of this information Billy Clanton and Frank and Tom
McLowery rushed to his assistance in the city.

These well-known leaders of the rustlers came to Tombstone
and defied our laws and the officers we had appointed to enforce
those laws. Not only that, but Ike Clanton had actually appear-
ed upon our streets that day carrying a rifle in his hands and had
declared that he intended to kill our chief of police on sight. I,
myself, saw Ike holding the rifle as he was standing at one of the
principal street intersections, and spoke to him only a few mo-
ments before he was arrested, as heretofore stated. An hour and
a half later these outlaws from the "ranches"—Ike and Billy
Clanton and Frank and Tom McLowery (and Billy Claybourne
was with them) refused to surrender their arms when ordered
to do so by Sheriff Behan, in person, and determined to carry on
with their desperate and deadly plan to shoot it out with the
police—and they did.

The fight took place in a broad street and in broad daylight.
Three of the rustlers were killed. Virgil Earp, our chief of
police, and his brother, Morgan, were wounded, and Doc Holli-
day told me a bullet had grazed his back just above his hips.
That Virgil and Morgan Earp were not killed was not due to any
lack of deadly purpose on the part of the rustlers. The bullets
that wounded these two officers were fired with the most de-
termined purpose to kill Morgan 's wound was serious and a
deviation of an inch in the course of the bullet would have killed
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him instantly. The rustlers shot to kill. They had come from
their "ranches" to the City of Tombstone for that purpose.
Shortly after their arrival in Tombstone that day they had pur-
chased additional ammunition with which to shoot to kill, and
that deadly purpose was uppermost in their minds when they re-
fused to surrender their arms to Sheriff Behan a very short time
before the fight. Ike Clanton's life was spared that noon when
he was out on the streets hunting for the chief of police—and
finally discovered him, and again his life was spared in the fight
when he threw up his hands and declared he was not armed.

There has been much discussion as to who fired the first shot
in this street battle. This question is utterly unimportant to me,
though I believe that the rustlers shot first. My chief of police
told me so at the time, and Wyatt Earp repeated the same story to
me within a week before he died. It was my habit to caution my
Apache police, when hunting renegades and murderers, to be
sure at all times to have their rifles in prime condition and load-
ed, so that if shooting seemed inevitable—they could do it first.
I do not think that an officer of the law should offer himself as
a target for the bullets of every thug and bandit and desperado
he may be called upon to apprehend, and to wait until the crim-
inal has missed him a couple of times—or has mortally wonnded
him—before he joins in the shooting. Anyhow, I always cau-
tioned my police—both red-skin and pale-face—that, in any
meeting with renegades, or other desperate outlaws, if there was
to be any shooting, they should be prepared to join in the fray
with disconcerting alacrity and deadly effect, for the reason that
society could much better afford to lose a score or two of rustlers
and bandits, than to sacrifice one efficient peace officer.

The RE VIE W for July, 1928, contains my story of the cap-
ture of Geronimo at Ojo Caliente, N. M., on the morning of April
21, 1877, and in that narrative emphasis is given to my specific
directions that every member of my Apache Police Force should
be supplied with 30 rounds of ammunition and HAVE HIS
GUN LOADED, in order that if a fight was precipitated we
might be able to deliver an initial persuasive volley into the
ranks of the hostiles without hesitation or delay. Strict observ-
ance of such vital details often averts bloodshed—as I am con-
vinced it did on that occasion at Ojo Caliente.

Sheriff Behan's testimony at hearing before Judge Spicer,
as published in the NUGGET—a local newspaper friendly to
the sheriff's administration, may be reduced to its lowest terms
as follows: About half past one, or two o'clock on the afternoon



IT ALL HAPPENED IN TOMBSTONE	 53

of October 26, 1881, Behan saw a crowd gathering at the corner

of Fourth and Allen streets, and heard talk of an impending
clash between the Earps and the cowboys. Behan met Virgil
Earp who told him the rustlers were in town looking for a fight.
Behan told Virgil he better disarm the rustlers (Virgil had al- .
ready arrested and disarmed Ike Clanton). Virgil said he would
give them a chance to fight. Behan walked one block to the
corner of Fourth and Fremont streets where he met Frank Me-
Lowery and ordered him to surrender his arms, but McLowery
refused to obey his order. Behan and McLowery then walked
west on Fremont street less than a block, where they met Ike
Clanton, Billy Clanton, Tom McLowery and Billy Claybourne.
Behan ordered them to surrender their arms. Frank McLowery,
as spokesman for the cowboys, again refused to obey the sheriff's
orders. Behan then ordered them to go to his office and surren-
der their arms. The cowboys ignored this order also. Behan
then saw Wyatt, Virgil and Morgan Earp and Doe Holliday ap-
proaching on Fremont street, whereupon he ordered the cowboys
to remain there while he went to stop the police. Behan walked
"twenty-two or three steps" when he met the police and told
them not to go any further as he intended to arrest and disarm
the cowboys.

When Sheriff Behan saw the crowd gathering at Fourth
and Allen streets and heard the talk of an impending combat
he did not summon his deputies, nor a posse comitatus to aid
him in enforcing his authority. When the cowboys refused to
obey his command to surrender their arms he did nothing, per-
sonally or otherwise, to compel compliance with his orders. In
fact, it appears that his final meeting with the cowboys served
only as a last minute warning to them to be prepared for the an-
ticipated coming of the city police.

Sheriff Behan 's testimony relative to his action in this af-
fair admits of two interpretations ;—either he was unable to en-
force his authority against the rustlers, or he acquiesced in the
belligerent attitude of the rustlers with the hope that they might
prove the superior marksmen in the impending battle.

Some of the partisans of the rustlers have appealed to public
sentiment by emphasizing the fact that Billy Clanton was a mere
youth, and alleging that he had promised his mother that he
would never "die with his boots on." If Billy Clanton sincerely
desired to keep this alleged promise to his mother he was de-
liberately taking desperate chances on that October 26th, when,
instead of obeying the command of the sheriff to surrender his
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arms and deport himself as an orderly citizen, he elected to ignore
the sheriff's authority and to support his more mature compan-
ions in the prospective battle with the officers of the law. In
fact, he made himself an outlaw when he refused to obey the or-
ders of the sheriff, and if the sheriff had undertaken to compel
obedience to his orders, as he should have done, he would have
been justified in shooting Billy Clanton if he persisted in his
defiance of those orders. Whatever may have been his previous
pledges to his companions, Billy had the opportunity to retire
from the plot with honor when ordered to do so by the sheriff.
He elected to-disobey the sheriff and to fight the police. Billy
Clanton made an unwise decision, but, if the record of his part in
the street battle is correct, Billy was game—for he continued
to fight as long as his strength and ammunition lasted.

Another thing. We are told that "Billy the Kid" was only
twenty-one years old when he was killed by Sheriff Pat Garrett,
and that in his brief career the "Kid" had killed twenty-one
men—a dead man for every year of his young life. Today a ma-
jority of our bandits are mere youths. The police authorities
will tell you that a "mere youth" with a handy gun and a hos-
tile purpose may prove to be an exceedingly dangerous foe.

Occasionally the story writers have referred to Morgan
Earp as a policeman. I have understood that Morgan performed
some service outside the city as a Deputy U. S. Marshal under
the direction of his brother Wyatt, but Morgan never was a mem-
ber of the Tombstone police force, and the only time within my
knowledge that he ever assisted his brother Virgil in the
execution of his duties as Chief of Police was on October 26,
1881. The same was true of Doc Holliday, and I have always
felt that his selection on that occasion was a very unfortunate
one. But the chief of police was in need of dependable support,
as the rustlers were in a desperate mood, and Frank MeLowery
was reputed to be unerring in his aim with a six-shooter and an,
exceedingly dangerous adversary in actual combat.

During the 365 days of my official administration as mayor
of the City of Tombstone there were but three murders com-
mitted within the city limits. That is as near as we came to
having "a dead man for breakfast every morning." It is my
recollection that in each of the above instances the murderer was
arrested by Deputy Marshal Wyatt Earp. The above total of
violent deaths for the year does not include the three men killed
in the street battle with the police.

Clever colorful writers have added much to the wild and
woolly reputation of Tombstone. Murders committed in Charles-
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ton, Galeyville, San Simon, or anywhere in southeastern Arizona
—and even in New Mexico and Texas, have been included in the
story of "TOMBSTONE", and all of this blood and thunder
stuff is hooked up in such intimate fashion that the reader gets
the impression that old Tombstone was a hell-roarin' town all
right, all right. So far as the population of the city and
its immediate environs are concerned, they were as orderly
and law-abiding as any community of equal size anywhere, and
one's life was no more in danger in Tombstone than elsewhere—
so far as the bona fide residents of Tombstone were concerned.

It is true that there was a very desperate and dangerous
element at that time in the country adjacent to Tombstone, which
made their rendezvous at the "ranches" maintained for that
purpose by the Clantons and the McLowerys, as I have before
stated. This element was more or less nomadic and included out-
laws and desperadoes who pursued various lines of depredations
and deviltry.

It was against this aggregation of cattle thieves and stage
robbers and all-around-bad-men and blustering gun-fighters that
the good citizens of the City of Tombstone had to protect them-
selves. This situation was aggravated by the fact that there was
a general feeling among the citizens of Tombstone that the peace
officers of the county, under the administration of Sheriff John
H. Behan, were inclined to employ the soothing methods of par-
ley and palaver and paliation in dealing with this dangerous
nomadic element in the country round about Tombstone, and thus
avoid the hazards that would be involved in the fearless pur-
suit, apprehension, prosecution and punishment of these defiant
criminals—which both duty and justice demanded. This un-
fortunate situation only served to aggravate the menace to the
peace and safety of the city.

So serious was this menace considered that there was organ-
ized a "CITIZENS SAFETY COMMITTEE" of between one
and two hundred of the representative business and professional
men of the city, for the purpose of supporting the duly author-
ized officers of the law in maintaining order within the city
limits and protecting the lives and property of citizens—par-
ticularly in the event of an invasion by the lawless outside ele-
ment, and, as mayor, I was the representative head of this com-
mittee.

All members of this committee were properly armed and
pledged to assemble on call in front of my office in the Epitaph
Building on Fremont street. The Vizina Hoisting Works was
located within the city, and a certain signal from the Vizina
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whistle was agreed upon as an emergency call for this committee
to report for duty.

A detachment of this Citizens Safety Committee, fully armed
and marching in a "column of twos," reported to me in front of
the Epitaph office within ten minutes after the fight on Octo-
ber 26th. The fight occurred on Fremont street less than a hun-
dred yards from the Epitaph building. I distinctly remember
that the first "set of twos" was made up of Colonel William
Herring, attorney at law, and Milton Clapp, cashier of the local
bank Colonel Herring was tall and portly, with an imposing
personal dignity, while Milton Clapp was short and lean and
wore large spectacles. The striking contrast in stature and bear-
ing between these two leaders of the "column" registered an
indelible picture on the retina of my trained military eye that
still intrudes as a flash of comedy in an exceedingly grave situa-
tion.

It was in view of the foregoing facts and circumstances that
I sustained the action of the city police in the street battle of
October 26, 1881, both as mayor of the city and as editor of the
Epitaph. Virgil, Wyatt and Morgan Earp and Doc Holliday
had a preliminary hearing before Judge Spicer and were
acquited.

Soon after this it was rumored about town that several resi-
dents of Tombstone had been "marked for death" by the rustler-
clan, and I was assured that my name was written well up to-
ward the head of their grim list, which, besides myself, included
the Earp brothers, Doc Holiday, Judge Spicer, Tom Fitch,
Marshall Williams and one or two others whose names I do not
now recall.

And in order that we might more fully realize the certainty
of our fate it was whispered that the "DEATH LIST" had
been prepared with most spectacular and dramatic ceremonials,
enacted at midnight within the recesses of a deep canyon, dur-
ing which the names of the "elect" had been written in blood
drawn from the veins of a murderer. Not one of those whose
names appeared on this blood red "DEATH LIST" would be
permitted to escape from Tombstone alive.

We did not believe all we heard. Nevertheless, we realized
that the situation was extremely serious. As for myself, I felt
that if a fight should occur within the city, the rustler-clan would
not overlook an opportunity to rub me out, but I did not believe
—desperate as I knew them to be—that they would deliberately
plan. to murder me. I was mistaken. I did not then realize that
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their fight with the police on the streets of Tombstone was des-
tined to go down in history as the first, last and only fight the
rustlers would make in open daylight; that henceforth these
desperado-outlaws would operate only as cowardly midnight
assassins—and that the Fates would single me out as the first of
their intended victims.

However, I did take some precautions against a shot in the
back in the darkness. I was also postmaster at the time. There
were two doors and two windows in the rear of the postoffice
building, and as there was considerable work to be done in the
postoffice after dark, I recall that I had heavy plank outside
doors and shutters swung in these openings. These doors and
shutters were closed regularly and promptly and securely fas-
tened from the inside as soon as the lamps were lighted. I also re-
call that on two or three occasions rumors reached us to the ef-
fect that the rustler-clan were plotting a raid on the city for the
purpose of robbing the bank, Wells, Fargo & Co., and the post-
office, and on those occasion two or three friends spent the night
with me in the postoffice—where we were well prepared to vigor-
ously resist the rumored raids.

In these conditions it will appear obvious that life, for some
of us, was not exactly "one prolonged bird-song" during the
period of which we are writing. Our job seemed to be one of
"watchful waiting" for the storm to break. It so happened
that my parents and infant son were living in Washington, D. C.,
at this time, and I decided to spend the approaching Yuletide
season with them. At the same time I had deemed it wise to
take care that this plan should be known to only a few of my
closest friends, but, in some manner, the rustlers learned of my
contemplated trip.

Just before I got into the stage at 8 p. m., on December 14,
1881, I told Mr. Thornton, of the Epitaph staff, that my greatest
probable danger was that, if the rustlers knew I was going, they
would pull off a sham stage-robbery, during which they would
make it convenient to properly perforate my anatomy with a
few of their spare bullets, and thus definitely blot me out of
the picture.

The coach was a regulation "Concord" with three seats in-
side and two seats on the top, drawn by six horses, while Jimmie
Harrington held the "ribbons" on the "box". There were two
men on the front seat and two men on the back seat, while I was
the sole occupant of the middle seat. These four passengers in
the coach were all strangers to me. The possibilities of an. at-
tack were in my thoughts, and I preferred the middle seat, as it
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seemed to offer better opportunities for a hasty exit on either
side in an emergency—but a little later I realized that even this
preferred location did not give me a shadow of a chance either
for defense or escape—with hostile guns blazing on both sides of
the coach—for the reason that I was not able to see any of the
attacking party, while the side-lights would reveal ray identity
to them the instant I attempted to emerge from either exit.

For half an hour, or thereabouts, after leaving Tombstone
we rolled along at a lively pace as might be expected with  a  fresh
team and a light load. I noticed the lights at Malcolm's Well as
we passed that point. A few moments later we were startled by
shouts from the roadside, followed immediately by shots from
both sides of the coach. Instantly I realized what was happening,
and the alarming disadvantage of my situation. At the com-
mand to "halt" the driver applied the brakes for a few seconds
—in spite of my emphatic mental protest. But instead of slow-
ing up, the team—alarmed by the shooting—lunged forward,
and as they broke into a run Jimmie Harrington released the
brakes—with my unqualified mental approval. In a very few
seconds we were well out of the range of the highwaymen's guns.

The four men with me dropped to the floor of the coach
the instant the shooting began, and they called to me to do the
same or I would be shot. But I had other plans. I had two six-
shooters, and I was thinking fast how I might be able to use
them to the best advantage if we were cemmanded to halt a sec-
ond time. As soon as we had run past our assailants I reasoned
that they would re-load their guns, mount their horses and make
another attempt to stop us further down the road. Realizing
that I had small chance for either defense or escape if I remained
in the coach, I opened the door on the right hand side and stood
with one foot on the step while I listened and watched for sounds
or signs of trouble ahead—prepared to leap to the ground at
the first alarm.

Thus we bowled along for half-a-mile or more, when the
driver suddenly applied the brakes and someone shouted from
the road ahead of us. Before the stage had stopped I was on the
ground and beyond the range of the rays of the side lights—with
both six-shooters ready for action. A moment later I was much
relieved to find there was no immediate need for deadly weapons
—either defensive or offensive

"Whistling Dick", driver of the bullion wagon, had fol-
lowed us out from Tombstone. He was to bring up a load from
Benson and was going down "empty". He was close behind the
coach when the shooting began. Frightened by the shooting, his
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team broke into a run and, not having any load, they ran past
the coach on the left side (opposite from me) and down the road
the "half-a-mile or more" before Dick could stop them. It was
Dick's voice I had heard from the road ahead of us. Dick said
he had been shot in the leg. Jimmie Harrington said that his
"off leader" was staggering. We found that the leader had been
shot through the neck and was bleeding to death. When the
coach did not stop on command, the highwaymen had attempted
to kill one of our horses. Dick's wound was not serious, so we
rendered "first aid" by wrapping a couple of handkerchiefs
around his leg, covering the wound. Then we cut out the two
leaders from the stage team. Jimmie Harrington mounted the
"box" straightened out his "ribbons" and sung out, "All
aboard".

As soon as Jimmie and Dick were ready to proceed I stepped
about fifty paces into the darkness to look and listen for sight
or sound of horsemen. As I looked at the coach with its side-
lights I realized that my presence in the coach only jeopardized
the other passengers and that I was in a much better situation
with my feet on the ground. Very promptly I decided to walk.
When Jimmie Harrington cracked his whip and pulled out for
Contention he supposed tnat I was inside the coach. The four
men inside supposed I was on the "box" with Jimmie. At Con-
tention my absence was discovered, and this information was
conveyed to my friends in Tombstone by the in-bound stage.
Those friends organized two posses who, in their search about the
scene of attack, found a trial of blood which finally led them to
the carcass of the dead "off leader", but they failed to find
any trace of me or my remains.

I walked—but, curiously, I had no thought of returning to
Tombstone, although the distance was only about five miles, while
it was upwards of 20 miles to Benson, the railway station. I was
en route to Washington, and without hesitation I started to walk
to Benson, taking a course that would bring me to the Rio San
Pedro about half way between Contention and Benson.

During the first hour I was constantly looking and listen-
ing for dim figures in motion, or the echoes of speeding hoofs—
and I may have been a bit nervous, withal. After trekking
through the sagebrush for about an hour and a half, suddenly I
halted with a shudder as I found myself at the very brink of a
yawning prospector's shaft of undetermined depth. I detoured.
cautiously, but a few moments later I was gazing at the gloomy
outlines of another unprotected pit, and the thought of inad-
vertently dropping out of sight in one of these abandoned shafts
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was even more alarming than had been the roadside shots of the
rustlers. Furthermore, I did not know of any such prospecting
work having been done in the direction I had intended to take.

In the excitement of my "take-off" I had failed to lay my
course by the stars. And so it happened that at midnight I stood
in the midst of the wide open spaces of the Arizona desert, pon-
dering the fate that had saved me from the bullets of would-be
assassins, only to lead me to this lonely spot with its yawning
pitfalls, set like death-traps in my very pathway, where a mis-
step in the darkness might mean a plunge into a living tomb,
there, with broken limbs and bruised body to endure a lingering
death through days and nights of most excruciating mental and
physical sufferings. Assuredly, a weird and thrilling chapter
in my frontier experiences, with its kaleidoscopic changes, was
being unfolded in most dramatic fashion during the passing
hours of that memorable December night.

Notwithstanding the fact that I could not determine where
I was, nor the direction in which Benson lay, I was able to con-
vince myself that I was not "lost", and that if I would follow
the bed of the next gulch I came upon, that water-course would
be sure to lead. me to the Rio San Pedro. With due respect for
the lurking pit-falls, I crept into a friendly gulch—and, forth-
with, I was once more "en route to Washington".

Very soon I heard a rumbling in the distance ahead of me,
and in another half-hour (about one o'clock a. m., Dec. 15th.) I
had arrived at the Grand Central Quartz Mill—which, however,
was located several miles above the point where I had originally
planned to reach the Rio San Pedro. The mill superintendent
was a friend, and to him I told my story. Immediately he tele-
phoned to friends at Tombstone the fact of my arrival. Then I
told my friend if he could supply me with a horse and saddle I
would resume my journey to Benson at four o'clock, and in the
meantime I would snatch a couple of hours' sleep.

Two hours of sound sleep is a marvelous restorative when
one is young, and so when my friend awakened me at four o'clock
I found myself feeling quite "as good as new". A spirited horse,
fully caparisoned, stood impatient at the mill entrance. With
sincere thanks to my good friend, I sprang into the saddle and
was again "en route to Washington".

I crossed the San Pedro and followed the trail along the
west bank. Near Contention I suddenly found myself in the
camp of the rustlers, but, fortunately, they were all asleep, while
their horses were picketed a short distance away. Obviously
they had planned a second attack below Contention, but when
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they learned that I was not on the coach they abandoned their
murderous plot and went into camp on the San Pedro about
the time I was avoiding those several yawning mining shafts.

It is needless to deny that my heart speeded up a bit at
sight of those men asleep in their blankets. But I knew that,
even in their wildest dreams, I would be the last man. they would
expect to pass their camp on horseback at that hour, and, so I
held my horse at an even pace until I was well beyond the hear-
ing of the sleeping outlaws. Then I "stepped on the gas" and
whispered to my willing charger that there was no "speed
limit" in force on the San Pedro. We measured a couple of
miles in record time, and then turned aside from the "beaten
path" and leisurely picked our way in the direction of the
North Star.

Anon the sun rose gloriously above the summit of the
Dragoon range, and the flood of light disclosed a marvelous
array of mountain and mesa and valley landscapes of rare beauty
and fascinating charm. The tragic happenings of the night
loomed as a weird vision, that seemed only to emphasize the
splendors of "the morning after".

It was nearly eight o'clock when I reached Benson. After
stabling my horse I lost no time in locating a restaurant. Soon
after breakfast I met Jimmy Harrington and thanked him for
not stopping at the command of the rustlers. "I'm tellin' you,
mayor," said Jimmie, "you don't owe me nothin'. I just couldn't
hold them damned broncos. Didn't you hear the brakes
screechin'7 Well, when they pulls the guns on me and tells me
to stop, it don't pay me to drive on—not at $35. per month."
And the bunch that had gathered around decided that Jimmie
was a wise guy, all right.

There has never been the least doubt in my mind that those
rustlers intended to assassinate me in the darkness. They had
declared that I should not leave Tombstone alive. In the gulch
near where the attack was made was ample evidence that horses
had been picketed there on several occasions, indicating that
these would-be executioners had been anticipating my departure
for about a week ; that each evening all but one of the conspira-
tors assembled at this rendezvous half an hour before the coach
was due to pass that point; that one of the gang remained in the
city to watch my movements, and that when this spy saw me
enter the coach on the night of December 14th, he went quietly to
his horse on the outskirts of the city, and then raced to the gulch
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and informed his pals that their intended victim was rapidly-
approaching the trap they had set for him.

The registered mail and all valuable express matter had
been despatched in charge of a "shotgun messenger" on the
stage that left Tombstone at noon on that date, and there was
nothing on our stage to invite an attack for the purpose of rob-
bery. The purpose of that attack was to carry into execution
the threats that had been made against my life, and that this
judgment of the affair was general is clearly indicated by the
statements published in the newspapers at the time—several of
which are reproduced herewith. The plot failed simply because
the conspirators, in their excitement, began shooting too soon,
and the rapid shots from the darkness on both sides of the road
so frightened the horses that they broke into a run in spite of the
driver's efforts to stop them.

That there were five or six men in the attacking party was
indicated by the horse signs in and about the gulch, as well as
the rapid shooting from both sides of the road. Some teamsters
camped near insisted that from 15 to 25 shots were fired, and it
is my judgment that the period of the shooting did not extend
much over half a minute. The instant the shooting began the
horses lunged forward and started to run, and in thirty seconds
the highwaymen were at a respectful distance to the rear.

That the attack on the coach on the night of December 14th
was made with murderous intent, and that the rustler gang were
determined to carry out the death threats made against myself
and others, is fully substantiated by subsequent events. On De-
cember 17th Judge Spicer received an anonymous letter warn-
ing him that it was "only a matter of time", and that he would
"get it sooner or later".

About 11:30 o'clock on the night of December 28th, as
Virgil Earp was passing at Fifth and Allen streets on his way
to his rooms in the Cosmopolitan Hotel, three bidden assassins
fired upon him five times with shot-guns loaded with buckshot,
and although he escaped death by the narrowest of margins, he
was months recovering from his desperate wounds and was
maimed for life. I was then in Washington, D. C., and the news-
papers of that city gave extended telegraphic accounts of this
cowardly attempt at midnight assassination.

The sheriff's group of county peace officers did not appre-
hend any of the gang of five or six desperadoes who attacked the
coach on the night of December 14th, nor any of the three mur-
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derous assassins who shot Virgil Earp on the night of December
28th. The arm of the law did not intervene to halt or restrain
the cowardly execution of the death threats.

A little more than two months after the attack on Virgil
Earp—and soon after my return from Washington—two mem-
bers of this gang of skulking assassins crept into an alley at mid-
night and each fired a shot through a back window. One of these
shots mortally wounded Morgan Earp who was playing a game of
pool a few paces from the back window. The other shot barely
missed Wyatt Earp as he sat watching the game. The plan and.
purpose and hope of the assassins was to kill Wyatt Earp also,
and his life was spared simply because their aim was faulty.

The parents of the Earp brothers were then living in Colton,
California, and it was decided that Morgan's body should be sent
there for burial. As Virgil had recovered sufficiently to permit
of his removal, it was deemed best that he should go to Colton
at the same time. Jimmy was selected to accompany Morgan 's
body and Virgil through to Colton. But danger of further at-
tack upon Virgil lurked by the wayside between Tombstone and
Benson—and possibly as far as Tucson. For this reason several
men, mounted and heavily armed, escorted the conveyances to
Benson. Wyatt and Warren and two others boarded the train at
Benson and accompanied Virgil and Jimmy to Tucson. There
Wyatt escorted Virgil to the dining room for supper. Upon re-
turning to the train, as Wyatt stepped on the platform of the
Pullman car in which Virgil had his berth, he caught sight of a
man with a gun skulking about a flat car on the opposite side of
the train and whom he quickly recognized as Jack Stillwell.
Wyatt was carrying a shotgun. As soon as Stillwell saw that he
had been discovered and recognized he started along the train
toward the engine. Wyatt followed close behind him. Al-
though it was growing dark the two men had na difficulty in
recognizing each other. Shots were heard just as the train
pulled out of the station. Early next morning Stillwell's body
was found beside the tracks. An examination showed that he
had died from gunshot wounds.

I have never doubted that Stillwell was one of the party
that attacked the coach on the night of December 14th, and
Wyatt was convinced that he was one of the pair that killed
Morgan. It was evident that he was at the station at Tucson
with the hope that, under the shelter of the flat cars and the semi-
darkness, he might kill another of the Earp brothers without
danger to himself, or disclosing his identity if successful. But
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he attempted to play the game of cowardly murder once too often.
The lust for blood—and the train schedule—lured the assassin
into the open before it was entirely dark, and that venture cost
him his life.

If Wyatt Earp killed him he was justified on the grounds of
self-defense. Not that he feared Stillwell at the moment. Wyatt
never feared anyone who would face him in the open. But he
thought of the bullets that had leaped from ambush in the dark-
ness and had maimed Virgil, and killed Morgan, and barely
missed himself. He knew that the bravest are helpless against
the midnight session. He knew that his life would be in jeo-
pardy any night as long as Stillwell lived. He knew that Still-
well had come to the station that evening for the purpose of kill-
ing Virgil or himself, or, if possible, both of them, and that this
was the first time that either of his brothers or himself had been
allowed even a glimpse of any of the murder-clan who had, for
months, persistently menaced them with death in the dark. If
Wyatt Earp killed Jack Stillwell in that Tucson twilight there
was ample provocation for the act.

The rustler-clan had indulged in outlawry in the region
round about Tombstone unhindered and unafraid. And they
found it convenient to take time-and-a-half off from their regu-
lar occupation as stock thieves and smugglers to threaten the
Earp brothers and myself and others with death. They attacked
the coach I was traveling in. They seriously wounded Virgil
Earp, and killed Morgan Earp, and shot at Wyatt Earp. But
in the four months during which these threats and attacks were
made, the sheriff's force were unable to apprehend any of the
skulking criminals who were the perpetrators of these savage
threats and attacks. No arrests were made.

Wyatt Earp and his party returned to Tombstone about the
time Jack Stillwell 's body was found beside the tracks near the
railway station at Tucson. There were no witnesses to the kill-
ing of Stillwell, but Sheriff Behan upon receipt of telegraphic
advices from Tucson, decided that Wyatt Earp and his party
should be arrested and charged with the death of Stillwell.
Wyatt did not care to commit suicide by surrendering to the
rustler-clan, so he decided to leave the county. Wyatt then had
with him his brother Warren, Doc Holliday and three others. As
they were about to leave Tombstone Sheriff Behan appeared and
said : "Wyatt, I want to see you". Wyatt calmly replied,
"Johnny, you may see me once too often". No arrests were
made. A day or so later a body bearing gun-shot wounds was
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found in the adjacent hills, and the dead man was believed to
have been one of the pair that killed Morgan Earp.

A sheriff's posse of rustlers under the leadership of Curley
Bill, waylaid the Earp party, and in the fight that ensued Wyatt
killed Curley Bill. Sheriff Behan, with a posse of representa-
tive rustlers, followed the trail of the Earp party northward, but
decided that it would be indiscreet to overtake them. Substan-
tial aid was rendered Wyatt at this time by his friends in Tomb-
stone and in the Sulphur Springs valley, and he was able to con-
tinue on through New Mexico and into Colorado. No arrests
were made.

In some of the so-called colorful tales of the Southwest the
Earp boys have been Classed as "gun-men", and occasionally
Wyatt has been dubbed a "two-gun-man". These terms ex-
aggerate the facts, although it is admitted that Wyatt was a bet-
ter man with one gun than most of the blustering bad men would
have been with a half dozen. But if my memory is loyal, neither
Wyatt nor Virgil, even when serving as peace officers, ever
made a conspicuous display of their weapons unless the attitude
of the disturbers of the peace made such a display desirable. It
is a remarkable fact that, to the best of my knowledge and belief,
none of the Earp boys ever fired a single shot within the city
limits during their entire residence in Tombstone—excepting in
the fight with the rustlers on the afternoon of October 26, 1881.

It is true that, subsequent to the street battle, those of us who
had been threatened with death seldom ventured out unarmed—
particularly at night. On the date of the death of Morgan Earp
there was an entertainment in the evening at Schieffain. Hall.
Among those who attended that entertainment were Wyatt and
Morgan Earp and myself. Each of us had concealed about our
person an approved "45" six-shooter. Within half an hour after
the conclusion of that entertainment Morgan met his death be-
side the pool table, while a second bullet barely missed Wyatt as
he sat close by—watching the game. But Wyatt was "watching"
more than the game of pool,—and the circumstances attending
Morgan's death furnished a conspicuous demonstration of the
fact that even "approved '45' six-shooters" in capable hands are
impotent against the attacks of skulking midnight assassins.

It is well known that the rustler-clan frequently amused
themselves by "shooting-up" the smaller towns in southeastern
Arizona—Charleston, Galeyville, San Simon, etc. They were
warned not to start that sort of entertainment in Tombstone.
The CITIZENS SAFETY COMMITTEE was organized as an
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offset (or asset) in such an emergency. But our greatest assets,
in the matter of the peaceful enforcement of law and order with-
in the city limits, were the personalities of Wyatt and Virgil
Earp. Wyatt as Deputy United States Marshal, and Virgil as
chief of police. The blustering rustlers knew they could not
intimidate these peace officers, and therefore they did not at-
tempt any "shoot-'em-up" frolics in Tombstone. When the
pseudo "bad men" came face to face with either, or both of these
officers, they obligingly quit before any shooting began. The re-
sult was "peace without victory". The only exception to this
rule was that very unfortunate affair on October 26th, 1881,
when the rustlers demanded a "show down" and determined to
"shoot it out".

Virgil Earp was chief of police, and Wyatt Earp was
Deputy United States Marshal, and the fact that the CITIZENS
SAFETY COMMITTEE was organized for the purpose of sup-
porting them in maintaining law and order within the city limits,
evinces the confidence which the leading citizens of Tombstone
entertained toward both Virgil and Wyatt in their respective
capacities as dependable and efficient peace officers, serving
under trying conditions that were liable at any moment to prove
a test for the best.

Frequently it has happened that men who have served as
peace officers on the frontier have craved notoriety in connec-
tion with their dealings with the outlaw element of their time.
Wyatt Earp deprecated such notoriety, and during his last illness
he told me that for many years he had hoped the public would
weary of the narratives—distorted with fantastic and fictitious
embellishments—that were published from time to time concern-
ing him, and that his last years might be passed in undisturbed
obscurity. Thirty years ago I suggested to him that the story
of his life might prove a profitable enterprise. The plan was dis-
cussed, but never carried out. Shortly before his death he told
me that peaceful retirement had appealed to him more than
profit obtained through the medium of publicity. Nevertheless,
the colorful, fantastic and fictitious tales of his early career per-
sisted. The oblivion he had hoped for was denied him. At the
last he was persuaded that, in self-defense, he should publish his
own story of his life. And so it happened that at the age of
eighty, and only six months prior to his death, he dictated his
biography and aided in assembling data, relative to the more
conspicuous incidents and episodes of his career, for presenta-
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tion in book form. It is the irony of fate that he should die
without seeing the book, the publication of which he had deferred
for so many years.

APPENDIX

FROM THE TOMBSTONE EPITAPH OF DECEMBER 16,
1881.

A DARK DEED

Full Particulars of the Last Attempt on the Benson Stage—The
Narratives of Two Pursuing Parties— Mayor Clum Safe

The announcement made in yesterday's Epitaph of the at-
tack upon the coach night before last threw the city into the wild-
est excitement, and the gravest apprehensions were felt for
Mayor Clam_ As before stated, upon receipt of the news a party
started out about 3 a. m. to obtain some tidings of the missing
mayor, among whom were Sheriff Behan and C. D. Reppy. The
sheriff and Mr. Reppy started first and arrived at Contention
between 4 and 5 o'clock, where they learned from Mr. Dunham,
of Philadelphia, who was on the stage, the first particulars of
the affair.

The six-horse coach, driven by Jimmy Harrington, and the
bullion wagon, driven by "Whistling Dick," had just left Mal-
colm's water station, which is the last house on the road to Con-
tention, and only about four miles from Tombstone, and were
bowling along at a rapid gait, when the order to "Halt" was
given from the roadside, and almost simultaneously a volley was
fired into them. The off leader of the coach was struck in the
neck, and all the horses became unmanageable. Dick was hit in
the calf of the leg, receiving a painful flesh wound, but kept his
seat and his wagon right side up. The horses ran about half a
mile, when the wounded horse weakened and fell from loss of
blood.

Mr. Clum, with the assistance of other passengers, cut the
leaders loose, and on they went, it being the general impression
that all the passengers were aboard. Mr. Clum had been riding
on the inside, and was missed, but it was supposed by his fellow
passengers that he had taken a seat on the outside, consequently
his absence was not detected until the arrival of the coach at Con-
tention. Upon learning this, Messrs. Behan and Reppy started
for Tombstone, and upon arriving at the place where the attack
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was made, examined the locality carefully, but no trace of the
missing man was found.

In the meantime the second party, which had left Tombstone
about 4 a. m., upon arriving at Malcolm's Station, learned that
two teamsters in camp with their wagons at that point, had not
only heard the noise of their shooting, but could distinctly see
the flash, the attack having been made about the apex of the
first rise beyond. Continuing down the road about a half mile
beyond the attacking point, by the light of a match, two large
pools of blood were found on the right, where the leader had
given out, and after wandering several hundred rods to the right
of the road, marking his trail by his ebbing life, had already fal-
len a prey to the skulking coyote.

Not being able to discover any trail, the party proceeded on
to Contention, where from Mr. Dunham it was learned that after
assisting in releasing the wounded leader, it was supposed by the
passengers that Mr.bClum had either taken a seat with the driver
or on the bullion wagon, while it was rationally presumed by the
driver that he was inside, and his absence was not ascertained
until arriving at Contention. Just after leaving Mr. Dunham
it was stated that Mr. C. had been heard of at the Grand Cen-
tral mill, whither the party proceeded, and learned that the
mayor had taken the ore road to the mill, from whence, after
resting, he had gone by saddle to Benson, arriving between 7 and
8 o'clock.

As the teamsters at Malcolm's and Mr. Dunham both state
that the flashes seemed to come from both sides of the road, and
as the wound received by the bullion driver, as well as the death-
shot to the faithful leader that had done service ever since the
establishment of the line, were made by revolvers, it does not, to
say the least, have the semblance of an organized intent to rob
the stage, as no rifle shells could be found on the ground, and all
parties claim that there were from fifteen to twenty shots fired
in quick succession.

From Mr. O'Brien, one of the teamsters, it was learned that
the would-be murderers had probably taken up the gulch to the
northeast, just above Malcolm's as about one hundred yards
from the road there is evidence of the repeated hitching of horses
in the thick brush, and shortly after the shooting the sound of
flying hoofs came from that direction.

NOTE: The above article was published in the right hand
column on the front page of the Tombstone Epitaph on Dec. 16,
1881.
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TELEGRAM FROM TOMBSTONE TO THE TUCSON STAR

TOMBSTONE STAGE ASSAILED BY ARMED RUSTLERS

Assault on the Tombstone Stage

(Special Despatch to the STAR)

Tombstone, December 15, (1881).—A dastardly attempt was
made last night to assassinate John P. Clum, Mayor of Tomb-
stone. Since the late tragedy here it has been known that the
"rustlers" threatened the lives of Mayor Clum, Marshall Wil-
liams, agent of the W. F. & Co., Thomas Fitch, Judge Spicer,
the Earp brothers and Holliday. Mr. Clum left here for Tuc-
son on the eight o'clock stage for Benson with five others. When
the stage got about four and a half miles below town a band of
armed men fired on it as it was going down a slight descent. The
driver whipped his horses into a run, when fifteen or twenty
shots were fired, one hitting one of the stage horses, which fell
after going two or three hundred yards. The bullion wagon was
right behind, the driver whipping his horses into a run. One
shot hit the driver in the leg. The would-be murderers did not
pursue the stage. When the horse fell Mayor Clum and another
passenger named Dunham, unhooked the horse, and the driver
went on with the three to Contention. Mr. Clum, not knowing
what might happen further, left the stage and walked four miles
through the hills to the Grand Central Mill, where he stayed till
four o'clock this morning, when he got a horse and rode to Ben-
son, arriving safe.

No bullion or treasure were sent out on the stage, so the only
object could have been to kill Mr. Clum. The feeling here among
the better class of citizens is intense. Sheriff Behan and Mr.
Reppy, Mr. Clum's partner in the Epitaph, started out about
three o'clock this morning, but returned, getting no clew to the
robbers.

The news was brought to town by the up-stage about two
o'clock this morning, when in addition to Messrs. Behan and
Reppy, Messrs. Sarin, Kirk and one other man went in pursuit.
Mr. Sorin went to Contention, where he found out the particu-
lars.
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NOTE: The following editorial was published in the Tomb-
stone Epitaph on December 16, 1881—the second day after the
attack on the coach.

THE LAST OUTRAGE

The assault upon the Benson stage by would-be assassins,
Wednesday night, within four miles of town, is the greatest out-
rage ever perpetrated upon the traveling public of Arizona, and
is an event calculated to do more harm to the business interests
of Tombstone than all other causes operating against us put to-
gether. It is a well known fact that the night stages do not car-
ry either treasure or the mails; therefore the ordinary excuse for
plunder cannot be alleged as an incentive to the deed.

Since the late unfortunate affair, rumors have been rife of
the intended assassination of not only the Earp brothers, but of
Marshall Williams, Mayor Clum, Judge Spicer and Thomas Fitch.
Why the feeling of deadly hatred should exist in relation to the
Earps and Holliday, every one can understand ; but as against
the others, it is one of those inscrutable mysteries that none but
the most depraved can possibly assign a reason for.

That the affair of Wednesday night was intended for the
murder of John P. Clum, we are fully satisfied. The threats
of the last few days have been too well authenticated to leave
any doubt on that point. That the damnable deed miscarried,
does not rob the event of one jot or tittle of its enormity. The
killings and attempted killings heretofore recorded in Tombstone
and the surrounding country have been the outgrowth of drunk-
enness, wrongs or fancied wrongs, suffered at the hands of one
or the other parties to the difficulties. This last has neither the
one nor the other to plead in extenuation of the crime.

As affairs now stand, there seems to be no remedy for our
evils other than for the general government to step in and declare
military law, and to keep a sufficient force here to maintain
peace and order. It is evident that the civil authorities are un-
able to put down the lawless element that surrounds us. The
remedy is one that we exceedingly dislike to see applied, but
where all other remedies fail we must accept the only remaining
one, for life and property must be made as safe in Tombstone as
elsewhere in the Union, or else all good men will abandon the
place.
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DAILY EPITAPH

Thursday Morning, December 29, 1881

MIDNIGHT ASSASSINS

U. S. Deputy Marshal Virgil W. Earp Shot in the Back.
The Wounds Painful but Not Necessarily Danger-

ous—Facts as far as Learned

At about 11 :30 o'clock last night, U. S. Deputy Marshal
Virgil Earp was proceeding from the Oriental saloon, on the
northeast corner of Allen and Fifth streets, to his room at the
Cosmopolitan Hotel, and when he was about the middle of the
crossing of Fifth street, five shots were fired in rapid succession
by unknown men, who were standing in the old Palace saloon that
is being rebuilt next door above Tasker & Pridham's store, on the
southwest corner of the same street. Immediately after the fir-
ing the assassins ran rapidly down 5th, passed the Combination
shaft and disappeared in the darkness beyond Toughnut street.

Two of the shots took effect on Mr. Earp, one badly shatter-
ing his left arm, and the other entered his left side, producing a
wound the nature of which has not been ascertained at the pres-
ent writing. Three of the shots went through one of the windows
of the Eagle Brewery saloon, on the northwest corner, in range
with which Mr. Earp happened to be at the time of the firing.
The holes in the windows were at the heights of about four, six
and seven feet, respectively, above the sidewalk ; but fortunately
none of the inmates of the saloon were injured, the shots imping-
ing harmlessly upon the opposite wall of the room.

Later Particulars

Since the above was written it has been learned that imme-
diately after the shooting three men ran past the ice house on
Toughnut street, and sung out to the man in attendance, who had
his door open at the time, "Lock your door." The same three
men were seen by a miner a few moments later making down into
the gulch below the Vizina Hoisting Works. The shots were
evidently fired from double-barreled shot guns, loaded with buck
shot, and there must have been three men, as five shots were
fired in rapid succession. It is simply a miracle that Mr. Earp
was not instantly killed, as in the darkness, with the simple aid
of a lighted paper the marks of nineteen shot were found on the
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east side of the Eagle Brewery and in the awning posts, three
of them passing through the first window on that side of the
house.

Mr. Earp walked back into the Oriental and told his brother,
Wyatt, that he was shot. His friends escorted him to his room
in the Cosmopolitan Hotel, and Drs. Matthews and Goodfellow
were immediately called to attend upon him. It was learned be-
fore going to press that his left arm received the principal dam-
age, the shot taking effect just above the elbow, producing a
longitudinal fracture of the humerus, or bone between shoul-
der and elbow.

This further proves that there is a band of assassins in our
midst, who, having threatened the lives of Judge Spicer, Mayor
Clum, Mr. Williams, the Earp brothers and Holliday, have at-
tempted upon two occasions to carry their threats into execution,
first upon Mayor Clum and second upon Virgil Earp. The
question naturally arises, who will be the next subject? And a
further question, how long will our people stand this sort of
thing? It is no fault of these damned assassins that several per-
sons were not killed in their dastardly attempt to murder a U. S.
officer last night ; for there were many people in the Eagle Brew-
ery, over the heads of whom the passing shots flew on their
course. A few inches lower and there would have been corpses
prostrate upon the floor in the place of frightened people won-
dering what had happened to cause this bombardment.



Interview With Hon. A. C. Baker
at Phoenix, Arizona

March 23, 1917.

I came here in February, 1879, under the following circum-
stances. I was in Judge Heydenfeldt's office in San Francisco ;
had a desk there and was trying to practice law. Judge Heyden.-
feldt had been my father's law partner in Alabama, in Russell
County. He was in partnership with Senator Lathrop in San
Francisco. The latter had studied law in my father's office.
Judge Heydenfeldt and Senator Lathrop came around the Horn
to San Francisco in the early days.

In 1878 I was in Judge Heydenfeldt's office in San Fran-
cisco, as before stated, trying to practice law; occupied a desk in
his office, and the old gentleman would aid me along. He had
a ease involving some mining properties near Tucson, around
Patagonia I think it was. I think the case was in some way con-
nected with the old Mowry mine, but my recollection of it is
somewhat hazy. He got me to go to Tucson to supervise the tak-
ing of some testimony in the matter, and I came down to Yuma,
got a buckboard and went on to Tucson over the old line. I was
in Tucson a month attending to this business. I started back to
San Francisco on the stage. In the meantime there was an old
Irishman by the name of Paddy 'Burke, who owned a bunch of
cattle on the Gila, who was looking for me. He had become pretty
heavily involved in debt to parties and merchants in San Fran-
cisco, and had transferred his cattle to his son, Valentine. I
suspect for the purpose of evading his debts in San Francisco.
He had been sued in Maricopa County ; they had brought an
action against him here, and put an attachment on all his prop-
erty and on the cattle. Paddy had gone to Los Angeles to get
an attorney, and he saw Judge Brunson, whom I knew well, and
whom I had called upon in Los Angeles when en route to Tucson.
Judge Brunson told Paddy that he could not go to Arizona him-
self, but that there was a young fellow in Tucson by the name of
Baker, and for him (Paddy) to hurry back and catch me before
I returned to San Francisco. Paddy did so, and was on his way
from Yuma to Tucson at the same time that I was on the stage
returning from Tucson to San Francisco. The stage stopped at
Maricopa Wells for lunch, and I was eating my meal when Paddy
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drove up. He asked the driver if he had a passenger by the name
of Baker, a lawyer, and the driver told him he had, and that I
was inside eating. Paddy came in and stood there for a while
glaring at me, and that attracted my attention. After a while I
got up from the table; then Paddy spoke to me; asked if my
name was Baker and if I was a lawyer. I answered yes to both
questions. Old Paddy stood there looking at me for a while,
then finally broke out with : "Well, you're a hell of a looking
lawyer." I understood the rough western ways, however, and
tumbled instantly to the fact that he was a rough kind of fellow,
but all right, and then he told me about being in Los Angeles and
Judge Brunson telling him about me. What he wanted me to
do was to come across and attend to this business of his here in
Phoenix. I told him I didn't want to ; that I wanted to go home
to San Francisco; that I had had enough of the desert. He in-
sisted, however, an  d finally the talk came around to the money
end of it. I told him that I would charge him $500 to come over
to Phoenix and attend to the matter for him, and he said : " All 
right, that is satisfactory to me," and I got on the buckboard
with Paddy and came to Phoenix We came around by way of
Hayden 's Ferry, and there was but little to Phoenix in those days.
It so happened that I knew Judge Porter—DeForrest Porter—
who lived at Yuma, and who had come up here to hold court.
I went into court the next day and dissolved the injunction;
clearing the cattle from the suit, etc., and had it all done in
three-quarters of an hour. After this I went out on the street
and strolled around. The old courthouse was then where Tal-
bot's Hardware Store now is. I spent an afternoon with George
Roberts, A. H. Peeples, King Woolsey and a lot of other fellows
I met. They were all around town in the saloons, and I got to
talking with them; I recollect we went down the street, and I
was looking at the hills and wondering what kind of country this
was. Anyhow, I spent the night here, and got up the next morn-
ing intending to pull out. Judge Porter was looking for me,
and when he found me he said : "Look here, the district attorney
of this county has stolen the tax money of the county, I am sat-
isfied, and there is nobody here to prosecute him, and I want
you to prosecute him" I told him I didn't want to stay, but he
insisted that I should. Naylor was district attorney, and, under
the law, he was ex-officio collector of delinquent taxes, and he
had collected some fifteen hundred or two thousand dollars,
which he had gambled away. He had an office then where the
city hall now stands, a little shack, and he said that two men
had come down there and held him up and taken the money
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away from him, but the truth was that he had gambled it away.
Old Tom Brown, a gambler, had a check which the merchant,
Peralta, had given Naylor for his taxes, and Naylor had simply
endorsed the check and turned it over to Brown one day to pay
his losses at faro. Tom hadn't cashed the check so we had pretty
good evidence. After some talking, I said to Judge Porter ; "I'm
a stranger here ; I don't want to get mixed up with this matter."
He said : "That makes no difference; the matter has got to be
attended to, and there are only two or three old lawyers here
who don't know enough to attend to the matter." Judge Porter
went over and found that there was some three or four hundred
dollars in the county treasury, and he made an order that the
county treasurer pay me $400 for services, and also made a min-
ute order that I had been appointed by the court to prosecute the
district attorney. I went out and got a grand jury together;
assembled them in an old adobe building down here, and inside
of half-hour had an indictment against Naylor for embezzling the
county's money. Naylor was arrested, and the next morning he
plead guilty ; was fined a thousand dollars, and removed from
office. He then left the country and has never been heard of
since. Then the business began to come to me. There were four
or five cases in the court here then, and I was employed in each
and every one of them as fast as they could get to me. I prom-
ised myself that I would stay here six months or a year, make
some money, then go back to California. I wrote to Judge Hey-
denfeldt, telling him the circumstances, and received a very nice
letter from him. I stayed one year, and the next year was elect-
ed to the legislature, and every year I would think that I would
leave the next year, but I never did. That is the history of the
manner in which I came here.

At that time the courts were not conducted with the strict
procedure with which they are now. There was a great deal of
practice in the regular western style. It was rough and ready,
but there was no corruption at all in the courts; a good deal may
have been done on the ground of friendship, but I don't know of
a single instance of money passing, but there was a rough way
of doing business, and friendship went a long way, even in court.

One of the first cases I ever had was about a week after I
got here. The stage had been held up near Tweed's Ranch, near
where the courthouse now stands. The sheriff went down the
next morning and found tracks where the stage had been held up.
Hi McDonald and others arrested two boys, young fellows about
eighteen or twenty. I don't remember their names but one of
them retained me to defend him The preliminary examination



76	 ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

was held before old Judge Warfield, the justice of the peace, and
he held his court on the open lot on the corner where the Irvine
building now stands, under a big cottonwood tree. He had a deal
table, and a few chairs. Judge Alsap was prosecuting and all the
old timers around here, including King Woolsey, Roberts, Peep-
les, Pete Holcomb and others crowded around. The question
came up as to the identification of this boy's tracks. Hi McDon-
ald had measured the tracks with a cottonwood twig, and had
the twig there in court, but they could not compare it with ray
client's foot without my consent, so they were in a hole. After
a while the old justice ordered a recess, and everybody but my
client and myself went across the street to get a drink. Hi left
this twig on the table, and when there was no one around I
measured the boy 's foot with it, and found that the twig was
about two inches longer than the boy's foot, and I told the boy
that when the court came back I would have them measure his
foot with the twig. When court reconvened I said to the court
that I was perfectly willing to have the twig measured to the
boy's foot, in fact, I wanted it done, and that I wanted the
court himself to do it. I had the boy put his foot up on the table,
and the judge measured it himself, and found that the twig was
much longer than the boy 's foot, and, of coures, that ended the
case. But before the boy was discharged 1 turned around to the
crowd and quoted from Pope : "Man wants but little here below,
but wants that little long." The crowd started laughing, and it
made old Judge Warfield mad. He said to me: "What are you
trying to do; make fun of this court?" I said I was not, but he
said : "Yes you are ; you come from San Francisco and think you
can make fun of us here, and are trying to show off at the ex-
pense of this court." I thought he was in dead earnest, and
that he was going to put me in jail, but after a while Judge Alsap
got him off to one side and told him that I didn't mean anything,
and at his suggestion to let me alone the old judge closed the
matter and discharged my client.

Old Pete Bolin was a justice of the peace here, and there
was a lawyer here, too, named Harry Jones, who was a scape-
grace, well known among the old timers, a jack-leg lawyer, gam-
bler, pimp and little of everything that was bad. He had a
case one day before Judge Bolin, and the latter was loaded with
whiskey, as he always was. Jones did not know how to handle
the case as the justice was overruling every motion he made.
Harry came over to me and handed Die a twenty-dollar gold
piece, and asked me to come over and help him. I went over,
and Harry put a Chinaman on the stand as a witness. Bolin
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ruled against him and would not let him introduce the China-
man's evidence. Harry went out into the street, which they were
just paving, got two big cobblestones and came in and hammered
them down on the table and said : "Now, you damned old Irish
son of a bitch, if you rule against me again I will smash you over
the head with these stones." This actually occurred. They set-
tled it between themselves afterwards, and went out and got a
drink together. It seemed to me a peculiar way of practicing
law.

In the early days—in fact, up to as late as 1883 or 1884—the
justices of the peace never made any returns to the county of
their fees. They just kept them. I remember one case particu-
larly: Old man Meadows was a justice of the peace here. A fel-
low owed Jack Gibson ten dollars, and wouldn't pay it. Jack
met him one day on the street, and the fellow had ten dollars in
his hand. Jack grabbed him by the collar and took the money
away from him. The fellow had Jack arrested for robbery ; Jack
went up and paid a ten-dollar fine to Meadows, and that was the
end of that. About six weeks or two months later they had Jack
arrested again for the same act. I went in to defend Jack. An
examination of the records showed that the old man had never
paid the ten dollars fine into the county treasury, so I made up
my mind that I would frighten him into discharging Jack by
showing that he had collected the fine and never turned it in. We
went to trial and the prosecution put in its evidence. Joe Camp-
bell was probate judge then, and had his chambers and court
right next to old man Meadows' court. I stepped into Joe's of-
fice and asked him to come in and swear Judge Meadows, tell-
ing him what I wanted. He did as I requested. "Now," I said
to Judge Meadows, "you know this defendant, don't you ?"
"Yes." "Don't you remember some two months ago that he was
before you?" "Yes." Don't you remember that upon that occa-
sion you fined him ten dollars for this same offense, and that he
paid into your hands the ten dollars fine, and that you dis-
charged him ?" "Yes." I then said: "Your Honor, have you
ever paid that ten dollars into the treasury of this county ?" The
old fellow commenced backing up. I went out and got the coun-
ty treasurer and had Joe Campbell swear him, and he testified
that the justice of the peace had never turned the fine over to
him I then said : "I think Your Honor, ought to discharge
Jack Gibson from this charge." He went out and stayed about
an hour, then came back and discharged him.

Judge Baker had the earliest water case in the territory,
which was a suit to determine whether or not a party was en-
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titled to water rights from a spring. The case was that of Mrs.
Baxter against David Neahr, Mrs. Baxter claiming that she was
entitled to water rights from the springs at Agua Caliente, owned
by Neahr, for her agricultural property below the spring. The
case was decided in favor of Mrs. Baxter, and never went to the
supreme court. Judge Baker made the plea that as she had en-
joyed these rights for years she was entitled to them, and Judge
Pinney took the same view of the case, deciding in favor of Mrs.
Baxter. It was the first suit that established the precedent as to
water rights from the flow of a spring. It has settled the ques-
tion ever since as to the appropriation of water in this state.



Our Advent Into the Great
Southwest

REMINISCENCES OF FIFTY YEARS AGO

(By G. A. CLUM, MESILLA, NEW MEXICO)

How many citizens of the southwest have any idea of what
the states of New Mexico and Arizona represented fifty years
ago? How many would venture into a country of like conditioD
and chance? How many would be eager to discard the comforts
and luxuries of civilization and plunge into a veritable desert, in
which cowboys, bandits and Indians swayed and comparatively
ruled and reigned? And yet, we venture to state there is not a
pioneer living who would not be glad to live over again the "good
old days" of fifty or more years ago. Civilization has its mani-
fold advantages and illimitable charms, but the intrepid heart
of the old pioneer regrets that there are no more "wild and
woolly Wests" to penetrate, conquer and redeem.

In the spring of 1875 we left the terminus of the railroad at
Pueblo, Colorado, with San Carlos, Arizona, as our objective
point. Having always lived in the East, and being inured to the
fastidious habits and customs of urban life in cities such as New
York, Montgomery, Alabama, Charleston, South Carolina, and
Washington, D. C., we naturally recoiled as we contemplated the
leap into the direful realities of which we had heard and read
of the Great Southwest.

Being at the end of steam transportation, with only an occa-
sional stage accommodation, we were in a quandary regarding
further travel, when, fortunately, a trader from Cimmaron, New
Mexico, invited us to accompany him on his return trip as com-
panion or body-guard, which invitation we promptly accepted.

With two staunch ponies and light buggy we made some
thirty miles a day, stopping at cattle ranches for food and shel-
ter for ourselves as well as our horses. With Pike's Peak in the
far distance on our right, and an endless prairie before us, there
opened up a vista of territory most wonderful and fascinating,
as we journeyed in comparative silence and thoughtful solitude.

At Cimmaron we connected with the regular line of stage
from Denver, and engaged passage for Santa Fe. We had four
mules and what was called a "jerky," and the first night out
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we upset. The driver had evidently fallen asleep and the rear
mules had walked into a side ditch, which became deeper and
deeper until the jerky toppled over and the mules stopped. We
climbed up and out through the side door, not at all injured but
somewhat bewildered. The driver beseechingly importuned us
not to report the episode and out of regard for his feelings and
his job, we kept the peace. At the last relay we had a Concord
coach and four good horses whose reputations as runaways were
notorious, but with a trusty driver we dashed into Santa Fe
in regulation style.

To travel upon schedule time, or with the hope of possible
transportation, occasions but little discomfort, but to find your-
self cut off entirely from your destination for want of a convey-
ance of any description whatsoever, is calculated to create a state
of intense perturbation and despair. The only stage line from
Santa Fe into Arizona was south to Tucson, via Silver City,
which would carry us in a roundabout way, and no nearer San
Carlos. Not a blessed thing west into Central Arizona, the goal
for which we were destined. But patience rewards the faithful,
and after pondering for several days, some army officers with
their families, from Ft. Wingate en route for the East, drove
into town. And here was our medium of deliverance. Two va-
cant ambulances with four mules each were to return from
whence they carne, and it was not long before we booked our exit.

With a fervent handshake we said farewell to kind friends,
which our sojourn had inspired, we passed out of the ancient
town of the middle west and resumed our adventurous journey.
We drove south some fifty miles to Albuquerque, then west about
100 miles to Ft. Wingate.

Albuquerque was an ancient adobe pueblo, typically Mex-
icana. We were intensely interested in the people and the aspect
of the country through which we passed. The valley along the
Rio Grande, occupied and partially cultivated in a primitive
manner by Mexicans, betokened a state of utter destitution and
mediocre civilization. Everything was quaint and ancient. Mud
houses. Enormous solid wooden cartwheels; small oxen with
long horns in front of which were lashed a stick for a yoke;
plowing with a wooden plow which merely pushed the earth
aside; women peeping with one eye from behind shawls, while
others carried well-balanced ollas upon their heads; men wrapped
in van-colored blankets and wearing wide-brimmed hats strolled
leisurely about—all this gave a singularly picturesque effect to
the country that reminded us of the old Biblical picture of Pal-
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estine, and we could imagine we were Jacob or Jacob's son tour-
ing the Holy Lands, minus the camels.

Arriving at Ft. Wingate early one morning, we immediately
took passage with a mail carrier bound for the Little Colorado
in Arizona, about 100 miles the western limit of his route. We
had a hybrid team consisting of a mule, a horse, and an open
buckboard. Traveling was glorious and we enjoyed every mile
of it. We cooked our own meals and slept on the ground in
nomadic fashion. It was an open country through the Navajo
Reservation, but as we had become accustomed to fierce looking
Mexicans and fiercer looking Indians, we assumed a courageous
attitude of outward indifference, whatever may have been our
inmost misgivings.

However "qualified" a young man, directly from the East,
may consider himself, there are a few things in the West of which
he has no conception. We learned from experience that in order
to conceal our abject ignorance, "silence was golden." We
ceased to ask questions and relied upon events to develop specific
knowledge. To illustrate: About noon the carrier observed that
after crossing the river we would have dinner, and presently we
traversed a low, sandy place, and pulling out to one side of the
road he stopped. We inquired what he intended doing and he
answered "get dinner " We innocently asked "where is the
river ?" and he laughingly replied "Why we just crossed it."
It was the Rio Puerco, which at this time was as dry as the
desert, but at flood time is a raging torrent. By digging three
feet in the "river" a brownish looking water appeared, which
was evidently relished by our team, and, at least, it made excel-
lent coffee. Again: The carrier gathered some fagots for cook-
ing, and plucking a bunch of green twigs from a bush he placed
them beneath the pile and igniting a match he applied it to the
green twigs, when to our utter amazement they instantly flashed
into a flame that fired the entire mass. We caught our breath
at the startling phenomenon, but uttered not a word. Subse-
quently we learned that the green twigs were greasewood that
supplied the entire country with superior kindling

The carrier was an indifferent and careless driver. He
permitted the team to rush headlong into sags and ditches at the
imminent peril of the buck-board. Several times we cautioned
him of the danger, but to no avail, and about sundown the in-
evitable happened. And there we were—in an Indian country,
thirty miles from nowhere, and with a broken axle. But as
Uncle Sain 's mail must not be delayed, and as we were labeled
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"express," the entire consignment must be delivered according
to contract, so, in the morning, after borrowing saddles from the
Navajos, we mounted our trusty charges and proceeded to pro-
ceed. Progress was slow but sure, and without danger of break-
down. In the afternoon of the following day we reached the
Little Colorado, not a little thankful for the rest. Our hotel was
an adobe, and our host a Mexican. As we found the meals pal-
atable and our quarters comfortable, we made no gestures, but
"Hell and Maria," as Dawes would have exclaimed, "how were
we to get out of there?" The Mexican did not know; there were
no horses to hire, and apparently we were "up against it." But
was it chance or divination? Upon the third day a lone horseman
rode into camp. He proved to be a cowboy from a cattle ranch
located about thirty miles south which supplied the Camp
Apache Indian Reservation with beef. To him we explained our
dilemma. "Well," he said, "I am looking up strays, but tomor-
row Twill return with an extra horse. That's the best I can do."
Which "best" we declared superlative. The next afternoon he
returned, and the following morning, sanguine that our troubles
were over, and with buoyant heart we sprang into the saddle and
"hit the trail" for the cattle ranch, which we negotiated before
night. The next morning, with a fresh mount, we essayed the
trip to Camp Apache—some twenty miles—without escort. It
was a beautiful morning ; the atmosphere exhilarating, and
the trail fine. We rode through tall pines, along running brooks,
and the scenery was lovely and thrilling. But we were in the
Apache country, and we knew their history, but "faint heart
ne'er won fair lady," so we braced up for any event. But events
failed to materialize, and on and on we rode, enjoying inspiring
nature, but always with an eye out for these "events." At last,
in the afternoon we came upon the Apaches in twos and threes
and then in groups. To our utmost disgust they paid no particu-
lar attention to us, and we were not at all disposed to form their
personal acquaintance. Without further incident, in a mile or
two we rode into the agency.

To our surprise and delight, at Camp Apache we met the
San Carlos Indian Agent, a personal friend, who was en route to
Washington on official business. On the following morning we
bid him au revoir, and with an ambulance-and-four he pulled out
for Albuquerque, while we trailed south. We had an entourage
of about 100 San Carlos Apaches, and a single Mexican, the
agency interpreter. Mounted upon "Mike" the best saddle mule
at the reservation, we trekked for San Carlos.
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While unknown to tourists, this trail, for mountain climbing
and scenic beauty, will compare with any in the country.
Especially grand and majestic was the Black River Canyon, with
its adjacent mountain lifting its peak some 500 feet skyward.
The trail along its side was almost perpendicular in places, and
along narrow passages that looked down into chasms, dark and
formidable. At times we preferred to walk. To witness the
Apaches slowly winding up along the mountainside, some on
horseback and many on foot, leading their ponies, was a sight
worth seeing.

That night we camped at what was called Cold Springs. It
was in a canyon, a cove-like location. There was an abundance
of shade and plenty of grazing. It developed that, being a friend
of the agent, we became the guests of the Apaches, especially
the women. They prepared the meal—coffee, beef, broiled on a
stick, a most delicious morsel. They brought branches and tall
grasses upon which to spread our blankets for the night. Thor-
oughly amused, through the interpreter we expressed our genu-
ine appreciation. As night threw its mantle of darkness about
us, the scene became wonderfully strange, wild and uncanny.
Men, women and children grouped around family fires; pa-
pooses howled ; dogs growled; horses trampled, and the general
mix-up of Apache belongings was a sight to hear and behold. Al-
though conscious of the grave possibilities of the moment, ex-
hausted nature carried us into dreamland.

At San Carlos we organized an institution of learning. We
personified the president, the faculty, the entire push, and en-
gaged to teach the young Apache ideas "how to shoot". It was
a peculiar job. The kids were wild as deer, and when they saw
us approach they would run and hide like quail. But when con-
vinced that we were harmless, they became decidedly docile, and
after a week "at school" they were transformed into the most
ardent pupils. They would seek us out before the hour of les-
sons, and taking us by the hands would endeavor to persuade and
entice us into the "hall of wisdom." Seriously, it was the most
interestino.

6

 endeavor we ever espoused. We taught exclusively
by object lessons. We had the numerals, the alphabet and pic-
tures of animals and objects with which they were familiar. We
would go over the lessons in English, then repeat in Apache.
One day they spelled h-o-r-s-e, and one boy pronounced it "clea,"
which is Apache for horse. This occasioned a great outburst of
amusement as they called our attention to the discrepancy, but
it demonstrated the fact that the boy knew what he was spelling.
After the hour of exercises they would instantly rush, and the
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one that gained possession of the pointer became teacher, and in
the most earnest and solemn manner they would go over the les-
sons—both in English and Apache—without a single mistake.
We gave them stubs of pencils, and upon scraps of paper to the
agency employes they would display their aptitude, but, like
other children, many of their d's and b's were inverted. Never
did children exhibit more enthusiasm for learning, and none ac-
quired it more readily. Their minds were alert, and their eyes
would sparkle with intense gratification as they successfully mas-
tered the rudiments of English. However, to the dishonor and
disgrace of our government, there were no funds to prosecute the
good work, and we were reluctantly compelled to abandon the
mission.

Life on the reservation was not always tranquil and serene.
Even among the most civilized tribes, disorder and crime obtains,
and rules of conduct are necessarily prescribed with force to
maintain them. Among a few thousand Indians there could be
no exception. There existed no written code, but the common
rules of ethics prevailed, with some thirty Apache police,
equipped with Springfield rifles and a belt of cartridges, to en-
force their observance, and, strange as it may appear, one felt
safer within than beyond the confines of the reservation.

The more serious offenses were stock-trespassing, assaults,
domestic troubles, tiswin fermentation, the secreting of arms, and
a thousand other petty misdemeanors that required daily ad-
justment. A more efficient corps of police was never organized,
and they could always be relied upon to make arrests, no matter
how prominent or influential the offender, and peace and order
became the rule and not the exception. However, the monotony
of this regime was occasionally eclipsed by the unusual. One
afternoon we heard a shot over at the agency, from the trader's
store, at which we officiated as clerk. Looking across the campus
some 500 yards, we observed in front of the agency building two
Indians in personal combat. One was evidently attempting to
take a pistol from the other, and every time he reached for the
gun the other would level the weapon at his head, then the man
aimed at would cover himself with a gunny sack. Simultaneous-
ly there arose loud calls from the Apaches, and from every direc-
tion they appeared running and shouting. All this occasioned
the wildest possible commotion. It was the gathering of militant
forces, pending an unknown crisis. Consternation prevailed, but
without possible interpretation. Charley, our Indian boy janitor,
suggested that we shut the door, and believing this the wise thing
to do, we entered and locked it from within. Immediately sev-
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eral shots rang out. We opened a rear door, but an Indian im-
plored us to stay where we were lest we get hit by a stray shot.
When the firing ceased we went out into the open to find out
what had happened. An Indian had been killed; his lifeless
body lay just over the corral wall.

The three wives of Dizalin, one of the influential chiefs,
had repeatedly complained of maltreatment at the hands of their
liege lord, Dizalin. Time and again Dizalin had been reprimand-
ed and admonished to treat his wives kindly. Finally he was
notified that a repetition of his brutality would result in his be-
ing deprived of his wives. Some weeks afterward the women
again appeared at the agency, bruised and battered and present-.
ing a most pathetic appearance. Dizalin was sent for and in-
formed that his wives were declared free and independent, and
that he could no longer live with them. Na particular import
was given the incident, but on this eventful day Dizalin, wrapped
in a blanket, appeared at the agency, and, as was his wont, en-
tered the private office of the agent and sat down. After a
few moments the agent told him to get out of there. Dizalin in-
quired, "Me go?" and the agent, in a stern and emphatic man-
ner, replied : "Yes, you go !" Dizalin retired into the next room,
the main office, occupied by the clerk who, with his back toward
Dizalin, was busy at his desk. Dizalin rested his arms on a bale
of manta, took deliberate aim and fired at the clerk. His pistol
being old and defective, the concussion threw the barrel up and
the bullet passed directly over the clerk's head and lodged in the
adobe wall. The clerk bounded into the office of the agent, ex-
claiming: "Dizalin ! Dizalin !" It was evidently the intention of
Dizalin to kill the agent first, then the clerk, and take a shot at
the chief of police at the guard-house, but the presence of the
farmer's wife and a colored boy in the office of the agent un-
doubtedly intimidated and unnerved Dizalin, and averted a fatal
tragedy. After a day or two affairs at the agency became normal
again, but there were no more divorces decreed, mensa et thoro.

Ration day at the reservation was an event. Every Friday
the Indians assembled at the agency, and seating themselves in
rows were counted and a ticket distributed to each. The infant
in arms was entitled to the same amount as the adult. The al-
lowance, designated by the government, of 300 pounds of beef,
four pounds of coffee, fifty pounds of flour, eight pounds of
sugar and one pound of salt constituted the weekly ration for
100 Indians. Twenty head of beef, 2000 pounds of flour, 160
pounds of coffee, 320 pounds of sugar and forty pounds of salt
aggregated the seventh day issue. The cattle were delivered
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from vast ranges in New Mexico and Texas, and the provisions
from Santa Fe and El Paso, under contract. This allowance of
food for the support of the Indians was considered by the govern-
ment as a just compensation for territory acquired and occupied
by a strenuous and aggressive civilization.

Eskiminzin, chief of the San Carlos Apaches, represented
the true type of American Indian. He was tall, slim and ath-
letic; had high cheek bones and a Roman nose. His authority
was supreme, and many a raid was effected under his direction
and leadership. His reputation as a warrior and for death-
dealing atrocities was second, if not equal, to his famed proto-
type, Geronimo. On one occasion calling at a settler 's ranch,
which he frequently visited in a most friendly manner, he
shot and killed the settler, after partaking of the hospitality of
his home. In explanation of his deed, Eskiminzin stated that
"anyone could kill his enemy, but it required a brave man to
kill his friend." However, Eskiminzin had reformed, and in-
stead of being an avowed renegade and outlaw he became one of
the most zealous exponents of law and order, and remained faith-
ful to his natural death. He was elected honorary chief of the
police force—a dollar a year man—given a needle gun, which
he almost always carried, and with honor to his position and
fidelity to his pacific declarations, exercised a most wholesome
influence among his people. He developed into a practical far-
mer, and emphatically disproved the accepted approbrium that
"all good Indians are dead ones."

One of Eskiminzin's wives had discovered a mineral ledge,
and Eskiminzin, enthused with the knowledge that wealth was
being extracted at Globe and other adjacent mining centers, was
anxious for the agent to go and inspect the ledge. He had im-
portuned the agent repeatedly, but the trip was always post-
poned. Finally the agent suggested that we go, and one morn-
ing, accompanied by Eskiminzin, his wife and the wife of the
first sergeant of the police, we took to the hills. Each of us had
a pony ; Eskiminzin his rifle ; the women had a butcher knife
each in her moccasin, and we had pocket knives. Thus equipped,
we were ready for anything. The trail was fine, and we rode
until nearly sundown. We camped at a most delightful spot,
where there was grass, running water and shade. We had supper
and prepared for the night. We were far away in the hills, some
twenty miles from the agency, but why should we worry Did
we not have the former terror of the entire country as a body-
guard I With our saddle-blankets for a bed, and our saddles for
a pillow, we never felt more secure, nor slept more soundly. In
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the morning, after a mile or two, we came upon the ledge. It
proved to be iron-capping, and after securing some specimens the
women went berry-picking, and Eskiminzin, piloting us back to
the trail, bid us skip for home while he waited for "the girls."

The reservation was never lonesome. There was always
something unique to "kick up the dust" and make it interesting,
but, becoming surfeited with Apache environment, we rode over
the trail to Florence and taught the boys' school for the winter.
We enjoyed the change, and had the best lot of boys and the best
school in the territory. There were no rules exacted except
"order." The boys could whisper and do anything so long as
they maintained order, and by observing this rule the school
developed into an example of perfect discipline. One other rule
prevailed. The boys being for the most part Mexican, or half-
Mexican, they were allowed to talk in their native language while
at play, but only English was spoken in school. How strictly
this rule was observed will be seen by the following: One after-
noon while the boys were intent on their work, and the school
absolutely quiet, a hand was upraised, and upon inquiry the
owner observed : "Here is a boy cyphering in Spanish!"

The trustees wanted us to teach the succeeding term, but,
instead, we staged it over to Tucson and matriculated in an at-
torney's office, and subsequently became clerk of the district
court, clerk of the United States District Court, and deputy-
clerk of the Supreme Court of the Territory of Arizona, a most
enjoyable trinity.



An Old Timer's Experiences
in Arizona

A Story of the Pioneer Days of Isaac Goldberg, San Bernardino,
California

(Written for the Society of Arizona Pioneers, June, 1894.)

To my respected brethren of the Society of Arizona Pioneers:

This writing shows how the first pioneers of Arizona suf-
fered from Apache Indians and desperadoes and from want of
water and food, also, how we opened new trails and roads. When-
ever I look back upon those eventful days, my eyes fill with
tears to think of the danger we encountered, and the hardships
we experienced then, not knowing when we might lose our prop-
erty, our scalps, and our lives. There was no protection for
either life or property at that period, for Territorial organization
had not yet been effected. When we had a law-suit, or the like,
on our hands, we were compelled to travel to New Mexico, a
thousand miles distant. An Apache would not attack you face
to face, and could see you coming without your knowing of his
proximity.

The Apache could imitate the cries and movements of ani-
mals such as coyotes and other denizens of the desert and, when-
ever you heard or beheld anything of the kind, you trembled as
you thought of the direful consequences, if Apaches. Those
treacherous savages travelled in bands numbering from 50 to
200, and waylaid you while progressing slowly through form-
idable thickets and rocks. The foremost of them would allow
you to pass by unharmed, then the other would yell and shoot.
At this, you would likely retreat, but only to be relentlessly slain
by the closing-in-advance-guard of your demoniacal enemies.
They scalped you, took off your clothes, and let the mutilated
corpse lie in the road, or elsewhere. If they caught you alive,
they removed your shoes, cut flesh from the soles of your feet,
and tied you to the tail of a squaw-ridden horse. Then they
took you to the nearest rancheria, made a war-dance around you,
scalped you, pulled off your clothes, and threw your flesh away.

Thus we suffered from those fiends in human form. I
will now proceed to tell you what induced me to go to Arizona.
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One day, in 1863, a Mexican—Don Juan Quarez by name—
brought from La Paz, Arizona, on the Colorado River, a chunk
of gold valued at $1,000. It looked exactly like the hand of a
human being. He brought besides this "rich and rare" speci-
men, 50 ounces of smaller nuggets, all of them pure gold. Then
came a period of memorable excitement. Everybody wanted to
go to the promising "diggings." From San Bernardino to La
Paz, the freight charge was 15 cents per pound, and when I ar-
rived there, flour cost from $30 to $40 a hundred. People had
little to eat besides mesquite beans and river fish. I sold empty
dry goods boxes to get back ray freight expenses of 15e per
pound.

Those boxes were used for coffins, furniture, and other pur-
poses. Every evening the miners and gamblers would spread
their blankets upon the streets, and play card games for the nug-
gets which were daily found  in abundance by those who searched
the adjacent "placers." Water for drinking and culinary pur-
poses was sold at $1 the ten-gallon kegful. It so happened,
shortly after my arrival, that a thief, who had been stealing from
stores and other places, was at last caught. There was, of course,
no law officer to confine and try the culprit, so the miners and
citizens held a meeting, and sentenced him to receive 25 lashes.
These were promptly and lustily given, and after the affair was
over, they handed him $5 in cash, telling him that if he dared to
again visit the settlement, he would receive a double dose of the
same back-medicine. You may be sure that the rascal did not re-
turn, and that the community was no more troubled by thieves.
We could leave all our property unguarded, and yet miss not
a single cent's worth of anything.

Another "diggings" was discovered in '64, known as "Wea-
ver's diggings". Accompanied by a friend named Burnett, I
went there shortly after hearing the news. On the journey, our
water had given out—except one cupful ; we had forty miles of
desert before us—what were we to do ? Should we drink it
"straight" or "make coffee?'' My partner said, "Coffee by all
means," but, as he went to bring the package to the fire, he
stumbled, causing the water to be spilt on the ground.

Getting excited at our precarious situation, and thinking
that we could reach the nearest settlement—Weaver's—by riding
fast, we urged our famished horses to their utmost speed, but
did not accomplish more than twenty miles of the distance.

Our animals succumbed to hunger, thirst, and fatigue, and
were abandoned to their fate. We threw away our shoes, clothes,
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and hats, although 'twas the month of July, the hottest period
of the year, for we were rapidly becoming crazy with the
thoughts of our awful jeopardy.

But we kept on, after having had sense enough to repose for
some time in the shade of a tree, until we reached Wickenburg.
The people there carefully attended to our wants, and, after
considerable trouble, restored us to health and vigor.

Only those who have similarly suffered can adequately
realize the dangers and discomforts of the inhospitable and track-
less desert.

A Mexican lost his horse, while working at "Weaver's dig-
gings," and went to the summit of Antelope Peak—the highest
of the neighboring mountains. As he neared the apex, he stum-
bled over what he fancied a piece of rock, but it was a lump of
pure gold. With his butcher knife he proceeded to dig up the
soil, and, in an hour or so, took out over $3,000 worth of the
yellow treasure.

On the return of the Mexican with his remarkably lucky
"find," great excitement ensued, and everybody wondered to
think that the precious metal lay so abundantly near by, and in
so strange a locality. Had the Mexican kept the matter secret,
he could easily have secured a fortune in a few days, but like
the generality of his countrymen, he could not "stand" prosper-
ity, and actually imagined himself "rich."

With what he had found, and $3,000 more given him by the
miners for his claim as discoverer, he went to Tucson and gam-
bled off the "whole pile" in a few days.

From Weaver's I went to Prescott, and on the road I met
Col. Woolsey with 50 volunteers—all brave citizens—returning
from the slaughter of a band of Apaches. The savages were
first seen standing upon a hill-top, and waving the white flag
of peace." At the return of the signal by the soldiers, the
Indians descended, and were invited to participate in the mid-
day repast. They would not, however, seat themselves at the
victuals, unless blankets were provided for their fundamental
ease and comfort.

This was done and they freely partook of the only edible
presented to their savage attention—the delicious and whole-
some pinole. While thus engaged, Col. Woolsey scratched his
nose—a digitory movement which had been agreed upon as the
signal for the wholesale slaughter of their dusky guests—and



AN OLD TIMER'S EXPERIENCES IN ARIZONA	 91

each man accordingly "took his Indian," and made him ever-
lastingly "good."

But one white man got "bitten" in this unexpected "tak-
ing-off "—an over-hasty volunteer who, thinking that he could
especially distinguish himself by slaying two savages, fired at
a couple in quick succession. The unfortunate failed in "down-
ing" the nearest Apache who immediately thrust his lance with
fatal effect.

This terrible affair is known as "Col. -Woolsey's pinole
treaty," and resulted—as above described—in the slaughter of
the whole of the Indians present, with the loss of but one settler's
life.

A great deal of valuable property—consisting chiefly of
buckskins, guns, lances, and mescal was secured by the victors,
some of whom yet live to remember and relate the dark deeds of
the eventful days of old.

Shortly after this memorable meeting, I reached my destin-
ation—Prescott—and was delighted to ascertain that Territorial
organization had just been effected. The name of the first gov-
ernor was Goodwin, and Secretary, McCormick. The official
abode of the first Legislature was a large log-house, and Prescott
itself was hardly distinguishable from the surrounding wilder-
ness, by reason of the many pine trees, and other "aboriginal"
growths which everywhere abounded.

My bar room paraphernalia consisted simply of two bottles
and a cup on the rude counter which concealed sundry barrels
of whiskey. My bar-keeper—a brave man indeed—was a deserted
soldier with an abbreviated or chawed-off nose. I paid him $100
a month—in addition to board—and could really well-afford to
do so, for I had neither rent nor license hanging over me, and
got 50e for each dram retailed. One dollar greenbacks was then
worth only 45e, but I had no reason to complain of that fact, or
the scarcity of their appearance.

One morning as I entered the bar-room, my "fancy" dis-
penser of "exhilarating fluid" asked me if I desired a nice
"cocktail" compounded, and I had hardly assented, when a
rough customer, whom I did not previously observe, told me,
with a frightful oath, that I must, instead, take a drink at his
expense, accompanying his request with a terrific display of mur-
derous weapons. Filling the tincup to the brim with fiery
liquid, he ordered its instant disappearance on pain of death,
and I seemingly complied with the rudely accentuated demand.
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But, when I had consumed a portion -of the unrelished draught,
I abruptly dashed the remainder into the blood-shot eyes of the
demented ruffian. This unexpected attack so confused him—
making him temporarily blind—that the bar-keeper and I had
but little difficulty in overpowering, disarming, and binding
him, prior to confining him in an adjacent log-pen. Although he
soon escaped from our " chamber of penance," owing to the frail-
ty of its construction, he could not find me to wreak his ven-
geance upon my innocent head, and shortly afterwards, becom-
ingly apologized for his abominable "meanness."

Thus we Pioneers of Arizona were afflicted by desperadoes
—foes frequently as dreadful as the dreadful, detested and dan-
gerous aborigines.

In those days of bold adventure, we usually traveled with
as many associates as possible, and I will—although almost un-
willingly—remember that when I prepared for my lengthy trip
back from Prescott to Weaver, I expected to be accompanied by
six others. But owing to the business which delayed me, I was
obliged to proceed alone, with the expectation of "catching-
up" with them. By my diligence as,a pursuing horseman, I did
overtake my friends, at a few miles from our destination—only,
they were dismounted and dead.

Few, except pioneers, have witnessed a sight like that which
almost unmanned me, and caused the cold chills of death itself
to invade my trembling frame. There they lay, all six of them,
not only lifeless, but naked and shockingly mutilated from head
to foot. Barbarity had accomplished its worst upon the bodies of
ray lately breathing friends, as though implacably angry be-
cause their souls were beyond the reach of the relentless scalp-
ing knife

With a heavy heart, I hurried into Weaver and gave the
alarm. The citizens hastened to the disastrous scene, and gave
the victims a common burial.

From Weaver I went to Tucson, a some-time deserted city,
with the buildings mostly in ruins; but nevertheless, I opened a
business there, for there was a good indication of an early re-
turn of prosperity.

Quite a while after my arrival at this ancient "presidio,"
an escaped captive—i.e., a person who had been, in infancy,
carried off by the marauding Apaches, but had tired of his un-
natural associations—came from the Santa Catalina mountains,
and reported that upon the very summit of the Canada del Oro
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was gold in abundance. I hastily organized a company of ex-
plorers and prospectors consisting of P. W. Dooner, (now of
Los Angeles), General Sigel, Jack Shubling, and eight Mexicans
—all good citizens. We took one burro, laden with a few days'
provisions, expecting to shortly return with pocketfuls of nug-
gets. But, on reaching our destination, we found, instead of
gold pieces, large "chunks" of ising-glass.

Much disappointed, we stood and gazed at the vast area of
country which lay far below, and resolved on immediate return
to Tucson. I asked the guide how many days would probably be
consumed in journeying, and he answered "two," but no less
than eight days had expired ere we reached our goal.

Almost incredible hardships attended and encumbered our
progress homewards—narrow, steep trails, between dreadful
abysses, exhausting tracts of rocky sterility, and patches of
"brush" so thick and thorny that our wearied bodies lost their
coverings, and our blistered feet their leather protectors. We
were nearly naked, barefoot, and on the very brink of starvation
—for we had not food except a small quantity of pinole and some
wild grapes.

The Tucsonians, wondering at our delay and anxious for our
safety, successfully solicited Governmental aid, and, had we not
returned ere hope was utterly extinguished in their human
hearts, a large company of citizens and soldiers would have hunt-
ed—but, I am afraid, in vain—to discover our whereabouts.

During this dangerous expedition, I found a mine, the rock
from which assayed richly, but the contents yet remain undis-
turbed, owing to its uncommon inaccessibility. We had, how-
ever, attained the distinction of being the first explorers of the
terribly precipitous heights known as the Santa Catalina moun-
tains.

The complete narration of my innumerable experiences as
an Arizona Pioneer would fill many more pages than those al-
ready occupied, and I therefore, for the sake of brevity, and to
render my reminiscences permanently interesting—especially to
"old Pioneers"—add but the following incident to finish the
burden of my story. Captains Chequita and Eskiminzin—two
big Apache chiefs—came down to Old Camp Grant and "made
peace" with the Government, but nevertheless continued their
hostile practices. Mass meetings were held at the court house,
and resolutions passed to the effect that the whole of the people
of the nation should be made acquainted with the actual condi-
tions of affairs in Arizona.



94	 ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

This was promptly done, but nothing of consequence re-
sulted, chiefly owing to the apathy of the General Government,
which, instead of protecting its much-harassed citizens, extended
almost every possible description of assistance to their implacable
enemies—the sanguinary Apaches. Another mass meeting was
held at the same place—five or six of the bravest citizens calling
and conducting it—and, as the result, a very large body of loyal
Papago Indians, accompanied by about fifty Mexicans, were led
by their white commanders to Arequipa Canyon, where nearly
five hundred Apaches were found encamped, and mercilessly
slain.

Then, and not until then, did "Uncle Sam" realize that it
was his bounden duty to prefer the claims of his suffering chil-
dren to those of their savage tormentors, and hasten to make
amends for his reprehensible neglect in the much-troubled past.

Thus the sturdy Arizona Pioneer unflinchingly faced the
dangers of the unsubdued wilderness, and, fighting, fell!

It may, indeed, be truly said, in concluding this humble and
incomplete sketch of the never-to-be-forgotten "days of gold,"
and "Auld Lang Sync", that Arizona is the chief graveyard of
those heroic American and foreign-born Pioneers who boldly sur
rendered their valuable lives for the good and glory of the
"great republic," and the irrepressible advances of conquering
civilization.

That the grand example they unfailingly set, as the earnest
disciples of liberty, integrity and all-pervading courage, may be
inflexibly followed by their favored descendants, is the cherished
desire of your loving Brother,

(Signed) ISAAC GOLDBERG,
San Bernardino, California, June, 1894.



The Hopi Indian Snake Dance
(MRS. JOHN X. McDONALD)

The word "Hopi" means "hopeful, peaceful man," and
they are one of the most religious and unique tribes of all the In-
dians.

As one of a party of fifteen, we left Winslow, Arizona, the
point of departure for the Hopi Indian Reservation, a distance
of 65 miles, on Thursday, August 17, 1905, at 2 :30 p. m., in
spring wagons, buckboards; with body-guard, out riders and
mess wagon.

That day we crossed the Little Colorado river bed, also
old Sunset Pass Trail, traveled by the old Forty-niners, and
camped on the Little Colorado Flats. The old Spanish name for
Colorado river is "Rio Lino," meaning Flax River.

Friday morning we walked three miles and viewed the mi-
rage on the Painted Desert. The Painted Desert in Northern
Arizona has called forth the efforts of our poets, and their varied
impressions are expressed in many beautiful verses. At Chan-
dler's Ranch we camped for the night, and there met a large
party also going to the Snake dance.

First view of the old Walpai Hopi Indian Reservation! A
colorful spectacle of probably a hundred persons crowded the
high mesa overlooking this picturesque and isolated Indian village
to witness the spectacular part of the Indian ceremonials, made
up of the many traditional and religious ceremonials of the
Indians as handed down through countless generations.

The Indian—be he pueblo dweller or nomadic plainsman—
is a deeply religious person. His religion is not, however, built
around a man or a personality but around nature and the phe-
nomena of nature—the earth, sky and clouds, mountains and
plains, deserts and streams, storms and sunshine, rising and set-
ting sun, growing things; all furnish him with inspiration for
worship. He has as many or more gods than did the ancient
Grecians, whose religion has come down to us in the form of
mythology.

The Hopi Indians live on a small reservation in the midst of
the Navajo Reservation in eight villages on three high mesas of
highly colored cliffs of many hues, and domes and pinnacles of
black rock standing alone or in groups.
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"Hogan," Indian name for Hopi House, the dwelling of this
strange tribe, is a picturesque structure with its terraced walls,
its ladders and chimney and olla pots. One dwelling over an-
other, built in tiers, and reached by means of stone steps to the
first story, and the others reached by means of ladders, built
up, ordinarily, to the height of three stories.

The ancient dance, in the form of a prayer bearing a peti-
tion to the gods for rain, had been started late the day before
by a Hopi youth beating a rawhide drum calling the braves to
suplication. The high priests of the dance, their faces and
bodies painted with symbols of the rain clouds, kneel before the
Kiva. "Kiva" is the Indian name given to an underground
lodge room, or ceremonial temple, and is the receptacle for the
snakes. The walls are coated with red and yellow clay. Near
the center they first erect three upright cottonwood poles,
placed in tripod shape, terminating in a fork at the upper end.
Upon this framework they lean the cottonwood and other boughs,
entirely encircling it except on the front side, where they leave
a small opening just large enough for a man to enter. A piece of
canvas is placed over the opening. Three walls have deep, rec-
tangular recesses, about ten inches in width. These serve as re-
ceptacles for various small objects such as paints, cotton, feathers,
moccasins, meal, etc.

The consecration of these articles is a prayer to the yellow
clouds of the north, blue clouds of the west, red clouds of the
south, and the white clouds of the east to come quickly and make
rain.

The Snake Kiva occupies a position on the Mesa just where
it begins to slope downward towards the first terrace; the Ante-
lope Kiva being only a few feet from it.

A board is placed over the Snake Kiva, and as each brave
circles around the plaza, striking this board with the right foot,
it produces a sound like thunder. While the thunder is being
produced in that fashion, a boy with a long whip, on which are
suspended strings of various colors, snaps it in the air, thus giv-
ing the effect of lightning.

No bribe would induce them to allow the party to enter the
snake or antelope Kivas, but we were allowed to enter the third
Kiva, in which minor ceremonies were to take place, and in which
the paraphernalia necessary for the antelope and snake dances
were being prepared.

The Antelope Race was held at 5 a. m.—sun-up. The crier
gave the signal from the house-top, and simultaneously the run-
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ners, who were four miles east of the mesa, started forward,
yelling vociferously as they passed the cloud symbols, and at the
same time the priests filed out of the Kiva one by one, all walking
in a rapid and dignified manner around the central plaza. They
did this several times.

The chief priest of the Antelopes carried his medicine bowl
in his left hand and sprinkled toward the left. All of the priests
carried two rattlers, and one of the boys carried corn stalks, each
time dropping some meal without halting. After this the whole
procession lined up in front of the Kiva, facing the east, the
chief priest being at one end of the line, and the smallest boy at
the other. They now began to shake their rattles vigorously,
while the snake priests filed out one by one and made the circuit
of the plaza as the antelope priests had done, halting as they
turned toward the north on the last circuit, and stopping in line
directly facing the antelope priests, with the two chief priests at
opposite ends of the two lines. The antelope priests then shook
their rattles while the snake priests waved the whips in their
hands with a movement from right to left, and with a slight
upward and downward motion for a few moments, their left
hand holding the meal bag hanging against their rigid bodies.
Then both lines danced, shaking their rattles and whips and at
the same time singing a weird monotonous chant. The dancing
was simply a forward and backward movement of the body, with
a vigorous stamping of the right heel upon the ground. The
object of this movement was to jar the turtle shell rattles upon
the legs and lend an accompaniment to the singing, which was
not unpleasant. This continued for about twenty minutes, when
the line of snake priests stepped back about ten feet from the
antelope line, each chief priest stepping forward from his re-
spective line into the space between the lines. The snake priest
placed his arm around the antelope priest's body, with his left
hand on his shoulder. The snake priest held a meal-bag and a
whip, which he waved up and down by the side of the antelope
priest's cheek. In this manner they slowly moved in a circle in
front of the Kiva. There the antelope priest took from the Kiva
the bundles of green corn and melon vines, which had been
placed there earlier in the day. He placed the end of a melon
vine in his mouth, the snake priest supporting the lower end of
it, and in this way the two resumed the dance in an irregular
circuit in front of the Kiva, passing back and forth between the
lines four times, and all the time sprinkling meal and water.

At the conclusion 6f this performance, the two priests joined
the lines again, and with the rattling of whips and stamping of



98	 ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

the right foot on the ground, made four circuits around the
plaza as before, and returned in single file to the Kiva. That
ended the ceremonies for that day.

THE SNAKE DANCE

The Hopi Indian never destroys a snake. To him the snake
represents the evil spirit—God created the good as well as the
evil, but the good must conquer evil.

As on the previous morning, the crier ascended to the roof of
the ancestral home, and made the formal announcement of the
approaching ceremony, after having sprinkled meal to the rising
Sun.

Naked, barefoot men were seen departing, one at a time,
down the west side of the mesa, preparatory to the snake dance,
which was a repetition of the performance of the previous morn-
ing.

The snake priests and antelope priests had assembled in the
antelope Kiva, and were singing the eight traditional songs.

The twenty-four snake priests, and all those taking part in
the ceremony, wash their heads in Yucca suds, and all wear the
Nak-wak-wosis, which consists of a short cotton string about
three inches long, to which is attached a breath feather, stained
red. These are worn in the hair during the preceding dances.
Nak-wak-wosis means wish, want, desire, and is worn by every-
one except the two chief priests, they being dressed differently,
having blue leather arm bands just above the elbows, to each of
which is tied a hawk feather, and under which were several
branches of cottonwood and three white eagle feathers (chief of
the air) and a thick wreath of cottonwood, and cottonwood ruffs
around their ankles About the neck were many strands of
beads, some of turquoise, some of shells, and some of the priests
had abalone shells. One had a small looking-glass hanging to his
strands of beads.

The costume of the snake priests: bodies blackened with
soot over the entire surface; face painted black with pink spot
on forehead, while the surface under the chin was painted white;
a large daub of pinkish paint was placed on the upper and lower
arms. The legs above the knees were painted black, with a pink
spot just above the knees. Wrist bands of various kinds; snake
kilt bandoleer, and a hollow stick with different kinds of feathers
attached to it, called "Natis," or "snake whip ;" skin suspended
behind from the belt, a fringed buckskin sash on right hip ; red
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moccasins with fringed ankle bands. Each dancer carried a snake
whip and meal bag. The snake whip is a piece of wood about
ten inches long, painted red, and to which it attached two long
eagle tail feathers, by means of many wrappings of buckskin
string. These are used during both dances.

Boys and girls were gathered on the lower mesa for the
scramble with the corn stalks.

There was great animation throughout the villages, many
adults and old women joining the children on the mesa.

Everything being in readiness, the crier announced the
coming event from the housetop.

The dance begins, and as the last circuit of the plaza is made,
the priests thrust their snake whips behind their belts, and, hum-
ming a doleful song, stepped forward and backward with the
usual noise accompaniment. The snake priests began to detach
themselves in parties of three from the line going to the Kiva,
where a snake was handed to one of them by a snake priest.
The dancer receiving the snake placed it, between his lips and
moved slowly forward, being accompanied by another priest who
placed his arm around the dancer's neck, drawing the attention
of the snake, as it were, with his snake whip, and warding off the
snake's head from the dancer's face as much as possible. As soon
as these two had traversed the circuit in front of the Kiva, the
snake was dropped and picked up by a third man, while two
other priests approached the Kiva and received another reptile
and going through the same performance. The gatherers some-
times held as many as four or five or even more snakes in their
hands, and it was observed that on several occasions a dancer
would take more than one snake between his lips. As soon as a
snake dropped, the gatherer himself would pick it up at once, or
intentionally let it glide away a short distance. If the snake
threatened to coil, the man touched it with the point of his snake
whip, thus uncoiling it before he picked it up, the snake being
ready to fight when coiled. A pinch of meal is always thrown
on the reptile before it is picked up. It is astonishing, however,
with what complete unconcern the dancers will move among the
snakes that are being constantly dropped, even when coiled up
and apparently ready to strike at the foot or leg of the man who
passes in close proximity to them. Even the small boys seem
reckless. After the snakes have been handled the chief priests
go to one side and sprinkle a circle of meal on the ground, and in
it a meal line from north, west, south and east, toward the center.
The snake men are standing at one side of the circle, while a
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line of women and maidens stand on the opposite side holding
trays of corn meal. This they throw on the meal circle and on
the snakes The snake men then rush to the circle throwing the
reptiles on it and immediately thrust their hands into the wrig-
gling, writhing mass of snakes, catching with both hands as many
as they can get hold of, and then dash away with them to the four
cardinal points, releasing them at certain points, preferably be-
hind rock piles, and deposit with them the "pahos" which they
carried during the dance. "Pahos" are feathered sticks used
in their religious ceremonies, and members of this tribe never
pray without first planting around himself, or on his altar, or
before his shrine, a number of "Pahos" or Nak-wak-wosis. "As
the birds soar to the highest heavens, so may his petitions be
feathered and winged to the ears of the Gods."

The antelope and snake priests now entered their Kiva, and
in about fifteen or twenty minutes the snake men began to re-
turn, divested of snake costumes. They at once began to wash
off the paint from their bodies, at some little distance from the
Kiva. While this was going on several elderly women brought
bowl after bowl of snake medicine. The men at once drank quan-
tities of this antidote. It is said this is done to purge the par-
ticipants in the ceremony from any snake charm. The women
began to bring food to the Kiva—soup made of corn and mutton,
meat loaves, mush, etc. As the snake men had fasted for two
days, the coming meal was looked forward to with a great deal of
interest, and judging from the quantities carried to the Kiva, was
well partaken of.

The meal circle in which the snakes were thrown was im-
mediately scraped up by the Hopi Indian spectators, the belief
being that if this meal is sprinkled on their cornfields they will
produce more abundantly. Singularly enough, large drops of
rain began to fall before the ceremony was entirely finished.



Providing Education in Arizona
(By (lEO. H. KELLY)

The first history of Arizona, covering all activities of the
territory from the date of the first appearance in the country
now included within the limits of Arizona of the Spanish Con-
quistadors to 1906 when the work was completed, was written
by Joseph Fish, one of the pioneer Mormon patriarchs who came
to Arizona during the period when the Little Colorado River
Valley was being settled by Utah people, holding to the church
doctrine of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints.
This history gives much valuable history of the beginning and
development of the public school system in Arizona, of which
the people of the territory and state have ever been justly proud.
According to Mr. Fish, the public school system was first estab-
lished in 1871, and our first school laws were copied from those
of California. Gov. A. P. K. Safford was the first superintend-
ent of public instruction, this position being assigned to him
when he was governor of the territory. He was much respected
by the citizens of Arizona because of the zeal and energy he dis-
played in promoting the Arizona school system.

The first legislation upon school matters was when the
first territorial legislature met at Prescott in 1864. They ap-
propriated money for the benefit of public schools in the towns
of Prescott, La Paz and Mohave—$250 each, provided that said
towns appropriated a like sum. The sum of $500 was appropri-
ated at the same time to the school in Tucson, on the condition
that instruction be given daily in the English language. Also,
aid to the amount of $250 was given to the Catholic Mission
School, of San Xavier del Bac. No further mention is made of
schools until the year 1868, when the first attempt at school legis-
lation was made and free schools were regularly established.
This law was repealed by another ha 1871, and again by another
in 1875. In this year Governor Safford, who was an enthusiastic
school man, was made superintendent of schools. Changed con-
ditions seemed to require further changes in the laws, for in
1879 and 1881 others were passed, but they were repealed in 1885
when the present (1906) laws were enacted, which, with slight
amendments, have governed the schools to the present time.

The teaching of school in the early days was quite a diffi-
cult matter. Immigrants who had come in brought a few of their



102	 ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

old school books with them, and when the scholars got together it
was found that there were hardly two books alike, and none to
be bought in the country.

The first school taught in the territory was by W. H. Read,
who opened a Sunday School in Prescott as early as 1864-5.
This could hardly be classed as a school, yet it was a beginning in
the educational line.

The first public school of Tucson was taught in the spring
of 1869 by Augustus Brichta. This school was opened in an
adobe building with dirt floor and roof, in the rear of the store
owned by L. Zeckendorf and Company. He enrolled fifty-five
pupils, all boys. The trustees were Hon. John B. Allen, W. S.
Oury and W. W. Williams. The next session was opened in
1871 by Prof. John A. Spring in the house of Mariano Molino, on
the northwest corner of Meyer and McCormick Streets. He
taught fifteen months and enrolled 138 boys, 95 per cent of whom
were Spanish speaking. Messrs. W. F. Scott, Samuel Hughes and
W. C. Davis were the school trustees at that time, and L. C.
Hughes was the county superintendent of schools, being the first
one for Pima County. In 1871 the Sisters of St. Joseph, at Tuc-
son, established an academy for girls, furnishing free tuition to
indigent pupils. The Catholic doctrines were taught to some
extent, and many from the surrounding country attended this
school. The benefits of this school were recognized by all citi-
zens, so much so that the legislature meeting in 1877 voted an
appropriation of $300 for its support.

There were but few schools in the early days in other parts
of the territory.

During the year 1872 Miss Mary E. Post opened a public
school at Ehrenburg, Yuma County.

In the summer of 1872 Mrs. L. C. Hughes, of Tucson, opened
a school for girls in a house in Levin 's Park. During the year
1873 Miss Harriet Bolton, later Mrs. John Wasson, and Miss
Mary Wakefield, later Mrs. E. N. Fish, took charge of the publie
school in Tucson. The schools were taught in a building adjacent
to the site of the present city hall. The Congress Street school
building was completed in 1874. The trustees at that time were
R. N. Leatherwood, Samuel Hughes and Estevan Ochoa.

By 1876 there were several schools in the territory, and some
Catholic schools firmly established. There were at this time two
public schools in Yuma County, one of them at Yuma, the other
at Ehrenburg, with about twenty scholars. In Mohave County
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there was a school at Mineral Park, of twenty scholars, and at
Cerbat a small school was in operation a portion of the time. In
Yavapai County several good schools had been established.
Prescott had several good school buildings. At Williamson Val-
ley there was a school of thirty scholars. There was a school at
Walnut Creek with twenty scholars. There was a small school at
the Verde of about twenty scholars. On the Hassayampa there
was a school. There was a school at Phoenix of forty scholars,
and one at Florence nearly as large. Tucson had good schools,
with attendance of two hundred scholars, and about this time
arrangements were made for schools on the Little Colorado, at
San Pedro and in the Gila Valley. A school for the training of
Indian children was established in Tucson by the Presbyterian
Board of Home Missions, and opened January 3, 1888, under the
superintendency of Rev. Howard Billman. In 1900 this school
had grown to an average attendance of 150. The St. Joseph
Academy was founded in Tucson in 1870, for young ladies. It
has always been popular as an educational institution. The
first school at San Xavier was conducted by the Sisters of St.
Joseph.

The Catholics erected a small building in 1898 for the Mexi-
can children at Tempe.

In September, 1872, the first public school was started in
Phoenix, the teacher being J. D. Daroche ; the trustees were W.
A. Hancock, J. D. Rumburg and J. P. Osborn. It was placed in a
long building on the corner of what is now First Avenue, about
fifty feet south of Washington Street, the same building serving
as a court house. A few years later a little adobe building of one
room was erected on what is now known as the Center School
Block on North Central Avenue. The first school taught in the
new quarters was by Miss Nellie Shaver, later Mrs. J. Y. T.
Smith. A valued instructor, later, was R. L. Long, who after-
wards became superintendent of public instruction, his assistant
being Mrs. Beverly Cox.

As early as 1898 sectarian schools were maintained in Ari-
zona by the Methodist Episcopal Church, South, the Catholic
and Latter Day Saints (Mormon). The total enrollment in these
institutions during that year did not exceed 700. The cost of
maintaining these sectarian schools in those days amounted to
from $7500 to $10,000 annually. These schools have increased
and prospered to the present day.

In later years the advancement of education and schools
has been almost phenomenal; in 1873 the schools had barely



104	 ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

started. In 1894 there were 293 teachers, with 16,203 children of
school age, including 258 high school students. In 1900 there
were 399 teachers and 20,833 children.

In the early days the public school fund was secured from
various sources, and property values being small, the revenues
for all purposes were correspondingly so. In 1900 the minimum
tax rate for school purposes in each county was fixed at thirty
cents on the $100 valuation, and a levy of three cents was made
by the state for school purposes. In addition to these tax levies,
the school funds were augmented by a poll tax ; by fines; for-
feitures and from escheated estates. These amounts increased
constantly with the grow th of the territory, and in 1885 the total
school fund from taxation and other sources amounted to $186,-
666.12; the total amount expended for that year was $138,164.83.
These receipts and expenditures in 1890 had reached the follow-
ing totals: Receipts, $421,776.15, with expenditures reaching
$345,314.29. There is little to be found in old records to show
the school condition prior to 1885, but the following table from
that date to 1890 shows the progress made during that period :

Date
No. of
schools

No. of
children

Valuation of
school property

1885 135 10,219 $212,389
1886 150 201,984
1887 169 10,303 176,238
1888 184 222,219
1889 196 12,588 222,958
1890 296 12,976 268,435
1891 237 13,874 297,444
1892 251 14,710 320,609
1893 265 15,463 344,646
1894 289 16,203 405,446
1895 261 15,909 414,447
1896 293 16,936 428,936
1897 337 17,427 443,379
1898 347 18,802 472,107
1899 398 20,833 490,502
1900 398 20,833 529,024

In 1904 there were 27,324 school children between 6 and 21
years of age. There were 287 school districts, and 519 teachers.
The next year the school children numbered 29,290.
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Following are the names of those who have served the Terri-
tory and State of Arizona as superintendent of public in-
struction:

M. H. Sherman, 1879-1883.
W. B. Horton, 1883-1885.
Robt. L. Long, 1885-1887.
Chas. M. Strauss, 1887-1889.
Geo. W. Cheney, 1889-1893.
F. J. Netherton, 1893-1896.
T. E. Dalton, 1896-1897.
A. P. Sherman, 1897-1899.
Robt. L. Long, 1899-1902.
N. G. Layton, 1902-1906.
Robt. L. Long, 1906-1909.
Kirk T. Moore, 1909-1912.
C. O. Case, 1912-1921.
Miss Elsie Toles, 1921-1923.
C. O. Case, 1923—
The latest available biennial report of the superintendent of

public instruction is for the years 1925-6. In this we find stat-
istics which show the phenominal growth of our educational sys-
tem since territorial days. The University of Arizona has grown
to a magnitude requiring an annual expenditure of $1,120,000.00,
of which $650,000 was provided by a one-mill tax levy for that
special purpose.

The Tempe State Teachers' College is provided for by direct
appropriation, in addition to the receipts from students. The
total annual expense of this college reaches, practically, $350,000.

The Northern Arizona Teachers' College, at Flagstaff, is
maintained at a cost of about $250,000 annually

The 1926 school census showed a total of 91,461 school chil-
dren between the ages of 5 and 21 years, taught by more than
3,000 teachers. The state levies a tax sufficient to provide $25 for
each child included in the average attendance of the pulic schools.
The total amount of public school money received in 1925 was
between seven and eight million dollars, not including the amount
received from the university mill tax.

In 1926 there were graduated from the public schools 4757
students, of which 1370 were from the high schools.

There are now more than ten million dollars owed by the
school districts on account of bonds issued. The interest on these
bonds amounts to near $700,000.
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The Arizona University was provided for by an act of the
territorial legislature in 1885, through the efforts of Hon. C. E.
Stevens, member of the council, and Hon. Selim M. Franklin,
member of the house, both from Pima County. However, there
was much delay, and the original university building was not
completed until the year 1891, when a beginning was made in
establishing a university, which has since become one of the very
prominent institutions of learning in the United States.

The State Teachers' College at Tempe was established in
1887, and the Teachers' College at Flagstaff in 1895. Both
have grown in size and in excellent service.

Thus it will be seen that the people of Arizona have always
been liberal, and almost extravagant at times, in the support
granted to the cause of public education.


