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THE PLEASANT VALLEY WAR OF

1887

Its Genesis, History and Necrology
By WILL C. BARNES

Author's Foreword
NY one attempting at this late date to write the outstanding incidents of this unfortunate chapter in
Arizona's history faces a perplexing task.
In the first place, he discovers early in his research for
facts that what little written history there is on this subject is mostly a mass of conjectures, romance and glorified moving picture scenarios.
Outside of the court records and newspaper reports
very little of the written material will stand close investigation.
Excepting in the cases of John Rhodes and Ed Tewksbury, tried at Phoenix in open court for the alleged murder of Tom Graham at Tempe, five years or more after
the last killing of the "war," there are absolutely nn court
records of any kind to turn to for sworn evidence as to
the underlying causes of this trouble.

A

The Pleasant Valley war was not, as many believe, a
general outbreak among a whole community but merely
a bloody feud between the members of two pioneer families similar to those of Kentucky. The Tewksbury family quarrelled with their former friends and allies, the
Graham family and proceeded to shoot it out. It was no
private fight, as the Irishman once stated it, but open to
any of the friends and sympathizers on each side. Mostly these friends and sympathizers paid the full penalty.
They are either lying in unknown graves, or worse, their
bleaching bones are scattered over the face of the so-called
Pleasant Valley where for years these same adventurous
settlers fought their Apache neighbors, who were certainPage Five
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ly no less ferocious or inhuman in their warfare than
those supposedly civilized Americans.
Outside of the Apache Indian troubles there has
been, in all the events of Arizona's history, no series of
incidents that have attracted such wide attention, or has
kept a good sized section of the state in such a reign of
terror as this Pleasant Valley feud during 1887 and 1888.
The writer hesitated long before agreeing to the
request from the state historian that he undertake this
task. It is fully appreciated that the historian must at
least try to tell the truth and be impartial in his findings
and judgments. Otherwise he fails. To do this for the
story of the Pleasant Valley War means discounting in
some cases and absolutely discarding in others, some if not
all of the fairy tales that have found their way into print
in recent years. It means a complete refutation of a number of well established bits of romance and fiction that,
told so often and well, have become fairly fixed in the
minds of the tellers and their readers as actual historical
facts.
Et means, also, the questioning of the authenticity of
many statements about this affair made to the author and
other writers by those whom we know as "Old Timers"
of Arizona. Mostly these Old Timers were not eye witnesses or even closely connected with the doings of the
principals of the affair. Those are all dead and gone. The
few living raconteurs are men of rather advanced age,
few of whom had any personal knowledge of what went
on. They simply lived nearby and have some main facts
connected with certain phases of the war, known generally to everybody interested in the matter. These wild
west tales they have woven into the story of their experiences until they are absolutely sure they did happen.
That still living few who have a personal knowledge
of the happenings had in most cases a somewhat restricted horizon. Hence their point of view is invariably narrow and personal.
Pag Six
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At the same time every one of these story tellers has
furnished something definite which has been useful in
checking up on the whole; in sifting the real from the
fanciful and determining as well as could be done the
actual conditions which existed in the Valley during that
time.
Contrary to the procedure of every other history of
this affair, the writer has left entirely out of consideration
two important episodes that have always been treated as
parcel of the Pleasant Valley War.
These are the action at Holbrook on September 4,
1887, by Sheriff Commodore Perry Owens, of Ap iz.he

County, in which within less than five minutes Andy
Cooper, Mose Roberts and Houston Blevins were killed
and John Blevins wounded.
The other is the triple hanging on August 12, 1888,
on the Verde Road south of Heber in Navajo County, at
which James Stott, James Scott and Jeff Wilson were
swung off into eternity by a body of citizens who alleged
that the activities of these men in stealing horses during
the preceding two or three years was full justification for
their action.
Neither of these had any connection or relation Whatever to the Graham-Tewksbury feud. The Holbrook killing simply happened while the valley troubles were at
white heat. The hanging occurred almost a year after the
last killing in Pleasant Valley, and like the Holbrook affair bore no earthly relation to it.
The writing of this article means, further, that the
writer will unquestionably find himself the target for
much well-meant criticism. Many of the statements made
by him will be challenged vigorously and honestly by those
persons who still recall those fateful days when men—the
writer among them—rode the trails of the Tonto Basin
country only at night; slept with one eye open and weapons within easy reach and never turned a corner of a canPage Seven
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yon or trail without first wondering if beyond it lurked

an enemy, weapon in hand, finger on trigger.
He recalls well one afternoon about sunset when riding down a canyon trail near the Tonto Rim. In the distance he saw a horseman coming up the canyon on the
same trail. Both stopped a moment, then swung out of
the trail and turned up the canyon's side. The writer's
revolver swung handily at the saddle horn, his Winchester
rested under his right leg. The other had his rifle lying
comfortably before him on his lap, his right hand resting
on the lock.
From each side of the canyon, suspiciously and warily, we eyed each other for all the world like two old tomcats in the back yard. Our ponies nickered a friendly
greeting across the canyon. They were far more human
than we.
Coming closer the stranger proved to be my somewhat doubtful friend, one Jim Houck. He knew me instantly. Between us there had been no love lost for several years. Each rode silently back to the trail, eyes
straight ahead, nor lost any time in getting out of sight. A
rear -,7e_vir m rror would have been a godsend about that
time.
In the search for facts the writer has had the benefit
of Colonel McClintock's voluminous files as well as those
in the office of the state historian and the library of the
Arizona Pioneer's Society at Tucson. In the latter the
su rare bound volumes of the territorial newspapers of those years, 1887-88, furnished valuable documentary evidence as to the happenings. Added to this is
a large correspondence between the writer and persons
said to know the facts, including personal interviews with
the comparatively few living persons who were in close
touch with matters in the Tonto Basin in 1887. The human memory, however, is prone to weaken with advancing age. Moreover, few of these persons are able to tell
.
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their story along fair, unprejudiced lines. They cannot
forget the bitterness, the hatred of those days.
For these very cogent reasons the writer has been
forced to discard much of the material already published
in histories, books, magazine articles, etc., and rely upon
the information gleaned from court records, newspaper
files, old letters and the clippings and files above mentioned.
Wherever it could possibly be done these various
statements have been checked carefully. Naturally there
is much that could not be checked or substantiated. The
person making the statement is either dead, or if living
refused absolutely to be quoted. This latter condition was
part of most of the information obtained from important
witnesses and will be fully observed.
The years that have elapsed since the last tragic pages
of this history were written at Tempe, almost forty years
ago, have failed to quiet the fear of reprisals. The shadows
of ambushed attacks, and sudden disappearance still hover over the scene; faint but yet a shadow, sinister and
dark, that cannot be wholly effaced.
With the foregoing explanation the author offers
this material, not as a story or an article but simply as a
series of bald statements of actual facts devoid absolutely
of partisanship or personal bias on his part.

Page Nine
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the Fish manuscript in the office of the state
F ROM
historian, Phoenix
"The feud which gave the Tonto 'Basin country a reputation for
lawlessness and defiance of law, seldom attained by any other section
of the southwest, occurred or reached its zenith in 1887.
"It became known as the Tewksbury-Graham War and, during
its continuance, no less than eighteen of the Grahams and four of the
Tewksbury faction were killed.
"The Graham brothers and the elder Tewksbury and his three
sons by an Indian wife, were early settlers in the Tonto Basin where
they first worked for a cattleman named Stinson. He brought his
cattle from Snowflake, receiving them in payment of $11,000, the

price of the townsite he sold the pioneer Mormons who came into that
section from Utah.
"It seems that both the Grahams and the Tewksburys engaged in
putting another brand on the Stinson cattle, which they were hired to
care for and protect. The cattle stolen from Stinson were all marked
by the same brand, which was supposed to be a partnership brand between the Tewksburys and the Grahams.
"Under this arrangement the Stinson herd gradually decreased
while those of the thieves increased. What properly started and increased the ferocity of the feud was an act of the Grahams, one of
them going to Prescott and recording the brand on the stolen cattle
in his individual name. Afterwards when the Tewksburys asserted
their co-ownership in the cattle accumulated, the Grahams refused to
acknowledge their claim. As a result, the Tewksburys were deprived

of any interest in the cattle which they had stolen with the Grahams.
"Thus things went along until about the beginning of 1886.
It appears that John Gilman* had charge of the Stinson stock. He
and a boy went to the Grahams whom he believed were stealing cattle from Stinson. He had angry words with some of them and was
shot, receiving a serious wound from which he ultimately recovered.'"
"About this time, and after the Grahams had refused the Tewksburys any interest in the stolen herds, t he Tewksburys hit on a plan
to get revenge on their pardners as well as to work a hardship on Stinson. They went to Flagstaff and rented sheep from the Daggs Brothes for the purpose of bringing them in and running them on the ranges of the Grahams, thus destroying the ranges and running off the cattle.
"The Tewksburys consisted of the father, James D. Tewksbury,
\

,

and three sons, James, John and Ed, all from an Indian mother. The
*This is John Gilliland now living in Phoenix.
**Two reliable men declare it to have been Ed Tewksbury.
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Grahams included the brothers Tom, Bill, John and George.* They had
all lived in Globe previous to their going to Tonto Basin to work for
Stinson.

The Tewksburys hired a Mexican herder to look after the sheep.
He was killed in February, 1887. Indian trailers employed to find

out who was responsible for his death reported that the murder had
been committed by a horseman and that the trail of the horse led to
the Graham ranch.
'"This was sufficient to start hostilities, the embers of which had
been smouldering and ready to break into a blaze for a long time. The
Tewksburys felt they had been wronged out of their share of the stolen cattle, and now to have their herder killed and the sheep run off
was more than they were willing to put up with.
"Thus a bushwhacking war was started. Shortly after this a man
named Blevins, who with one of his sons, was alleged to be in the cattle

and horse stealing business and in with the Grahams, was missing. It
was believed that one of the Tewksburys was responsible for the death
of Blevins.
"The Aztec Land and Cattle Company of Holbrook had established several camps for the purpose of looking after their stock. At
one of these camps near Pinedale was stationed a cowboy named J. F.
Paine. Paine and four others fixed up to go over and help the Graham party, the pretext being to look for the missing Blevins. The
company, armed to the teeth, started out about the last of July, 1887,
and arrived at the Wilson ranch, about one mile below the Ellison
place. This party consisted of Paine, Thomas Tucker, Bob Gillespie,
Henry Blevins and Thomas Covington, whose real name was Eugene
Clark.
"Jim and Ed Tewksbury were in the Wilson ranch house. Fearing to attack the Tewksburys in the house, they tried to get in on
friendly terms, asking for something to eat. Their request was denied
by the Tewlzsburys and a few angry words followed. Then the Tewksburys opened fire, killing Paine and Blevins. Tucker and Gillespie
were wounded, the former seriously. He was near death while trying
TO crawl to safety, but a heavy rain revived him. He crawled until
he finally reached the ranch house of Robert Bixby (Sigsby). He was
cared for there until he was able to be taken away. He had been in a
te , rible condition, for when he reached the Bixby ranch his wounds
were completely filled by fly blows.
"About the last of July William Graham was assassinated. No
one knew who did it, but public opinion pointed to the Tewksburys.
1.Ln August John Tewksbury and William Jacobs were killed by the

*Mr. Fish is wrong about a George Graham. There does not seem
to have been a brother by this name.
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Grahams opposite the old Tewksbury ranch. The Grahams would not
allow any one to bury them for several days, and the hogs rooted them
around, tore them open, and the bodies were half eaten up before they
were buried.
"About September first, 1887, James and Ed Tewksbury and
Jim Roberts killed Henry Middleton and wounded Joe Ellenwood at
the Tewksbury ranch. But all the men who lost their lives in connection with the Tewksbury-Graham feud were not killed by their
feud antagonists, as a number were slain by Arizona's Pioneer Sheriffs
in their attempts to serve warrants on those who had been indicted
for murder.
"In October, 1887, following the Cooper killing at Holbrook,
W. J. Mulvenon, sheriff of Yavapai county, organized a posse at Prescott and went to the scene of the feud to make arrests and also to try
and stop this bushwhacking war. He went to the Perkins store where
he and some of his aides secreted themselves in the corral. In a short
time John Graham and Charles Blevins rode up for the purpose of
finding out who the newcomers were, whether friends or foes. They
supposed that all the men had left the place.
"As they rode up Sheriff Mulvenon stepped out and ordered them
to surrender. Graham and Blevins, instead of obeying, pulled out
their guns. Members of the hidden posse fired and killed both Graham and Bleyins. A few days after this Al Rose, who belonged to the
Graham faction, was out on Spring creek hunting his horses. He was
afterwards found with eleven bullet holes in his body.
"Aiter the Stott-Scott lynching bec there was but one Graham
left. That was Tom. He left Tonto Basin and went to Tempe. There
was only one Tewksbury left and that was Ed. Long after the excitement of the dreadful feud he went down to Tempe and found Tom
Graham going along the road on a load of grain. He shot Graham and
then made his escape.
"Being well mounted for the occasion he returned to the Basin in
so short a time that this was taken to prove his alibi. Tewksbury was
arrested, tried and found guilty. But the lawyers, finding that the
record did not show he had plead to the indictment, he, on that
plea, was granted a new trial. The jury at the second trial disagreed
and he was discharged. The case had become so expensive that the
prosecuting attorney decided to drop it rather than prosecute the case
any longer.
"The last of the Grahams had fallen in the feud. Not one of
them was left to continue the war. All the Tewlisburys but Ed were
gone. But all had not died by the hands of violence. The old man
died a natural death and James died from consumption not long after
the troubles were over. Several others who had taken sides in the feud
had fallen. About eighteen were accounted for but it is claimed there
Page Twelve
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were more than this. Some were put out of the way whose fate was
never known. But it made little difference, as not one was killed who
was a loss to the community."

These observations are interesting for they give us a
word picture of this affair that fairly represents the general public point of view of those days. Mr. Fish, as do
most writers, estimates in the killed and wounded those
killed in Holbrook by Sheriff Owens and the three men
hanged. The list given elsewhere in this article is undoubtedly a correct statement of the actual deaths in the war.
THE TEWKSBURYS AND GRAHAMS
THEIR ORIGIN AND HISTORY
No story of this feud between these two pioneer
families would be complete without a short account of
their origin and family breeding. Much has been written
of the Indian ancestry of the Tewksburys. The following
data have been secured from different sources and are
believed to be as accurate and reliable as possible. All are
based on statements from early pioneers who knew them
after they came to Arizona. There are absolutely no
printed or written records concerning either family.
aines D. Tewksbury, Sr.

The father of this family is said to have gone to California from the state of Massachusetts in the early days
of the California gold rush. He told one man he came
there via Cape Horn by sailing vessel.
After some wandering about the coast he finally settled down in Humboldt County, California. Here he
married an Indian woman belonging to one of the Indian
tribes on the Eel river. She was undoubtedly either of the
Digger or Pitt river Indians.
This woman bore him three sons, John, James and
Ed. She died in California before the family migrated to
Arizona in about 1885. At Globe the father married an
English widow, a Mrs. Shoulter or Schultes. She in turn
bore him three children, two boys, Walter and Parker,
Page Thir1 ren
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and a girl whose name is not known today. They were
mere children during the troubles and took no part in the
war. Tewksbury is said to have come to Globe in the summer of 1885 and lived there for a while. The lure of the
open range, however, took them into the cow country
around Pleasant Valley where they settled down and went
into cattle.
The elder Tewksbury took no active part in the war.
The Prescott Courier of September 6, 1887, says:
"The father of the Tonto Basin Tewksburys is in Prescott. He
has convinced everybody that his sons are in the right."

The Prescott Journal Miner of September 7, 1887,
says:
'The elder Tewksbury came to Prescott voluntarily and surrendered to the Sheriff yesterday but was not held, there being no charges or evidence against him."

It will be recalled that the old man was in the Tewksry's cabin in Pleasant Valley together with Mrs.
Tewksbury, John's wife, when John Tewksbury and William Jacobs were killed. He died in Pleasant Valley after
the close of the war. His grave may still be seen near the
old ranch near the Perkins store.
John Tewksbury.

John was the first of his family to fall in the war.
He and William Jacobs were killed on September 3rd
near the Tewksbury home in the valley. Charley Perkins,
who probably knew about as much of this family as anyone, declares that John and James were full brothers while
Ed was a half brother. He says Ed was very different in
temperament, character and habits from the other two.
Much more of a man in every way. Perkins could not
say, however, as to who Ed's mother was.
James Tewksbury. •
This man went through the war unharmed. Those

who knew him say he was not strong, being a sufferer
from consumption, which probably accounts for his inactivity. Soon after the war, Tewksbury moved to Globe
Page Fourteen
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where he lived out the few remaining days of his life. The
Phoenix Herald of December 6, 1888, has this short item:
"Jim Tewksbury died of consumption at 5:30 P. M. December

1888, at his sister's home in Globe."

4,

Ed Tewksbury.

This member of the family who went unscathed
through all the trouble, remained in the valley for some
time running his cattle. As far as we are able to learn he

was well behaved and seemed to wish to forget the past
and live a quiet life. He was a popular man and had many
friends.
Strong efforts were made to indict him and others
for their part in the troubles of 1887. They failed invariably for lack of evidence.
According to an article in the Globe Silver Belt of
June 1, 1889, Ed Tewksbury was arrested in May, 1889,
and with Tom Graham, Louis Parker (a cousin of the
Grahams) and several others was taken before the Yavapai County Grand Jury at Prescott.
"No bills were found aganist them," says the Belt. "They were
all turned loose because nobody seemed anxious to testify, either for
or against them."

The Belt of June 15, 1889, says:
"George A. Newton returned from Prescott on Wednesday and
confirms the report that all persons indicted for participation in the
Pleasant Valley killings were dismissed in the recent term of the District Court for Yavapai County. Judge Wright, the new chief justice,
presided."

On August 2nd, 1892, almost five full years after the
last events in the Pleasant Valley troubles, Tom Graham
was shot and killed on the road near Tempe, Arizona. Certain persons swore they saw Ed Tewksbury fire the fatal
shot. Charged with the crime, :Tewksbury eluded arrest
for some time.
The Phoenix papers and the Tempe News of those
dates carry some rather unqualified criticism of Sheriff
John Montgomery and other peace officers for not makPage Fifteen
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ing greater efforts to capture the alleged killers. One of
the Phoenix dailies has this story:
"I done sent Ed a postal card telling him he'd better come in an'

give hisself up or there'd be trouble," said Sheriff Montgomery yesterday. "Ed has always been a pretty good friend of mine and he will

sure show up."

The story goes on to tell how the redoubtable Ed did
arrive in the city armed to the teeth. Two six shooters, a
long rifle, bowie knife and everything. When the Sheriff
approached, Tewksbury threw down on him with his rifle and threatened to shoot if he came a foot closer.
Tewksbury, gun in hand, then kept the officer at bay
slowly backing down the street, up a flight of stairs and
clear into the law offices of Campbell and Baker, his attorneys. Here on their advice he finally surrendered.
A fine bit of wild and woolly newspaper writing.
Read the story in the Phoenii Gazette of August 1, 1916.
It's a thriller and no mistake. But there wasn't a word of
truth in it all. Fiction pure and simple.
The actual facts are that, after the Graham killing,
Ed Tewksbury "hid out" in Tonto Basin until he got good
and ready to surrender. Of this the Tucson Star of August 12, 1892, says:
"Ed Tewksbury arrived here yesterday in charge of Deputy Sheriff Tom Elder of Maricopa County, after a trip of over 300 miles on
horseback. He was arrested in Tonto Basin by Sheriff Findlay of
Pima county on August 5, for the murder of Tom Graham.
"Mr. Tewksbury is reported to be here for his health."
The Star of the next day, August 13, 1892, says fur-

ther:
"Tewksbury looks as if he had Indian blood in his veins but declares he has none. He is very bitter against what he called the persecution of himself and John Rhodes, and hinted that those at the head
of it were not all they might be themselves. When the proper time
comes he was sure he could get plenty of witnesses to prove an alibi.
"All I came here for," he continued, "was to get protection.
Rhodes surely would have got it down there if the deputies had not
saved him from the crowd." Tewksbury went on to say that he was
at Desert Wells on the twenty-sixth and twenty-seventh, and started
back for his ranch that day. He was looking for some lost horses. On
Pagc Srx /col
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the fifth of August, Wilson, his employer, told him Sheriff Findlay
was looking for him. Wilson also told him Graham had been killed on
the second and that he, Tewksbury, was wanted for the crime. This
he said, was the first he knew of the killing. "When I heard Sheriff
Findlay was at the ranch," he said, "I went and gave myself up."
"Charlie Duchet," he said, "is the prime mover against me. His
real name is English. Any one knows he would do or say anything to
injure me. This is all I care to say now. These witnesses, he added, "will all swear they saw me when I was miles away on the third."

This story was repeated in the Phoenix and Tempe
papers. The Tempe News of August 20, 1892, explains
how the transfer of the prisoner, Ed Tewksbury, was
made from Tucson to Phoenix without the matter becoming public.
"Henry DeNure," the News says, "who went to Tucson for Ed
Tewksbury, waited till late Monday evening before telling the Pima
county officers of his errand so it could not get out and be wired
ahead to Phoenix. The two men, DeNure and his prisoner, left Tucson at four o'clock on the early morning train.
"At Maricopa the engineer of the Phoenix train was asked to
watch for signals about six miles south of Kyrene and to slow up for
them but not to stop the train. The train slowed down and Tewksbury dropped from it.. DeNure followed him. Henry Garfias was
waiting with two saddle horses. The men mounted and rode off.
Outside of Phoenix Tewksbury got off his horse and walked to the
Court House with Garfias. They met Deputy Sheriff Barry and
Tewksbury was soon safely locked up."
These are the actual facts concerning this arrest of
Ed Tewksbury.
The preliminary trial before the Justice of the Peace
was on August 29, 1892. Ed Tewksbury was
Phoenix
at
positively identified by several witnesses, among them
two young women who swore they saw Tewksbury plainly standing in the road with a rifle in his hands at the time
Graham was shot.
He was bound over without bail to the September
grand jury.
On December 3, 1892, Tewksbury and John Rhodes
were indicted by a Maricopa County Grand Jury for the
murder of Tom Graham.
Page Seventeen
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He was not brought to trial until late in 1893 when
he was tried before a jury in the District court at Phoenix.
The evidence seemed very conclusive for the jury promptly found him guilty of the murder. Before ,sentence was
passed upon him, however, his attorneys, Campbell and
Baker, in reviewing the papers for an appeal, discovered
that through some oversight of the court officials, Ed
Tewksbury had never been called into open court to plead
to his indictment and the charge. They immediately raised this point, which was sustained by the court. A new

trial was ordered. For obvious reasons Tewksbury's attorneys asked for and secured a change of venue to Pima
county. They stated that it would be impossible for their
client to secure a fair trial in Maricopa county, which was
undoubtedly true.
When the case was tried in Tucson in June, 1894,
the jury disagreed.
The Tucson Star of March 5th, 1894, states that
"Ed Tewksbury was yesterday granted
abatement."

a new trial on a plea of

The case was again set for trial at Tucson but before
the date arrived the district attorney for Maricopa county, after consulting with other county officers, decided
the county could not afford the expense of another trial.
it had already cost the county over $20,000. Another trial
would probably result either in a disagreement or due to
the time that had elapsed and the building up of a strong
alibi for Tewksbury, in his discharge from custody, a free
man. During the time between his surrender at Phoenix
and the decision to drop the case, Ed Tewksbury had been
in jail, bond being refused him.
Thus ended one side of the famous Graham-Tewks-

bury feud. Tewksbury returned to Tonto Basin, closed
out his range affairs and moved into Globe. During most
of the rest of his life he served as a peace officer of some
kind. He was a Deputy Sheriff for Gila County under
Sheriff Dan Williamson during the years 1898-99. Tewksbury died in Globe in the fall of 1904.
Page Eighteen
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The Graham family record.

There were three Graham brothers, John, Tom and
William, who was the youngest. Fish mentions George, a
fourth brother. This is unquestionably a mistake. There
is no record outside of his statement of such a brother.
The three men came to Globe and the Pleasant Valley region in 1885 or 86. They came from Boone, Iowa, where
they were born and raised on their father's farm. The
Phoenix Herald of October 6th, 1887, carries this item:
"Sam Graham, father of the Grahams of Tonto Basin, arrived in
Phoenix today from Boone, Iowa. He is accompanied by a man named
Parker, who is his brother-in-law. Parker is the father of young
Parker who was also killed in the Basin."

Louis Parker.

Little is known of young Parker. He was not killed,
however, but was one of the group who went to Prescott
and appeared for trial and were turned loose in May, 1888,
"for want of evidence against them." Parker undoubtedly mixed in the row on the side of his kinsmen, but there
is no record of his doings or what finally became of him.
Most likely he followed his father back to the peace and
quiet of the Iowa farm, which must have looked good to
him when he reached it.
John Graham.
John, the oldest of the brothers, fell ,before the fire
from Sheriff Mulvenon's posse at the Perkins store, together with Charley Blevins. There is very little known
of him beyond the above statement. Their connection
with the Tewksburys and break with them later on has
be en told elsewhere in this article.
William Graham.

Mulvenon in the Prescott Courier of SeptemI r 3,Sheriff
1887, says:

Er

"Bill Graham was killed by one of the Tewksburys. They met on
the same trail and shot it out."

Joseph Fish says:
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"William Graham was killed between Haigler's ranch and Pleasant Valley in July, 1887. Nobody ever knew who did it."

There are further particulars under the list of those
killed. His grave has never been located.
Tom Graham.

Tom Graham was easily the family leader. He went
through the lively year of 1887 without a scratch. In the
fall of that year believing "discretion the better part of
valor," Tom turned his bunch of cattle in Pleasant Valley
over to William Young, a well known stock man. With
his young wife he moved down to the Salt River Valley,
where he bought a small farm and settled down to a farmer's life near the Double Buttes, a few miles from Tempe.
Anxious to clear up his record, he offered to surrender to the Sheriff of Yavapai county and stand trial at
any time he was wanted. The Prescott Journal Miner of
September 10th, 1887, speaking of this, says:
"Tom Graham came to the office of the Sheriff of Maricopa
county at Phoenix and offered to surrender and go to Prescott for
trial if given assurance of protection."

He was evidently given such assurance for he later
went on to Prescott.
The Phoenix Herald of October 13th, 1887, says:
"Tom Graham, who was in Phoenix yesterday, went to the Sheriff's office and asked if there was a warrant for his arrest. He was.)
told there was none. Graham then asked Sheriff Halbert to advise thg e
Sheriff of Yavapai county that he, Graham, was in Phoenix arec
would come to Prescott whenever requested to do so.
"Graham said further that the Tewksburys were trying to sc nix are
him, Graham, out of the Tonto Basin so as to get hold of his cat en tie
range in Pleasant Valley."

,

The Herald of October 15th, 1887, speaks of Sheri 'ff
Mulvenon's presence in Phoenix. It says he was there e d
arrest Tom Graham. Graham and Mulvenon left for Press, t
'e
cott the next day.
The Globe Silver Belt of October 18th, 1887, says:
--

"Tom Graham was arrested in Phoenix, where he had gone to see
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his father, by City Marshal Wells, and was taken to Prescott Sunda
by Sheriff Mulvenon. Hon. A. C. Baker was retained to defend him."

,,

According to a later story in the Belt of October 22,
1887, Graham was at this time held in $3,000 bail to appear before the Grand Jury in Yavapai county in November, 1887.
It is interesting to call attention to the fact that in
May, 1888, Tom Graham was again before a Grand Jury
at Prescott and again turned loose for want of witnesses
to testify against him. 'With him at this latter time were
Ed Tewksbury, Louis Parker and several other representatives of both sides of the feud.
Although every one in Prescott looked for trouble
between these rival gangs when they appeared for the
grand jury to question, they were all apparently on their
good behaviour. "There was absolutely no trouble during
the whole week," remarks the Prescott Journal-Miner.
Some time in 1888 Tom Graham was arrested on a
warrant which charged him with the murder of the Mexican sheep herder in 1887. As the writer recalls the matter
this warrant was sworn out by Jim Houck, a Tewksbury
adherent and supporter. Graham came to St. Johns, the
county seat of Apache county, ready for trial. The writer was an officer of Apache county at the time and present when Graham was arraigned. There was not a shred
of evidence against him and he was turned loose. It can
be said that Graham made an excellent impression while
in St. Johns. He was a pleasant-faced, clean-cut young
fellow and in spite of his sinister reputation we were all
glad to see him turned loose.
Occasionally Graham took a short trip from Tempe
up into the Basin to see how his cows were getting along.
In June, 1892, he and Charley Duchet—of ten called "Dushay"—went to Pleasant Valley to turn over some cattle
Graham had sold. The report reached Phoenix and was
published to the effect that they had been killed. The two
strolled into the editorial rooms of the local papers one
afternoon and exhibited themselves, to prove the falsity
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of the rumor. "Are we dead?" they inquired jovially of
the pencil pushers. "Not that any one can detect," was
the reply.
The Phoenix Herald gives an interview with Duchet
following this visit:
"Duchet said he and Graham went to Pleasant Valley to round
up cattle. They met a bunch of Tewksbury men. Neither Rhodes nor
Tewksbury were with them. Both parties stopped.
" 'William Colcord rode out from the bunch toward us. 'Well,
boy,' he said, 'is it peace or war?'
" 'Tommy said, 'It's peace; we don't care for war. All we want
is our rights. I have too much invested here to be bluffed. We prefer
peace if it's possible.'
" `Colcord then shook hands with Tommy and I,' Duchet continued, 'said good morning, and seemed congenial. This threw Tommy and I off our guard. We brought our cattle out and expected no
more trouble. Anonymous letters had been written saying we were
coming up to clean out the Tonto Basin. We know who got the letters and wrote them. We thought the matter was settled forever.' "

Friends of both sides declare that at such times Graham did too much loose talking and bragging about his
prowess and told how the Tewksburys were all afraid of
him. They feel such talk kept the old spirit alive and
eventually caused the death of Graham himself.
These same people alive today, 1931, feel that the
Tewksburys were quite content to let bygones be bygones
and try and forget the past. They had never left the Basin
and their enemy had. They rather felt themselves the victors—if any.
Charlie Duchet.
This man Duchet was a unique character. A strong

supporter of the Graham faction, yet oddly enough
his name never figured in a single one of the fights or
scraps in the valley. After Tom Graham moved to Tempe
Duchet constituted himself a sort of body guard to him
and was always close at hand. When Graham was taken
to St. Johns for trial Duchet came with him. He never
let his chief out of his sight day or night. He had a deep
ugly looking scar clear down one side of his face. Duchet
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claimed he received this in a duel fought with another
man in an absolutely dark room with the doors locked.
Armed only with bowie knives they agreed to fight it out
together. When the doors were opened Duchet's opponent was dead while he had the terrible slash across his face
which marked him for life. Those old timers alive in 1931
who know the man's character and past, all scoff at this
story. They say he got the mark in a drunken saloon
brawl. One thing is certain, however. The man did really have an awful looking slash across his face. How he
got it is another story.
The old timers claim today that Duchet was much to
blame for carrying tales back and forth, bragging about
what "they" would do, etc., etc., and otherwise keeping
up the old hatred between the two remaining members of
the factions.
He died in bed at Tempe a few years ago from ripe
old age.
The death of Tom Graham.

And now comes the last chapter in this ghastly trouble. On August 2, 1892, the entire Salt River Valley and
adjacent regions was shocked at the report of Tom Graham's death at the hands of an assassin.
Five years had elapsed since the last shot was fired in
that wretched bit of Arizona history. To many, the Pleasant Valley war was but a mere memory. Only one member of each of the two families involved was still alive.
They were supposed to be living two hundred miles apart.
Apparently each side was perfectly willing to let the matter rest. Yet, out of this apparent calm came a rifle shot
on a country road, about eight in the morning, and Tom
Graham, the last of his family, lay in his farm wagon on
a pile of grain sacks, wounded to death.
The following brief summary of facts covering what
followed is gleaned from the territorial newspapers of
those dates, together with the testimony given before coroners' juries and the territorial courts.
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Three young women and a boy, belonging to well
known families, walking down the road saw and recognized Tom Graham driving a four-horse team loaded with
sacked barley. Each heard a single shot, each saw two men
with rifles in their hands, each identified both armed men
as Ed Tewksbury and John Rhodes.
A crowd quickly gathered. Graham, bleeding profusely, was taken from the wagon to the residence of
Doctor Gregg, which was close at hand. Graham's wife
was soon at his side. He told her he was done for and
could not live long. He also told her and other persons
that he had been shot by Ed Tewksbury and John Rhodes.
Half a dozen witnesses at the trial testified that when
asked the question as to who shot him he replied always,
"Ed Tewksbury and John Rhodes."
He died at four o'clock that afternoon, August 2,
1892, and was buried on August 3 in Phoenix, under the
auspices of the A. O. U.W., of which he was a member.
He was 3 8 years old. He left a widow and a child about
two years of age.
During the excitement Ed Tewksbury escaped. As
has been told elsewhere, he finally established an alibi
showing he was some 200 miles away from the scene of
the killing on the fateful morning. The record of his preliminary trial at Phoenix on August 29, 1892, contains
the following testimony:

" w. J. White testified that he was sitting on the bar at Bowen's
saloon while the bai-keeper was mixing him a cocktail, on the morning of August 2. 'Just as the barkeeper set the drink down on the bar
a man came into the saloon very hurriedly, picked up the drink before
I could grab it and drank it, then hurried out and didn't pay. When
I spoke to him about it he said, 'I'm in a big hurry.' I replied, 'Well,
I'm in a big hurry, too.'
"The barkeeper said it was all O. K., that the man was a ranchman whom he knew, and who had been on a spree. 'I'll mix you another cocktail,' he said, which he did.
"'Do you see this man in the court room?' the Judge inquired.
"Pointing directly at Tewksbury, he replied, 'There he is.'
"After all this testimony was in, the Justice bound Tewksbury
-
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over to the Grand Jury which will meet on September 7, 1892. He
was not admitted to bail."

John Rhodes.
As for John Rhodes' part in the affair, a dispassionate review of all the facts seems to prove rather conclusively, that while he was doubtless with Ed Tewksbury at
the time the shooting occurred, he did not take any hand
in it. Among other testimony, that of Bone Lewis and
John Labarge, two local men, seems very clear. Both these
men took careful measurements of some fresh horse tracks
near the scene of the shooting where the soil was very
soft. They then went straight to the livery stable where
Rhodes kept his saddle horse. They measured the shoes on
this animal. He had a very small, peculiarly shaped foot
and very worn shoes. They swore that the measurements
of the tracks and the shoes on this horse were exactly the
same.

However, Rhodes was turned loose by Justice of the
Peace Huson of Tempe on August 9, who heard testimony
for three full days. It was on the second day of this hearing that Mrs. Graham tried so hard to shoot Rhodes.
The reporters for two Phoenix dailies sitting at a table not over five feet from her saw the whole affair. They
agree very well in their stories of the matter, which are
briefly as follows:
"Mrs. Graham was sitting beside her father near the reporter's table. Suddenly she put her hand into her dress, pulling out a 44 calibre
revolver. She sprang toward the prisoner with the avowed intention
of 'putting out his light.' She would have succeeded had not her father held her.
" 'Let me shoot him, for God's sake, let me shoot him!' she
screamed. Porter Moffatt threw a chair between Mrs. Graham and
Rhodes, which undoubtedly saved Rhodes' life, as in another minute
the pistol would have been discharged. Mrs. Graham was led from the
room by her father, still crying out in a loud voice: 'Let me kill him,
let me kill him; they will turn him loose.'

It was a most dramatic moment. Mrs. Graham just
before this had testified that Graham told her he had but
a few minutes to live. She asked him who shot him. He
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said: "Ed Tewksbury and Rhodes." Rhodes himself on
the stand later swore he did not kill Graham or try to
harm him.
Several stories of this attack on Rhodes have been
told. One that when she tried to pull her revolver from
her hand bag it caught in the lining and she could not get
it out before she was disarmed.
Another was to the effect that all the cartridges had
been previously and secretly removed from the gun while
she was stopping at a neighbor's home on the way to the
court room. The friend wanted to prevent any more
bloodshed. The above story, written as it was by each reporter, should, however, be accepted as the true one.
Rhodes evidently bore a charmed life for on the day
after Graham's death, when Tom Elder, the Tempe town
constable, had him under arrest, Charlie Duchet made a
vicious attack on Rhodes and would 'certainly have ended
his career there had not Elder acted very promptly in protecting his prisoner.
Rhodes was indicted by the Grand Jury, together
with Ed Tewksbury, on Dec. 3, 1892, for Graham's murder. He was locked up for safe keeping in the Maricopa
county jail, where he remained without bail until acquitted.
The turning loose of Rhodes at Tempe by Justice of
the Peace Huson created a tremendous amount of discussion and criticism. Not only was this so in the immediate
vicinity but practically all over Arizona. A general review of the territorial papers of those dates shows a uniform agreement in criticising the justice for his action.
An editorial in the Tucson Star of August 20, 1892,
says:
"It appears that Rhodes did not have a hand in the killing of
Graham. So Justice Hanson of Tempe thinks, if he is honest in his
decision which turns Rhodes loose on the community.
"If the Phoenix Press reported the evidence correctly, and we
have no good reason to believe otherwise, we cannot conceive upon
what grounds the defendant was discharged. Why go to the useless
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expense of an examination which is but a travesty upon law and justice?"

The Phoenix Gazette of August 20, 1892, says:
"Upon the conclusion of the District Attorney's argument there
was hardly a pause before Justice Huson rendered his decision. He
said in a rather indistinct voice, 'I have listened carefully to all the
testimony in this case and, although I was at first inclined to believe
the defendant guilty of the murder, the defence has so conclusively proved their alibi that I must release the prisoner.'
"A look of disgust and amazement spread over the uplifted faces
of his hearers. There is no doubt but that the decision pleased very
few. Knots of men gathered all over the streets and discussed, somewhat angrily, the situation.
"A number of wild propositions were made, the most popular being to hang the judge in effigy. But a milder reaction followed and
none of the foolish schemes were carried out. Rhodes had a few
friends well armed and ready with a saddle horse, but he preferred
to stay in jail today and return in broad daylight tomorrow."

The indignation over the action of the Justice was so
general that the Tempe News of August 27, 1892, contained a call for a mass meeting to be held at Tempe on
Sunday, Sept. 5, 1892. It was called "to discuss the recent
decision in the Rhodes case," and was signed by more than
forty well known citizens of the little village.
The Tempe News of Sept. 10, speaks of this meeting as follows:
". . . on Sunday last, at which time some of Tempe's best citizens were
present to protest against the Rhodes decision, the speakers all roasted
Justice Huson and the local constable for their part in the unfortunate affair.
"The meeting passed resolutions condemning the acts of the local officers, criticized the Justice for turning Rhodes loose and agreed
that everything possible should be done to bring somebody to justice."

Rhodes was indicted and tried later in the District
Court, after several months' confinement in the county
jail and found not guilty.
I talked his case over recently, 1931, with several men
who knew Rhodes rather intimately. They all agree that
he did not kill Graham. Both J. F. Ketcherside and Charles
Perkins, who knew Rhodes for some years after the war,
say he declared to them over and over again that he was
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not guilty of the Graham killing, that Tewksbury alone
did that act. They both agree that Rhodes was not the
killer type of man, but a good-natured, genial sort of a
fellow who was never looking for trouble, but always doing his best to keep out of it. He died in Tucson some
years ago.
Charley Perkins says that Rhodes was one of the very
best ropers he ever saw. He always used a rawhide rope one
hundred feet long. Says he has frequently seen him throw
and catch almost at the extreme end of such a rope. He
married John Tewksbury's widow after the war. The ceremony took place in Perkins store in the Valley, and he,
Perkins, was the principal witness.
J. F. Ketcherside, who rode the range with Rhodes
for many years, agrees with Perkins as to his roping ability. He says there never was a cowboy in the Basin who
could come near him in roping.
The Daggs Brothers have been mentioned in some
parts of this story. They were a firm composed of several

brothers who began their sheep husbandry operations in
the vicinity of Flagstaff about the year 1879. They eventually became large operators. They had sheep all over
orthern Arizona. Later two of the brothers moved to
Northern
Tempe and became interested in the banking business at
that point. Their operations were not very successful
from a business point of view.
They were supposed by some persons to know something of the beginnings of the Pleasant Valley war. It
was some of their sheep which were held on shares by William Jacobs that were popularly supposed to have precipitated the troubles. At any rate the secretary of the
Pioneers Historical Society of Tucson once wrote one of
the brothers, P. P. Daggs, then living in retirement in
California, asking him if he would not write something
for the society's files concerning that eventful period.
In reply she got a rather ,cryptic letter from Mr.

Daggs, in part as follows:
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"Claremont, California, May 29, 1926.
"My Dear Madam:
"Your kind favor reached me here. Fifty-eight years and writing
history! I have failed in most everything else, so I must be a historian.
I know you would not be unkind enough to lure me into anything for
which I would be captured and shot at sunrise. I have one consolation: the enemy will not do it. They are all 'sleeping with their boots
on.'
"I ought to know something about the 'Tonto Basin War.' It
cost me ninety thousand dollars. General Sherman once said 'War is
hell.' He was right. Two years more and I will write the history of
Dear Old Arizona—if I don't forget it.
"Yours sincerely,
"P. P. DAGGS."

A letter to Mrs. Daggs brings the information that
Mr. Daggs died without writing his history. He could
have told us much that would have been interesting and
informative.
Sheriff Mulvenon.

Mulvenon made two trips over to the Valley region
during the year 1887. His first was in late August, 1887.
The Flagstaff Champion of August 24, 1887, says:
"Mulvenon lcf t Prescott on the twenty-second. Deputy Francis
and a posse joined him at Flagstaff. They left Flagstaff Sunday, Aug-

ust 29, for Tonto Basin."

This issue of the Champion also carried the following
Press dispatch:
"Prescott, Aug. 16, 1887. Sheriff Mulvenon received the following telegram from Holbrook: 'Three more men have been killed in
Pleasant Valley in Tonto Basin. Things are looking squally.'

On his return from this trip Mulvenon was reported
in the Champion of September 3 as saying:
" 'We had ten warrants for the arrest of Tewksbury and others.
Went to the Perkins store in the valley, where we met some of the
Grahams and their friends. Among them Andy Cooper.'
"Mulvenon said he had no warrants for any of this party. Graham told him that if he did not arrest the Tewksburys they, the Gra-

hams, would take matters into their own hands anci fight them to extermination.
"Before daylight the next morning a man came to Mulvenon's
camp and asked him and one man to come to a certain point to meet
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a man. Mulvenon went to the Newton ranch on this trip, and found
it burned. Two dead horses lay in front of the ranch. Also there
were the graves of two men. Newton met him there, but what was
said or agreed upon was never made public by Mulvenon.
"The two dead men were Paine and Blevins. Mulvenon, after this,
came back to Prescott with his entire posse."

On Mulvenon's return he learned that the report was
in all the papers that he and his posse had all been killed in
the Basin.
After a short rest at Prescott another posse was organized which Mulvenon led into the Basin on a second
expedition. Eventually he served a number of warrants on
different persons in the Valley who were wanted and returned to Prescott. In this connection one of the Prescott
papers announced that
"Sheriff Mulvenon's bills for his services, expenses and fees in
Pleasant Valley for these two trips amounted to $3,168.78."

Summary.

An interesting feature of the newspaper comments
on the war is the vast difference between newspaper reporting 45 years ago and today. The report in 1931 that
a Sheriff and his entire posse had been swept off the face
of the earth by outlaws would command whole pages of
the papers, together with huge headlines, photographs of
every man, his life history and family connections. In
those early days a few short lines in the local columns was
sufficient. Tom Graham's body still lies in the old cemetery in Phoenix. His widow married again several years
ago and left Arizona for good. Up in Pleasant Valley one
can find the grave of the old father of the Tewksburys.
Near it is the completed stone building from behind the
walls of which Sheriff Mulvenon's posse did its deadly
work. It is today used as the only stopping place for travelers in the valley. Its stone walls, nearly two feet thick,
are loop-holed for rifle fire. What stories those walls
could tell! Practically every man who took part in this
feud has passed over the range. Many of the old timers
who sat on the side lines and watched the proceedings
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have also passed on. The few of these alive today are living in peace and comfort around Phoenix and elsewhere,
far from the region in which all that has been told occurred.
William Young, who lived through it all, the patriarch of the Valley, and who knew the facts perhaps better than any other living man, passed on not long ago before his story could be secured. Charles E. Perkins, Dan
Williamson, Joe McKinney, J. F. Ketcherside, James Stinson, still well and hearty at 82; James McClintock, William S. Colcord, Henry Crampton and a number of others
have contributed many new facts and helped materially
in clearing up some of the disputed points.
Over on Rock House canyon, on the east side of the
valley, stands a huge stone chimney and fire place. It is
all that remains of the old Tewksbury ranch round which
so much of this story revolves. Nearby are two graves
surrounded by a rough, substantial fence. John Tewksbury and William Jacobs lie here side by side.
Every two or three years, a tall, quiet man with fast
greying hair, perhaps fifty years of age, appears in the valley, clears away the weeds and grasses around the graves,
repairs any broken places in the fence and then drops out
of sight. It is Walter Tewksbury, one of the sons by the
second wife, who was a mere child during the troubles of
1887, when his elder brother John lost his life.
Summing up the year 1887, the writer feels sure that
the list of killed and wounded in this feud is correct. That
it will be disputed goes without saying. Most writers claim
more than twice the number here given. If they can
produce the names and dates when killed they will be acceptable. These given in this account are all that can be
accounted for after some very careful and painstaking research.
As has been said before, the Holbrook killing and the
hanging of Jim Stott and his friends have absolutely no
bearing on this affair over in the Pleasant Valley. They
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were separate and apart from that. Taking the list and including Tom Graham's death five years later, we have a
total of twelve men killed and four wounded in this
bloody conflict. Quite enough, indeed.
List of those killed and wounded in the Pleasant Valley
war; arranged as nearly as possible in
chronological order.
Sheep Herder.

Found killed in February, 1887. Of this man's death
the Globe Silver Belt of February 12, 1887, says:
"PLEASANT VALLEY WAR. SHEEP HERDER'S DEATH
"The body of a sheep herder—a Ute Indian in charge of the
Daggs buck herd—was found dead about ten days ago near his camp
in Pleasant Valley, his body riddled with bullets. Some days previous
to his death, some unknown person shot at the herder in his camp. He
returned the shots. His gun missed fire at the second shot or he would
have most certainly killed his assailant.
"The killing of this herder is supposed to have been two or three
days subsequent to this. A posse trailed the supposed assassin directly
to a house in the vicinity, but fearing to be ambushed, did not approach the house. The shooting is supposed to be the result of an old
feud that has existed there for several years."

Buckey O'Neill's live stock paper, the Hoof and
Horn of Prescott, dated February 10, 1887, repeats this
report of the herder's killing and adds this item:
"The herder's head was completely severed from the body, presumably to make identification hard."

From all available information this sheep herder was
no doubt one of Daggs' herders, a Mexican or a Navajo
Indian.
At the time he was herding sheep for William Jacobs,
who had a herd of the Daggs brothers' sheep on shares.
There is nothing known as to where, when or by whom he
wns killed, or where he was buried, if at all.
Fish, in his manuscript story, says that "Jim Stinson,
when he was running cattle in Pleasant Valley, once offered a reward of $500 for the head of any man who
brought sheep into the valley." This may account for the
removal of the herder's head reported in the Hoof and
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Horn article. Stinson, however, indignantly denies this
story of the reward. Where Fish obtained his information
is not known. I have never been able to get any man to
agree with Fish, or acknowledge he knew of such an offer.
McClintock in an article in the Arizona "Cattleman"
of March 11, 1918, makes this statement:
"There was a report that the Daggs Brothers of Flagstaff had
secured help from the Tewksburys for the protection of sheep bands
that were to be driven to the Valley to the southward. Tom Graham,
later, told how he would use a form of moral suasion and would drop
a rifle bullet from the darkness into the frying pan or coffee pot of
the shepherd's evening meal. This intimation from out of the night
usually was effective in causing the visitor to forget his hunger and
remember the details of the trail that had brought him there."

"Old Man Nevins."
The Globe Silver Belt in reporting this man's death
calls him "Mark." He always went by the above appelation: "Old Man Blevins."
Nobody knows when, where or how he was killed.
His body was never found although diligent search was
made for it by several persons. There are many stories of
a man's body, supposed to be his, being found "somewhere in Pleasant Valley," stripped of every particle of
flesh by the wild hogs that were plentiful in the Valley
at that time.
He was the step-father of Andy Cooper, killed the
following year by Sheriff Owens at Holbrook, and father
of the several Blevins boys: Hampden, Charles, Huston
and John, who figured in various affairs of those days.
While his wife and several of his family lived in Holbrook,
the Old Man claimed a ranch on Canyon Creek below
what is known as the Ramer place, close to the western
line of the Fort Apache Indian reservation. The Arizona
Champion of Flagstaff carries a wire from Holbrook
dated September 10, 1887, which says:
"Old Man Blevins is also probably killed. He has been missing
for a month and no trace can be found of his body."

From the best information it appears that Blevins left
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his place on Canyon Creek in the latter part of June to
hunt some horses which had been missing for some weeks.
This seems to be the very last known of him. Mr. J. F.
Ketcherside, now of Phoenix, who was during these years
manager of the Newton and Vosberg Cattle ranch—the
"Flying V Outfit" on Cherry Creek—tells me that about
1894 he found a human skull in an excellent state of preservation inside of a hollow tree on one of the branches of
upper Cherry Creek, about five miles due west of what is
known as the Rock house, on Rock House Canyon. An
old rifle was standing against the tree. They hunted long
and earnestly everywhere there in the vicinity but found
no other parts of a human body which might have been
that of Blevins.
Ketcherside believes the remains had been torn apart
and scattered by wild animals. Every one agreed, however, that the rifle was the one habitually carried by Old
Man Blevins.
"What became of the rifle?" I asked Ketcherside.
"The gun? Oh shucks, I forgit. It laid round the
ranch for a long time, and, and w-e-1-1," he drawled, "it's
gone now."
(To be continued.)
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CAPTAIN THOMAS H. RYNNING
By JOE CHISHOLM

EDITOR'S NOTE: Gun Notches, The Life Story of a CowboySoldier, by Captain Thomas H. Rynning, as told to Al Cohn and Joe
Chisholm, which will be published this fall, contains material upon
that little celebrated organization, The Arizona Rangers. Rynning
was in command of this body of peace officers during its most active
days, and Al Cohn and Joe Chisholm both lived in Arizona while he
held that office. Few know there ever was such a force of men, or are
familiar with its brief and brilliant record. The comment and excerpts
in this article are by one of the collaborators of the book.

CAPT. THOMAS H. RYNNING'S book, GUN
NOTCHES, will be off the press (Frederick A.
Stokes, New York) about the time this should appear in
the Historical Review, early in October. It is possible
that by stressing some of the purely local features of the
book, Rynning's relation to Arizona's development may be
more graphically shown than in the voluminous tale of
GUN NOTCHES—for, as Rynning says, he has forked
leather wherever there's a West.
Tom Rynning, of Norse stock, was born up in the
cold country—Beloit, Michigan. In Chicago he worked
as an apprentice for a cabinet and stair-building firm and
laid the foundation of that knowledge of building which
has earned him a reputation as a skilfull artisan throughout Arizona. It has often seemed wonderful to me that
after his lifetime of cowpunching, bull-whacking, soldiering, and border ranging, he can still at a moment's notice turn his hand to the most delicate wood carving or to
cutting and setting in place the massive beams in skyscrapers.
But Tom was never destined to live the easy life of
a mechanic. Despite his wood craftsmanship he was down
in the rough Pecos region of west Texas in his teens, where
he developed into one of the country's most expert riders.
Hundreds who knew him in later years as Captain of the
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Arizona Rangers have seen him mount a running horse
without using his hands. And if there has ever been another rider who duplicated that feat I have not heard of
him.
From the Pecos he rode with several memorable drives
in the eighties. In those days a cowpuncher working
around in west Texas would be six months in the saddle
from beginning of the round-up until the trail herd was
delivered near the Santa Fe railroad at Dodge. And they
were in wild, untamed wilderness for most of those long
miles over which they hazed their steers. Crossing Oklahoma, for instance, they encountered only four white
communities. Just over the Red River from Texas into
Indian Territory (as Oklahoma was then known) was
the Diamond Tail ranch, then Fort Sill, next Fort Reno,
and clear up against the Kansas line they passed the Eagle
Chief ranch.
But though there were no other white humans along
that state-wide stretch there were scattered bands of Indians to stampede their thousands of cattle, big rivers to
cross, such as the Red, the Washita, the Canadian, North
Fork of the Canadian, the Cimmaron and many a wild
creek in between. They had to be super-riders and as
hill-wise as any aborigine to make those drives.
The tales of those trail herds, of their stampedes, and
the many homeric incidents attending those great movements of wild longhorns, rawhide mustang cow-ponies
and equally tough men, are such as make one's pulses sing,
but they were not unique. Tremendous as they were in the
way of spectacles and forerunners of history, they were
participated in by many men. But at the end of one of
those long moves into the north with thousands of bawling, h-rn- rattling steers, Tom and his buddy, Sage, pulled
off a ride that probably was never duplicated in even that
hard-riding land.
The two youngsters were mixed up in a raid through
Dodge in the nature of a protest against the cold-decking
of one of their outfit's waddies at a game of poker in that
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hard-boiled city. A bunch of Bat Masterson's men on one
side and about as many cowpunchers on the other cashed
in as the waddies charged in against the straight-shooting
Dodge men.
Then Tom and Sage, still only in their teens, started
out on the ride across southern Kansas, clear down the
width of Indian Territory, and well into Texas, to shake
off their pursuers. Three hundred miles in three days
and a half those two kids rode, galloping all day and all
night long, hustling new ponies each time their mounts
had done their own game share of that epochal race from
vengeful pursuers. And years afterward Tom Rynning
soldiered in Cuba with Ben Daniels, who had been one of
Bat Masterson's force that rode out of Dodge City after
the two young cowboys. After such training it seemed
only natural that in the end Tom Rynning should captain the hard-riding rangers who made Arizona safe for
normal existence.
But there was plenty more riding ahead of Tom, even
after he had quit the Pecos ranges. At nineteen he joined
the cavalry at Fort San Felipe and, in the words of Rupert Hughes, "had enough adventure to destroy a dozen
average heroes." He packed for Generals Crook and Miles
in Mexico; rode with the old Eighth Cavalry on the longest march known to military history; made, as a courier
from Fort Meade in Dakota to near Stoneville in Montana,
the longest one-horse ride for the time elapsed in the military records of that day. Perhaps it still stands in the cavalry's annals as not having been surpassed.
In the Rough Riders he came to be a favorite of
Leonard Wood, Theodore Roosevelt and Alexander Brodie,
because of the fact that he went back after the capture of
San Juan Hill and stole from the Tenth Cavalry the ammunition without which Teddy and Wood could not have
held their captured position against the Spanish counter
attack.
And that friendship between him and Roosevelt and
Brodie was what made Tom head of the Arizona Rangers,
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and resulted in thousands of killers and cattle rustlers being sent to Yuma, and the Hassayampa becoming safe for
other than thieves and cutthroats for a change.
In saying that that friendship was responsible for his
captaincy of the historic Arizona Rangers I am not quoting Tom. I know many of those things because I was
virtually born in Arizona, and I knew Tom well at that
time. He had just been married, and although I had not
yet become acquainted with Mrs. Rynning, I knew that
neither of them wished for that Ranger job for Tom. He
was part owner of a going building contractor's business
in Douglas. He had piles of work corning up everywhere,
for Torn Rynning was and is today one of the best mechanics and builders in the Southwest. So, a newly married man, he had to make the choice between providing
for his own and his wife's future, or taking the illy-paid
Captaincy of the Rangers because his two comrades-inarms, President Roosevelt and Governor Brodie of Arizona, were urging him to do what no other man seemed
able to do—make Arizona safe for law-abiding Americans.
Whatever passed between Tom and his bride is something beyond my knowledge. But he agreed to take over
the Rangers and reorganize them.
About 1900 it had got so lawless on most of Arizona's
frontiers that the small cattlemen were fast going out of
business. John Slaughter down in the southeast corner
of Cochise county, Bill Greene down in the southwest
corner and the Erie Cattle company and Chiricahua Cattle company in between, had enough hard-riding and
hard-boiled waddies to keep the rustlers jogging along
from their herds. But the cattle thieves had become
banded together in fair-sized groups and were just too
much for the little cattle men.
Some bunches of cattle rustlers had got so bad that
the civil authorities were not even attempting to do anything with them. They were the racketeers of that day,
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and more than one sheriff knew that among their deputies
were members of the cattle rustling bands.
The honest Arizona authorities were desperate. Even
the U. S. Cavalry didn't seem to be able to stop the wholesale outlawry. So in March, 1901, the Arizona legislature
passed a bill giving the governor of the Territory authority to create a body of men to bring law back to the border. Governor Oakes Murphy appointed as captain,
Burton C. Mossman of Bisbee, with one sergeant and
twelve privates. They were called the Arizona Rangers.
Twelve men to control thousands of desperate thieves
and murderers!
They could be increased to twenty-five in time, if
needed!
Captain Mossman's little force began running down
the outlaws. They got Black Jack Christian's trail and
ran him and his bunch of killers and thieves clear out of
the Territory into New Mexico.

Next, Mossman got Chacon. He got him with assistance of Alvord and Stiles, two dangerous and coldblooded killers of the border counties of Arizona. Chacon
had escaped from the S.Dlomonville jail where he had been
confined for one of his killings. He shuttled around the
border until communities on both sides of the lines were
terrorized. By the time Mossman made Burt Alvord and
Billy Stiles members of the Arizona Rangers in return for
their prcme to lure the bad man across the border into a
trap, Chacon had become chief of police of Arizpe, Sonora. Under promise of a big haul, which they promised
Chacon that the three of them could make in the way of
horses, Burt and Billy induced him to come up to ,a point
near the Hereford ranch on the San Pedro. A fourth man,
they told him, would lead them to where they could pull
off the robbery. The fourth man would be Mossman.
That was in 1902. Rymaing had been appointed to
reorganize the Rangers and relieve Mossman on sight. Tom
met Burt in Brewery Gulch. Mossman said, "If you
relieve me now I'll lose Chacon."
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Rynning said, "I haven't seen you yet. Go ahead."
Mossman then asked Tom if he would like to go

along, and of course Tom said yes. But after thinking it
over a few moments Burt said that probably the arrival
of an extra man might alarm Chacon.
Stiles, Alvord and Chacon got into a corral near
where they were supposed to steal a lot of horses and next
morning before dawn Chacon was captured. There are
two or three or maybe four stories about it. Stiles is dead;
nobody knows what became of Burt Mossman. They told
several stories. Mossman told the other. Rynning says
he prefers to believe Mossman. Mossman had courage to
go into a huddle with Chacon and Stiles and Alvord—all
about an even stand-off with a rattlesnake. Chacon was
hanged. To keep the record straight, the bad man's name
was Augustine Chacon and the particular murder for
which he was hanged was that of Pablo Salcido, ten years
before.
Then Tom Rynning took charge.
I'll tell here what I think was the reason for Tom
Rynning's being asked to take charge of the Rangers.
Tom Rynning tells nothing of this in his book.
Burt Mossman was a man with plenty of ,courage, a
cavalier sort of fellow with the ladies, a handsome fellow,
likable. He and Tom Rynning had only one thing in
common—that is, they were both handsome. But while
Burt Mossman was a debonair fellow, Rynning was machine-like, with the discipline that had made him a trusted
lieutenant of Wood and Roosevelt and Brodie. Mossman
was a politician who gained temporary advantages by
putting Alvord and Stiles on his Ranger crew. Rynning
ran those bad ones down the moment he became chief of
the Border riders. Mossman was more interested in his
and Ed Tovrea's Brewery Gulch butcher business than
he was in the Arizona Rangers' development. Tom
Rynning gave up a business that promised easy living
to do the work Roosevelt and Brodie had asked of him
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because he felt that he could not handle both jobs like a
soldier.
From the day that Tom Rynning became captain of
the Rangers, the statistics are proof of the wonderful
service its members rendered.
First Tom Rynning moved the Rangers' headquarters
down out of Brewery Gulch, Bisbee's main street, to
Douglas. Douglas was just forming, and probably was
the toughest town that ever existed in history or fiction.
Tom increased the Ranger force to its full legal limit
—twenty-five. He got rid of outlaws like Stiles and Alvord. He told his men to keep their guns out of sight
when in town, not to argue even with bad men, to talk
peace right up to the moment when they had to shoot.
I once heard him instructing some of his "boys."
"See that bunch of deputies?" he asked as he pointed
to where a line of county officers stood strung out in
front of the arriving train.
"Yep," said the boys.
"Well, don't let me ever see you standing around with
cannons on your hips like that to give this range a bad
rep with decent people."
"Yep!" said the boys.
Tom had already learned what he was up against in
the way of the sheriffs' offices. Maybe that's why he got
the cattle rustlers on the run eventually. And don't misconstrue me. There were some splendid sheriffs in Arizona, such as John Slaughter, Scott White, Bucky O'Neil.
It there were not plenty of fine ones even the Rangers
couldn't have got by.
Among the men whom Rynning was instructing
when the Douglas train came in, were several I knew.
They were Harry Wheeler, Billy Olds, Johnny Foster, Jeff Kidder, and Webb whose first name I don't recall.
Jeff Kidder was a nephew of Lieutant Kidder who
was killed with Custer at the battle of the Little Big
Horn. Jeff Kidder was one of the fastest men with a gun
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that ever lived. Tom Rynning says he was the fastest.
He surely showed it when he died.
After Captain Rynning had left the Rangers to take
charge of the Yuma penitentiary Harry Wheeler had succeeded him as Captain, by Tom's request. Jeff Kidder
rode into Naco from the Tres Amigos country west of
Nogales. He had racked in to have Harry swear him in
again as a Ranger. Harry wasn't there. Jeff would have
to wait an hour. So Jeff hung his holster with his belt
full of shells on his saddle horn, stuck his gun into his
waist-band, and loafed across the line to talk to a bartender friend on the Mexican side of Naco.
A short time before the Mexican line riders and some
Arizona rangers had joined in a running fight with Mexican smugglers and one of the latter was killed. The dead
smuggler was identified by the Mexican authorities as a
rurale, or Mexican soldier. Other rurales swore to get
Jeff Kidder, who had been in the chase that resulted in the
rurale's death.
As Jeff stepped into that Naco, Sonora, cantina, men
with murder in their hearts were trailing him. The saloon
stood on a corner. As the Ranger talked with the bartender two rurales stepped to the side door, two to the
front one, all four opening fire upon the unsuspecting
Jeff without warning. One of the bullets of the men to
his rear went through his lung, inflicting a death wound.
But so lightning fast with a six-shooter was Kidder
that he had pulled his gun and killed three of his four
waylayers before they could wound him the second time.
Then, knowing he was fatally wounded, two loaded
shells left in his gun, Jeff began crawling on hands and
knees for the line. When he had got to within a hundred
yards or less of the United States, other Mexicans jumped
him. Then Jeff got a fourth man, but one of their shots
blinded him and he missed with his last shot, something
unusual for a Ranger.
An hour later Harry Wheeler arrived in Naco and
learned what had happened to his Ranger. He rode across
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the line, got the drop on four Mexican officers, made
them tear a door off its hinges and carry Jeff on it across
the line. But Jeff's ribs had been kicked in and his other
wounds were mortal.
The boys of the Rangers had an oath amongst themselves—not part of the official oath—that they'd get anybody who ever killed a Ranger outside of fair fight.
Sometime after Jeff was assassinated Billy Olds said
he thought he'd quit the Rangers. He said he was going
down to Mexico for a spell. Billy talked Spanish like a
native and knew Northern Mexico like a book, so there
didn't seem anything strange about his decision to make
the trip.
Nearly two years after that he rambled back across
the line and hung around the Rangers' headquarters for a
while, looking rather satisfied. It had taken him all of
that time to get the three Mexicans who had killed Jeff
Kidder.
In the beginning of Douglas, just when Rynning had
moved the Rangers' headquarters there and reorganized
the force, there was need of all the nerve the boys under
Torn possessed. quote a little of Tom's own story in his
GUN NOTCHES:
To tell all the killings that corne off there and all the desperate
holes we got into before we made that man's town safe to walk around
in, would fill more than one book, so I'll only tell a few things that'll
give you a slant at what kind of a layout Douglas was in the start-off.
The Cowboy Saloon was one of the usual deadf ails. It was run by
Tom Hudspeth and Lon Bass; and Walker Bush, who owned a couple
other hard dumps, was in on it. Bass was brother to the famous outlaw who was killed in Texas years before then. This Bass in Douglas
had a long record of killings.
One of my Rangers, Webb, happened to pace into the Cowboy
Saloon one evening, just looking round at the gambling and the painted girls. Bass come over to the Ranger mighty surly and told him
when he wanted any officers in his place he'd send for them.
My orders to my boys was to take anything like that rather than
risk starting a row, so Webb walked out without saying a word. That
night Bass and Hudspeth come to me in the middle of the street, where
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there wouldn't be any witnesses to our talk, and told me they'd kill
Webb next time he shoved his nose inside their place.
I says, "You better forget that killing talk. When you start
anything like that just remember there'll be two sides to that play.
And don't forget about that boy Webb being just about the fastest
man with a gun that ever hit Douglas."
• I warned Webb to stay away from there unless duty plumb
forced his hand. Of course he didn't like that, and I didn't noways
like it either; but our job was to calm down Douglas, and our personal
feelings was something else.
One night when Webb and Long Shorty Corson—a mean deputy
constable—was a ways from the Cowboy Saloon, a shooting started in
there. Long Shorty says, "Come along," to Webb, but Webb says,
"One man ought to be enough to handle anything that's come up in
there."
"What's the matter?" Long Shorty sneers. "Afraid?"
"No, I ain't afraid," says Webb, and starts for the shooting. Long
Shorty was going with him, but Webb turns and says, "You stay out!
I already told you one man's enough to handle any trouble in there."
At the rear of the Cowboy Saloon were two wine-rooms. As
Webb come in, looking round cautious-like to see who was shooting,
Bass sprung out of one of the rooms and jabbed his gun into the
Ranger's face so hard it cut his cheek to the bone.
Of course Bass intended to shoot, but Webb was so lightning
fast on the draw that he shot Bass through the heart before he could
pull his trigger, and as the bad man spun round, a second shot from
the Ranger's gun went through Bass sideways, cutting his heart the
second time. Of course both shots were fired in lots less than a second.
Ranger Frank Wheeler and I weren't far away and we run our
horses up to the saloon and jumped into the place. As I come in a
half-breed dealer t a crap-table just to the right of the door, shot at
me, but the bullet passed in front of me and hit another Ranger who'd
run in with us, Lonnie McDonald. The bullet went through his lung.
I took a back-handed shot at the dealer without turning—for I
didn't know yet what the play was in front of me—and busted his
arm and side so's he didn't deal much craps for a while.
The place was pretty near dark, for those old-time coal-oil lamps
would always blow out when there was much shooting in any place
they was burning. Just one failed to go out. Right away I locked the
doors and wouldn't let anybody in or out.
Then just as quick as I'd sized things up I drew a diagram of the

saloon, showing where the dead man lay, where the bar, wine-rooms,
gambling-tables was, and where the men in the gun-play stood when
the shooting come off.
Some of the gambling-tables had been knocked over, and gold,
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silver, and paper money was laying all over the floor. Tom Hudspeth
says, "I guess I can gather this money up, now that you've murdered
my partner."
"What did you say?" I asks him, looking at him mighty hard.
mean since he's been killed," says Tom.
"You'd better say 'killed'," I told him. "You know you and Bass
told me you was going to murder Webb first time he come in this
place, and that I warned you he was one of the fastest men with a
gun that ever lived."
That sure riled me a plenty. It was plain as the horn on a saddle
that they knew Webb was close to the saloon and they had pulled all
that fake shooting to get him in there and murder him.
Hudspeth had a stove shovel he was using to shovel the money
off the floor into a canvas sack, but he was so nervous he couldn't
make any headway at it. So I told him to hold the sack and I scooped
up his diner° for him.
I took Webb in charge. Sheriff Del Lewis, a big six-foot-five
giant of a man, come to me and demanded custody of Webb, but I
told him he couldn't have him. He says I knew it was the law that
the sheriff must arrest him and take him into custody.
I says, "I know it's the law, all right; but I ain't going to have
this boy murdered. If you took him he'd be killed before he crossed
the street."
Del kept insisting on having the Ranger, saying he'd protect him,
till finally I got tired of it and says, "Hell, Del, you couldn't protect
yourself with this bunch. And half those killers are your deputies
right now. This boy will be in court in the morning, and that settles
any argument between you and me." And it did.
Next day I brought Webb before the justice of the peace to have
him arraigned. "When you set his bail I'll give you cash," I told the
Judge.
"What do you think would be about right in the way of bail?"
says the court.
"Oh, about a thousand dollars," I tells him.
So he sets the bail at $1,000 and Charlie Overlock, a leading business man of Bisbee and Douglas, hands me the money and I give it
to the Judge.
Douglas had just been organized a few months before, the Judge
being in office only a little while; but all of them had got a taste of
how the outlaws intended to buffalo the court and the other officials
of law and order, before us Rangers got on the job. They felt mighty
grateful to us for the way we were making it safe for them to walk

the streets.
While we was in the courtroom a rounder, called the Iron Gall
Kid, come in and whispered to me that they was fixing to kill Webb
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when he'd pass the Coney Island Saloon No. 1. That saloon was run
by Walker Bush, a hard hombre who had at least seven "notches" on
the handle of his '45.
Walker Bush's saloons, the Cowboy Saloon, and other hard dance
halls like them, were hang-outs of a gang of killers who'd been run
out of Texas, and Carlsbad and Eddy in New Mexico. They'd never
had any other business in life but killing and robbing.
I says to Webb, "I've got word they're fixing to kill you when
you pass Walker Bush's. Think you'd better take the alley?"
Webb looked mighty insulted at that, not knowing that I was
kidding him. "You know I never took an alley for no man living,
Tom," he says, mighty resentful.
I give him his gun and says, "Johnny Foster and me will go
along and see you through."
He says he didn't need us to protect him, but we went along,
anyhow. We walked up the middle of Douglas' main road, Tenth
Street, me on Webb's right, Ranger Lieutenant Foster on his left.
First two-three blocks we went, there wasn't a soul in sight. Which
showed word had gone out the killing was going to come off out
there.
As we come to Walker Bush's saloon on our left, we see five men
standing in the front door, two with shotguns, three with Winchesters.
I seen we couldn't pass them. They could get us in the back
with the shotguns just as we got past, or let us up the street far
enough to outrange us with the rifles.
Us three were all army men; had soldiered together in Cuba. I
knew my lieutenant and Webb would understand any military commands I'd give. As we come opposite the five killers I barked, "By
the left flank, MARCH!"
We swung square towards the men with the shotguns and rifles,
me pacing fast on the flank, Johnny Foster standing still on the pivot,
and then stepped towards them at a brisk walk.
Naturally we expected we was going to shoot it out right there
and wanted to have our faces towards them, but as we marched square
into the front door of that saloon the five desperadoes tore into the
saloon and then tore out through a screen door on the side of the
building, and took the screen door with them, hinges and all.
Inside the deadfall we paraded up to the bar. I slammed a dollar down so hard it made a deep dent in the mahogany, and called for
the drinks. When Walker Bush come up with the bottle, that bad
man's hands was shaking.
I'm not shaking for the drinks," I says, "I'm paying for them."
asks. "Did you see them tear that screen door of fen its hinges?" he
-
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"What was the matter with them?" I asks.
They was going to kill you."
"Well, why didn't they do it?"
"Because they haven't got the guts of a louse. Hey a drink on
-

me.
"No, I wouldn't drink with you," I says. "I'm paying for my
drinks."

"Cap," says Bush, "if you'll shake hands with me I'll be your
friend for life. I was against you, but from now on I'm with you."
I told him then we was bringing law and order to that man's
town and bringing it to stay.
Right away we got busy and cleaned up the town. Told every
killer and bad man who didn't have a good excuse to be in Douglas
to get out, and get out quick. There was one especially bad hombre
I hunted for till I found him. Name was Tom Pickett.
Pat Garrett, the fearless law-bringer who shot that vicious killer, Billy the Kid, and broke up his band of outlaws over in New Mexico, had told me about Pickett. Said he had been one of the Lincoln
County outlaws over in New Mexico and was just plain assassin.
"If you get close enough to him, kill him," says Pat, "for he's
dirty. He's got more good people killed than you'd believe, and he'll
frame up more killings on your range if you let him go."
When I found Pickett I told him to mosey along, pronto. He
tried to beg off, but I told him he was moving inside a quarter of an
hour.
"Cain't I hey time to git my things together?" he whined.
I says, "You ain't nothing to get together except your horse and
saddle and if you're in Douglas fifteen minutes from now I'll sure
make a good Indian out of you."
I forget how many more we made hit the grit, but we got rid of
the worst of them along with Mr. Pickett, and the town begun to
be part-way safe for other pepole besides murderers and thieves.
When Webb's trial come up in Tombstone there wasn't much to
it. After all the evidence was in and I give the court the diagram I'd
drawn a few minutes after Bass' killing—for which the Judge commended me—the jury didn't have much doubt about who was the
bad ones ,and who was trying to bring law and order into the toughest hell-hole on the border.
What the half-breed crap-dealer's bullet through Lonnie McDonald's lung didn't do to that tough Ranger, his companeros tried to
do next day. They brought him over to where I'd established their
quarters near my house, and the night of the shooting I heard them
discussing his case.
"What Lonnie shore needs is heaps of good nourishing chow to
strengthen him up," I hears Webb saying.
,
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"Keno," agrees the other boys. "Lots of fat meat and thick ol'
flour gravy. When a feller's weak from a wound through his bellers
thataway, he's got to be fed up a plenty."
Next morning mv wife went out to dress Lonnie's wound, and
she got there just in time. His Ranger pals was just getting ready to
make him eat a big round stead with a lot of greasy spuds and some
gravy that a fork could stand up in.
"My goodness, boys," she says, "don't you know a man with fever
from such a serious wound shouldn't eat anything heavy? It might
kill him."
They thought she was all wrong, but being gentlemen they decided to humor her and let her feed him on soft-boiled eggs and such
light stuff, and his fever dropped a bit and his wound begun to heal.
That was one case where a fellow sure would have been killed by
kindness if the boys had got their way about Lonnie's fodder.

But I find it will be impossible in an article of this
length even to attempt touching upon a fair-sized sample
of the vivid incidents that form the book's Arizona Ranger section alone. Again to quote from Hughes' foreword to the volume "To point out all the fascinations of
this book would be hardly less than to repeat."
More than a year ago Al Cohn suggested that we
ought to get Tom's story. Al had known Tom at Douglas twenty-five years ago when Al had run a newspaper
there and Tom was Ranger captain. My own acquaintance with Rynning ran even farther back. Both of us
were agreed that the man's life story would be remarkable,
if it could be chiseled out of him. Al said he'd stake me
if I'd go down to where Tom and his family lived in San
Diego, and put in six weeks writing the ex-Ranger leader's
yarn.
I went down to San Diego and put in six solid months
without yet having recorded the wonderful events of this
remarkable man. When I came back Al and I put in
—

months boiling it down, every chapter we were forced to
lay aside giving us a pang because every paragraph we had
to eliminate was a gem of adventure. But we had to get it
down to something like 100,000 words, about the size of
Trader Horn.
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The volume is not so large because of the man's volubility. On the contrary, Tom Rynning is a modest fellow, living quietly in San Diego, and hard to get talking
about himself. For him life has been so extraordinarily
crammed with action along all our frontiers that he has
forgotten the half of it himself.
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SOME UNPUBLISHED HISTORY
OF THE SOUTHWEST
CHAPTER IV.
AN OLD DIARY FOUND IN MEXICO
Written by MRS. GRAN VILLE H. OURY,
and annotated by
COLONEL C. C. SMITH, U. S. Army Retired
With a Preface by Him
PREFACE

1843, William H. Prescott's "Conquest of Mexico"
I Nwas
published, and in the same year, because of his
urging it, Madame Calderon de la Barca's "Life in Mexico." In 1832 Fanny Inglis (Madame Calderon de la
Barca) , who was born in Edinburgh, Scotland, came to
Boston, with her mother and sister, where the three established a school for girls, and where Fanny's literary tastes
attracted the attention, and won the friendship of Prescott, Longfellow and Lowell. Later, through the publication of her "Ferdinand and Isabella," she became acquainted with Don Angel Calderon de la Barca, Spanish
Ambassador at Washington to whom she was married in
1838.

In 1839 Don Angel was sent to Mexico, the first
Spanish minister to be accredited to that country. From
November, 1839, to January, 1842, Madame Calderon de
la Barca lived in Mexico, and that she fully and keenly
observed what she wrote of in her "Life in Mexico" is attested by the preface of her book, written by the great
historian Prescott, which is quoted below:
"The present work is the result of observations made during a
two years' residence in Mexico, by a lady, whose position there made
her intimately acquainted with its society, and opened to her the
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best sources of information in regard to whatever could interest an
enlightened foreigner. It consists of letters written to the members
of her own family, and really, not intended originally—however incredible the assertion—for publication. Feeling regret that such rich
stores of instruction and amusement, from which I have so much profited, myself, should be reserved for the eyes of a few friends only, I
stronply recommended that they should be given to the world. This
was done, with a few such alterations and omissions as were necessary
in a private correspondence; and although the work would derive more
crcdit from the author's own name than from anything which I could
soy, yet as she declines prefixing it, I feel much pleasure in making
this statement by way of introduction to the public.—William H.
Pre3cott, Boston, Dec. 20, 1842."

Madame Calderon's work is in diary form, and
whether the one following was patterned after it I do not
pretend to say. But this can be said—both are instinctive,
and both were written by ladies of literary taste. A preface
for Mrs. Oury's diary, would, in substance, be such as the
one Prescott wrote for Madame Calderon de la Barca,
though with such modifications as a difference of twentytwo years might make, for one was written in 1843, the
other in 1865.
While I was sojourning in Durango, Mexico, in 1922,
the diary of Mrs. Granville H. Oury, wife of the Honorable Granville H. Oury (lately delegate to the Confederate Congress from Arizona, an officer in the Confederate
army, and in the early 80's delegate to congress from Arizona Territory) came to my hands. It is given here just
as it was arranged, by chapters. In other words, Chapter
IV of this history is composed of nine chapters of Mrs.
Oury's diary.
Characters and events mentioned in the diary include such personages as Maximilian; Francisco I. Madero's
family in Mexico, Judge David S. Terry, Dan Showalter,
well known in the civil war days and, prior to that time,
in California and the Southwest; and others more or less
prominent in both the United States and Mexico.
At the close of the civil war there were many who
had lately fought in the army of the south who declined
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to take the oath of allegiance to the United States Government, betaking themselves to foreign lands, principally
Mexico and South America. At this writing there is a
colony in Brazil made up of descendants of these irreconcilables. Among those who went to Mexico was Mr.
Granville H. Oury, late of Florence, Arizona, and with
him his bride, the writer of the interesting diary following.
The condition under which Madame Calderon de la
Barca's diary was written, and that under which Mrs.
Oury's was penned—the former being the wife of a diplomat in high position, and with no worries as to personal
safety; and the latter the accompanying bride of an officer of a recently defeated army, seeking a new start in
life, in a strange country infested with savage Indians—
must make considerable difference in the character of the
entries, but in principle they are alike in all respects, save
as to their length—one being for a period of two years,
the other for a few months only.
Mrs. Oury's diary, of which I secured a copy from
the original in Durango, Mexico, in 1922, was in the possession of her adopted daughter, Mrs. Harry V. Jackson,
wife of Doctor Harry V. Jackson then established in
Mexico, and internationally known for his studies on the
poison insects of Mexico, especially the deadly scorpion of
Durango.
At the close of the civil war, Mr. and Mrs. Oury
found themselves in San Antonio, Texas, the families of
both having gone to that state from Virginia in 1848.
From San Antonio the Ourys started for Mexico, in which
country they traveled for some months, then settling in
Arizona. To the diary I bave added some notes from my
own knowledge of Mexico, to clear up, in places, anything
that might appear ambiguous, and to round out the nar-

rative.
C. C. SMITH,
Colonel, U. S. Army, Retired.
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PART I.
June 20th, 1865—Tuesday: We left San Antonio about 4 P. M.
Camped nine miles from town, two miles west of the Leon. About
this time a stranger rode into camp and introduced himself as Adams
Sanders*—my brother whom I had not seen for more than three
years. He had ridden to San Antonio in the hope of seeing me before
I started, but finding that we had just started that afternoon, concluded to overtake us. No small undertaking, for he had already come
nearly fifty miles, and as he belonged to an infantry company during
the war, had not been on a horse before for nearly four years. I will
not attempt to give any idea of my great joy at seeing my brother—I
had buried all hope of ever seeing him again—indeed, had begun to
fear that he had been murdered with the slain on the battlefield of
Franklin.

Mr. Oury advised him to proceed with us to Sonora, Guaymas is
our point of destination, believing it to be the best move for him under existing circumstances. He was anxious to go, but regretted to
leave without remaining longer at home (had spent but one night
with them), but as this was likely to be his only opportunity and having the offer of assistance much needed, his better judgment prompted him to smother all tender emotions and consult only his future
welfare and interest.
Supper over and the point settled, I hastily scribbled a few lines
to my father, apprising him of my brother's determination, which I
trust he will approve, though I well know what a severe trial it will
be to him. At twelve o'clock we retired, a heavy dew fell on us and
the mosquitoes were troublesome.
June 21—Wednesday: At daylight Addy started back to San
Antonio to leave Mike, a favorite horse of my sister's (a present to
her from Mr. Oury) that he had ridden on his trip 'out; and several
articles of clothing belonging to my brother-in-law, kindly lent by
my sister in order that the poor "soldier boy" might make a decent
appearance in "the city." He had seen Mr. Suchart in San Antonio
as he came through and knew that he would deliver all safely. We
made an early start, passed Castroville, when Mr. Neville bought butter, eggs and green corn—crossed the "Hondo" and camped at a
beautiful pond forty miles from San Antonio, where we found plenty
of water, grass and fat beef. Our mess consists of Capt. Dodson,
Mr. Neville, Mr. Billy Wilson, Mr. Oury, Addy and myself, also the
teamsters, Mr. Collier, who drives our ambulance, and Silvario, a
Mexican, the wagon.
Note: *Adams Sanders was in the Confederate army. Settled in Tucson, Arizona,
in 1865, and engaged in the business of supplying the town with water by means of
a water wagon. About 1894 returned to his old home in Seguin, Texas, where he
died. He was originally from Virginia.
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We soon had an excellent supper—one dish which gave general
satisfaction prepared according to my direction—green corn cut
off the cob and fried with butter, salt and pepper. Mr. Oury had,
been disposed to ridicule my culinary knowledge, but was so much
pleased with the result, that he took some over to Col. Showalter,"
who is badly crippled by a fall from his horse and is suffering greatly.
This has been my only effort, so far, at cooking. Mr. Neville
makes real nice biscuit, Mr. Wilson excells in frying steak, Capt. Dodson and Mr. Oury broil and roast ribs, sweet breads, etc.
Addy came up while we were at supper, having ridden 52 miles,
entirely alone, through a rather unsafe country. However, he met
with no adventures, but had the good fortune to get his dinner at a
Dutch domicile on the roadside. Mr. Oury made me a nice bed in the
ambulance, he slept close by on the ground. We had a. long and exhaustive talk with Addy about his "Virginia Visit" (a pleasant theme
to him) and his,adventures generally during the war, and then retired.
June 22—Thursday: Rose very early, drank coffee and started.
Addy riding a gray pony given to Mr. Oury by Capt. Swope, Mr.
Neville, a mule which Mr. O'Neil gave Mr. Oury in payment of
$200.00 borrowed at Brownsville; the mule is worth about $75.00. I
ride in a large ambulance drawn by four mules. The ambulance and
two mules belong to Mr. Wilson. Mr. Oury has a wagon drawn by
four mules loaded with provisions, baggage, etc., and he allows two
soldiers, picked up in San Antonio, to ride in the wagon. I am very
comfortable, indeed—have a bed in the ambulance and sleep half the
day. It is a small room and I keep things hanging all around for convenience. The gentlemen are all very kind and attentive to me, especially Mr. Oury and Addy, who anticipate every wish, and so far I
have enjoyed the trip exceedingly.
We passed through Dennis," a little Dutch settlement, where I
bought a chair, which I find is quite an essential in camp, stopped and
took breakfast and dinner in one, a mile and a half beyond the "Seco"
—there I commenced making some woolen shirts for Col. Showalter,
but progressed slowly.
Note. *Colonel Showalter was traveling in Mexico under the same circumstances as
the Oury party. He was prominent in California in the days before the civil war
as a "Chiv" (Chivalrous gentleman from the South), and a troublemaker. He and
other Southern sympathizers were run out of California by Gen'l. James H. Carleton, commanding the "California Column" which operated in Southern California,
Arizona, New Mexico and Texas during the war. Showalter had killed a man in
a duel in California prior to the civil war, and he himself ultimately came to a
violent death at the hands of one Kavanaugh, at Guaymas, Mexico, in a drunken
brawl.

"*The name of this town is D'Hannis or D Hanis, and not Dennis. It is in the
western part of Medina County on Seco creek, and now a station on the Southern
Pacific railroad.
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A bout noon fudge Oldham (the man who canvassed Texas in opposition to Sam Houston when he ran for Governor in '57 or '58) and
Col. Terry* overtook us and went several miles further to camp.
In the afternoon we passed them and camped on the "Savanal,"'
killed a beef, had supper and put on a guard, Addy was on the first
guard. The mules stampeded and created a little excitement.
June 23—Friday: Breakfasted before leaving camp. Nooned at
the "Frio." Mr. Wilson, who is the life and amusement of the mess,
was much concerned over the loss of a glove and presently more seriously at the disappearance of his "Caballo." However, his mourning
was of short duration, for both were soon found. Killed a beef and
had a late dinner—gentlemen all indulged in a siesta while I stitched
away on the aforesaid shirt, "seam, gusset and band." In the evening
passed through Uvalde,*** where we got some cool well water. Camped two miles out of town, found splendid grass but no water, consequently we broke camp early and without breakfast.
June 24—Saturday: Riding without coffee gave me a violent
headache which lasted night. At 8 A. M. we stopped at the
"Nueces," breakfasted and the boys indulged in a bath and clean
shirts, improving their personal appearance decidedly, after which,
with considerable difficulty, they succedeed in constructing a shade,
by means of blankets, wagon sheets, etc.—Mr. Oury, the while, being snugly seated in the ambulance, enjoying his cigarettes, and watching with deep interest the progress of the "Shade Making," soon created a vacancy by spreading himself for a nap. My head ached so severely I could not sleep. Addy made me a strong cup of coffee before starting and I bathed my head in cool water and bound it tightly with a handkerchief, but the road was so rough that I got no ease
'til we stopped traveling. We camped on Turkey Creek, some distance off the road, in a low, brushy place, where we had mosquitoes
in abundance. Col. Terry's party camped near us, but each kept their
distance. I have yet become acquainted with only Judge Oldham, who
is quite intelligent and designs writing a book, which he thinks will
be highly interesting and instructive. Says he has been a lawyer and
a senator and succeeded in both capacities, therefore feels confident
that he will succeed as an author. He contemplates locating on the
Note: "Col. or Judge David S. Terry, who in 1858, in California, killed Senator
Broderick in an alleged duel. Terry was a fiery Southerner, who died as he had
lived—by violence. At the time Mrs. Oury's diary was written he was traveling
in Mexico as an irreconcilable.
"*The name of this creek is Sabinal, not "Savanal." The place where the
Oury party camped on this creek is now the railroad station (S.P.R.R.) of Sabinal.
""This town was originally the site of a military post known as Fort Inge,
named for Lieut. Z. M. P. Inge, 2nd U. S. Dragoons who was killed in Capt. May's
charge on the Mexican batteries at Resaca de la Palma, May 9, 1846.
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Amazon. So much for the " Judge." Soon after reaching camp "the
boys" slaughtered both a beef and hog. Mr. Oury caught several
beautiful cat fish and I promised myself a feast for breakfast, but to
my great disappointment our board was fishless. Not one of our
mess understanding the scientific operation of preparing a catfish(?).
After dark I repaired to the creek and regaled myself with a
thorough ablution which I enjoyed amazingly (Addy stood sentinel),
my only trouble being fear of snakes. By-the-by, I saw a long striped
snake next morning in the very spot where I had bathed.
June 25—Sunday: My slumbers were disturbed at an early hour
by a rather vehement harangue on the subject of "cooking, dishwashing, etc.," from Mr. Wilson, familiarly known in camp as "Billy."
He was emphatically asserting that he had done his last cooking and
desired to resign his situation as "Steak Frier"—declared that there
existed a superfluous number of dishes in camp, and began lessening
the number by giving an old tin plate with a hole in the bottom, a
very unceremonious pitch into the brushes. "Billy" is a good natured
fellow and as is usual with persons of his peculiar temperament, has an
unconquerable aversion to work, indeed, the boys not infrequently
accuse him of being lazy, but as I am a spectator and observe the proceedings with much interest, and I trust impartially, I must say in
justice to Billy, that one other at least ('twill hardly be necessary to
call names) seems equally as averse to bodily exercise as himself.
Though by dint of much persuasion, we succeeded in getting numberless little jobs out of both, I believe that neither of them are ever
present on dish-washing occasions and Mr. Neville always has the biscuits to make. Well, breakfast came at last and though we had no fish,
Mr. Wilson's fry of beef and pork was excellent. The Terry party
and ours moved on. Some others, traveling in ambulances, who only
intended going to Eagle Pass, laid by to repair an ambulance. The
day was excessively warm. Failing to find water we could not stop,
as usual at 8 or 9 o'clock, but drove 22 miles and camped for the
day. Then some Mexicans, living at a ranch nearby, kindly offered
to drive a fat beef into camp. We bought and paid for the calves we
killed whenever the owner could be found but, as the country was

swarming with cattle, apparently with no owners, "the boys" could
see no reason for not having fresh meat when it was so available.
Several men on horseback accompanying our party, 'tho not belonging to it (I rejoice to say), met some "Renegades"** returning to
Note: The Judge was another irreconcilable, as his intention to locate on the
Amazon shows.
**These "Renegades" were probably Mexican traders with liquor made in the
Rio Grande Valley in New Mexico, for barter in San Antonio. The "gentlemen"
who held the "Renegades" up were some of the rough ales:bent that flowed into
Texas at the close of the civil war.
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San Antonio with loaded wagons, brought them to a halt and in their
own vernacular, "quietly went through them"—justifying the shameful act by some complicated mode of reasoning that possibly appeased
their leather consciences. They helped themselves to a good supply of
Brandy and Wine, would have taken canned fruit but couldn't carry
it. On reaching camp they generously presented Mr. Oury with two
bottles of Brandy and two of Gin, and to me they gave four bottles
of claret, which we dared not refuse as these gentlemen(?) are of the
desperate sort and we are too weak to risk offending them. Well, the
water is sometimes fearfully unpalatable and the claret will be useful,
however dishonorably obtained. "Our boys," after lolling around and
discussing the matter for some time, at last ventured out as hot as it
was and some had dinner Then, the Mexican appearing with "the
beef," they got no "siesta" for it had to be butchered and jerked forthwith.
Being Sunday I couldn't sew, and the thought occurred to me of
keeping a Journal. I was fortunate enough to find a nice blank book
among our stores, and with the aid of a lead pencil, have hurriedly
otted down incidents as they occurred to my memory.
Mr. Oury had become exceedingly amiable and good natured and
had exerted himself in the preparation of an excellent "stew," which,
to our chagrin, did not "get done" for dinner, and was devoured with
considerable relish by Billy W. (whose appetite, like his temper, is
always good), with Addy's assistance.
June 26—Monday: Mr. Oury rose at daylight. Rode over to
Judge Terry's camp and went with him across the Rio Grande into
Piedras Negras* to make arrangements for our crossing. We remained in camp 'til evening drying the beef. After breakfast I finished
the shirt and employed myself in various ways 'til dinner. Some of
the gentlemen indulged rather freely in their impressed brandy, but
did not misbehave. We started at 2 and drove to within 6 miles of
Eagle Pass. Here we found Mr. Oury who had arrived at 2 and was
awaiting us, very tired and hungry, having had neither breakfast nor
dinner.
He had succeeded in making arrangements with the Mexican General, who he says is an intelligent and polished gentleman, for us to
cross with one pistol and gun each. So he has distributed his five pistols and three guns among our boys. The "five shooter" Capt. Wash
Hill gave him, he is going to present to the Mexican General.
Having fasted all day he enjoyed his supper hugely and made a
strong appeal to the party to relieve him from guard duty, which
Note: *Piedras Negras (Black Rocks) later became Cuidad Porfirio Diaz—City
Porfirio Diaz and now goes by that name. It is on the Mexican side of the Rio
Grande, opposite the Texas town of Eagle Pass.
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they emphatically declared would be impossible, and moreover insisted upon it being necessary for him to exercise two hours in order to
digest the quarter of beef he had demolished. His pathetic eloquence
semed to make no impression upon their stony hearts. Then I scolded, upbraided, threatened and at last offered a bottle of brandy, all
to no purpose. He must stand his watch, they all said. At midnight
when they called him, he quietly rolled over and referred them to
Billy Wilson, who readily obeyed the summons, but this morning denies waking at all, and maintains that Mr. Oury's credit is ruined.
They joke each other roughly and have some highly interesting and
amusing quarrels.
June 27—Tuesday: Immediately after breakfast Mr. Oury started in to complete arrangements for our crossing in to Mexico. We
soon after followed and have been waiting here two hours with little
prospect of crossing before night. A number of wagons were in ahead
of us and we must abide our time. Mr. Ourse is on the other side.
This is a miserable place, Eagle Pass. General Shelby,» who is still
here, is trying to sell his arms to the Mexican General at a great sacrifice. It is believed, indeed he has himself declared his intention of
joining the Liberal Party.**
June 28—Wednesday: I am now considerably behind. I handed
the book to Mr. Oury and asked him to help me a little. He began
reading what I had written and was soon so highly entertained that
he went to sleep and dropped the book on the ground, giving me little
encouragement to hope for assistance in that quarter. Yesterday I
left off, sitting in the ambulance in the center of Eagle Pass. Hungry,
tired, disgusted and altogether out of humor. While there, a party,
consisting of Mr. Gillett, wife and three children, his brother John
Gillett and an Indian servant girl, Mr. Gillock, wife and adopted boy,
caught up with us. They were detained at San Antonio a few days
and made a very rapid drive through. I have not made their acquaintance yet.
Note: *In the Kansas City Star of March 18, 1929, was a long article on Gen'l
Joe Shelby. The article says, in part:
"General Joe Shelby, scion of a distinguished American stock, with innate
predilections for the Southern Cause, equipped a company in LaFayette county at
the beginning of the Civil War and followed the war in a mingled spirit of devotion
to the cause and a love of pure adventure, romance and daring which invested his
personalty with a glamor of knight-errant days. As a Brigadier General he bore
the brunt of battle at Westport Highlands in 1364 and led a spectacular expedition into Mexico to tender his sword to Maxmilian."
The article also states that Shelby took 1000 men with him to •Mexico. The
writer of this article is evidently in error, for Mrs. Oury's diary shows plainly that
he wished to espouse the cause of the "Liberals," who were against Maximilian.
Mrs. Oury makes no mention of Gerd. Shelby's 1000 men.
**The "Liberal' party was the party of Juarez, opposing Maxrnilian.
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I am the youngest woman of any party and by far too timid
and retiring to seek acquaintances—fear I go to the opposite extreme
and rather repel advances. Col. Dorsey, an old Missouri acquaintance
of Mr. Oury's, is with Gen'l. Shelby. He is very anxious to go on
with us and is trying to raise twenty men to enable him to do so. We
did not commence crossing 'til late, and it required some time, as their
boats are miserably constructed affairs. I remained on the bank 'til
the last and had ample opportunity for observing. On the Texas side
a great many of Shelby's men were selling flour, etc., to the Mexicans.
The bank was also lined with the lowest class of Mexicans, half clad
women and men, peddling bce:td., ev cet -scions, etc., but thit which
most excited my disgust, was a number of Mexican men in a perfect
state of nudity, swimming up and down the river and parading the
banks. I afterwards learned that these creatures are employed to assist in swimming cattle across. Several droves were crossed while I
was there. At last my turn came, the boat had to be dragged up the
river some distance, by those thinly clad bipeds, and there attached to
the cable. The river is very muddy and swift. Piedras Negras is an
abominable place, narrow, crowded streets, where we were compelled
to remain while the gentlemen rushed around making various purchases—onions, "frijoles" (beans) , pickles, bread, etc. Capt. Strobe
presented Mr. Oury with five bottles of whiskey. Mr. Oury gave the
Mexican General the "five shooter," a 12.7ge box of cartridges and two
guns. We left town late, drove fast, crossed Little River, a very pretty little stream, passed through a little Mexican settlement and camped a short distance beyond. This was my first night in Mexico, indeed,
my first step beyond Texas soil for nearly eighteen years. I forgot to
state that several Negroes* took leave of absence while in town and
several have since left, belonging mostly to Capt. Strobe, a gentleman traveling with the Terry party. He has lost forty since starting.
The Gillett party came out and the whole outfit camped together.
Hitched up and drove a mile or more to good grass, laid by to
rest the teams. Mr. John Henry Brown, an old Missouri friend of Mr.
Oury's (cousin of Mrs. Andrew Neil of Seguin), was camped near
by with his family. He is well acquainted with all the "Mo. kin"'
and had once met my father in Seguin. He and his son Julius came to
call on us—wanted us to persuade his father, whom we found equally
anxious, but they were traveling with a family whose destination was
Note: "Evidently Capt. Strobe—in seeking a new country—believed he still owned
slaves, but the Negrôe's, as it appears above, thought otherwise.
**The "Mo. kin" (Missouri kin) of Bowling Green and Louisiana, in Pike
County, Mo. When the Oury family (and the Sanders family, from whom Mrs.
Oury came) left Virginia in 1833, some went to Missouri, others to Texas; among the
latter Wm. S. Oury, brother of Granville and my grandfather (mother's father),
who was one of the dispatch carriers for Travis out of, the Alamo in 1836.
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"Sinaloa," and he could not leave them. Julius hung around all day
and gave up reluctantly. They were both intelligent, clever gentlemen and I regret that they could not join us. I did not see Mrs. Brown.
The gentlemen ate watermelons, drank whiskey, took "siestas," ate
dinner and then went back to the river and bathed.
I stitched away on another shirt. Had a long talk with Julius
Brown later in the afternoon. I called to young David Terry, son of
Col. Terry, to pay him $40 for two little mules Mr. Oury had bought
of him. Conversed with him for some time on various topics. He
was an intimate friend of Marcus Gordon and speaks highly of him.
About midnight we had a genuine thunder storm. "The boys"
hopped around briskly in search of a shelter. Mr. Oury crept into my
apartment, which was perfectly dry, but somewhat crowded. Addy
found a snug place underneath. The lightning was vivid, accompanied
with continual roars of deafening thunder, and you can imagine I
felt rather nervous.
June 29—Thursday: We breakfasted late----everything was wet
and we waited awhile "to dry." While in Piedras Negras Mr. Oury obtained a way bill of the road from Mr. Jones, a gentleman thoroughly
acquainted with all the roads in this country. On the 28th the several parties consolidated and forced Mr. Oury, much against his will,
to take charge of the whole, as it was necessary to have a leader. He
started the train" out in order and rode in front to pilot. After
climbing over two or three hills and traveling some distance, Judge
Terry hurried to the front to inform him that Mr. La Spiers, who had
come through here three months since, advised us to take another
road, which he presented as nearer and better. After a short conference, the party wound around and commenced a retrograde. Mr. Oury
is not fully convinced yet that this road is better, thinks Mr. Jones
would have advised it, if so, and fears some obstacles, but Mr. LaSpiers made such a positive statement that he was forced to yield.
After reaching the road we traveled some distance before finding
grass and water. We had all become tired, impatient and out of humor. It was hot and the mules tired. At last Capt. Dodson and some
of the front scouts discovered a beautiful pond of water and tolerably good grass a mile from the road, whither we hurried. "The
boys" employed themselves in cooking dinner, for we were all hungry
—while I seated myself to patching. Had to cut the pockets out of
one pair of pants to patch another pair with. Mr. Oury had only
started with the "road clothes" he supposed would be sufficient for
—

himself, but had to divide every garment with Addy, so the supply
will be short. Hunger increased the number of cooks and dinner was
soon ready. Mr. Wilson felt exultant over his success in making a
dish of "picadio." This consists of dried beef, beaten on an ax with
Note: "Picadillo," the Spanish word for hash.
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a hammer, then stewed with onions, salt, green pepper and tomatoes,
and then fried, with a little fat added. It is a nice camp dish and we
have it daily. Mr. Neville has a cut finger and had been making "flap
jacks," but finding that these consumed too much lard or bacon grease,
Mr. Dodson began a regular siege of leather cakes (which I regret to
say has undergone no abatement since).
Our supper was eaten with a keen relish and the boys soon spread
down and retired. Mr. Oury was on guard in the middle of the night
and was taken very sick, but continued his round without letting
it be known.
June 30—Friday: The Mexican driver of Mr. Gillett absconded
in the night, with one of his horses, to their great inconvenience and
regret. It was also soon ascertained that the Terrys were minus seven
animals. However, these were recovered before leaving. Dave Terry
very peremptorily discharged a valuable Ngro boy, whom he detected
making preparations to steal away. The Negro was very penitent and
begged hard to be allowed to remain but Dave was immovable and
left the poor fellow alone in camp several miles from anywhere. I
hope he found his way back to "Piedras Negras."
After a few miles we came to a ditch's running for miles and
thickly bordered with timber. The country is full of them—they
were dug years ago by "Piones"*" and now resemble natural streams,
except that they are so straight and regular. The water is beautifully
clear—all the farms through the country are irrigated by means of
smaller ditches leading from the mother ditch, which often runs 100
miles. We followed this one several miles and came to a small town
called "Morales,""** rather a pretty Mexican town. Here we found
a few Americans. We bought green corn and peloncillos (small
loaves of sugar). The ditches were running through the town in every
direction and the verdure was almost rank Patches of corn at every
corner, upon which the natives seem to subsist—for at every door,
gate and corner were to be seen bare headed, black Mexicans standing
(shirt on the outside of their pants) eating ears of roasted corn.
We went down and across every street, and leaving town we still
followed the "Acequia" (ditch) which extended thirty miles on our
-

road, traveled through brush and thickets 'til we began to despair of
ever finding good grass.
In the meantime our Cavalry had taken a wrong road and hearing at a ranch that the country was full of Comanches, Kicapoos
and Choctaws, I began to feel very uneasy. At four we found a beauNote: *The large ditch is called the acequia madre, mother ditch; the smaller
ones, running from the main large ones, acequias.
**Peons or peones, laborers.
***Morelos, not Morales.
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tiful camp, large, level and covered with a carpet of tender mesquite
grass, on the border of another large ditch. The "Cavalry," having
followed their road in to the ditch, turned and came up, just as we
were halting.
Dinner over, Mr. Oury and I went fishing and caught several
small fish. In the evening Judge Terry and lady called, they are both
quite agreeable and intelligent. Mrs. Terry is a large, fine looking
woman, has red hair and a lovely complexion, which she preserves by
wearing a brown linen mask. She is a woman of considerable character and energy, drives a two horse buggy, frequently harnesses her
own horses and assists generally in their camp. (Altogether a striking
contrast to my easy life.) The Judge is handsome and inclined to be
sociable. They have three interesting boys.

PART II.
July 1—Saturday: While breakfasting, we were told that two large
mules (Mr. Wilson's) were missing. All our boys set out in search of
them. Mr. Neville found them with a herd of horses and with difficulty separated them. Then it was some time before the others came
in. The Mexican driver had ridden off a mule with the harness on.
Addy found him at last and after consider3ble delay we got started.
Mr. Griffin (one of the Terry party) lost 'a mule, which doubtless
was stolen. We nooned on the top of a mountain three hours. Fortunately for us, it has been raining ahead and we find water in all the
holes. Mrs. Terry had her tent thrown over our wagon and Col.
Slaowalte7's, making an excellent shade between, where she took her
lunch and "siesta." About 5 we found a large "laguna" (lake), filled
our barrels, watered the animals and drove back a mile to good grass.
Here I assisted Addy a little in preparing another dish of corn. Mr.
Oury's slumbers were much disturbed by an old mule promenading
through camp and eating green shucks. Col. Showalter complained
that Mr. Oury kept him awake "fussing" with the mule.
July 2—Sunday: Continued our route over the mountain, the ascent is so gradual that we are scarcely conscious of climbing, the tall
range in front of us affords a grand view and at a distance seems impassable, but there is a gap which is just coming into view. Finding
no water, we did not noon, but drove on to the "San Juan Sabinas,"
having crossed a little stream three miles back called the "Alamo."
On the Sabinas is a ranch belonging to Dr. Smith, who is now at
"Saltillo." it is occupied by Mexican Piones, There is a beautiful
"Acequia" running near the house and several fields of corn in sight.
The houses are all built of adobe, flat roofed and no windows, narrow carved doors. The huts of the "Piones" are mostly constructed
of twigs or stalks of some kind, thatched roofs and apparently entirely un furnished, except with myriads of dirty, naked children. No
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signs of civilization are visible. They are existing emphatically in a
purely primitive state, but, during the afternoon, there came under
my observation, a far more degraded and uncivilized race of human
beings, the "Kicapoos," who were camped near us and disposed to be
very sociable. As I had never seen an Indian, and all my ideas of
them were borrowed from Cooper's novels, I watched their movements with curious interest, which very soon resolved itself into extreme disgust and abhorrence. Ugh! the filthy, horrid creatures, and
the most persistent "beggars" I ever saw. They had fought with the
Federal Army in Arkansas and were partly civilized. I drank a cup
of coffee and went fishing, soon caught two beautiful fish, then gave
my hook to Mr. Wilson. In all we caught a nice mess for supper.
Owing to the proximity of the Indians, it became necessary to put out
a double guard, which, however, did not prevent the stealing of one of
our horses. I spent a sleepless night, haunted by the sight of those
horrid, loathsome creatures.
July 3rd—Monday: Early, the Indians were prowling round and
making themselves disagreeably familiar in camp, begging tobacco,
coffee, etc., like a set of hungry wolves, except that wolves are not so
civilized as to know the use of tobacco, whiskey, etc.
The evening previous, Judge Terry had found, three miles distant, an excellent camp, where he proposed remaining a few days, in
order to have some washing done and recruit the animals. We crossed
the Sabinas, passed another ranch, where we engaged the washing,
came two miles further and camped on a large pond of rain water,
where we have oceans of the finest mesquite grass I ever saw, and the
mules are enjoying a perfect feast.
Our mess cut willows and constructed such a cool, shady and
comfortable wigwam that they came out reluctantly into the sun to
cook. Yesterday we had a mess of "frijoles" and they are palatable.
The soup is also good. In the afternoon I took a long nap, finished
my second shirt and cut the third one. Those indefatigable Indians
found us again and began begging tobacco. We put out a double
guard and lost no animals.
July 4th—Tuesday: After breakfast Mr. Oury and Billy Wilson
went back to the river to fish. I paid Mrs. Terry a call, took a nap
and have nearly finished shirt No. 3.
Mr. Oury and Billy have just come in with a long string of fish,
tired and hungry. Addy and Capt. Dodson fixed dinner for them and
they ate hugely. Col. Showalter, who can now walk a little with
crutches, has just come over to have a talk with us.
(To be continued)
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(Concluded)
By JOHN P. GLUM

A Bungling Indian Agent Sets the Military Arm in
Motion
The official record shows that all of the twenty-two
companies of reinforcements were on detached service in
connection with "field operations against hostile Apaches
in the Department of Arizona." In the circumstances we
have narrated three troops of cavalry were ordered out
from Camp Thomas to make a demonstration in force
with an offensive objective at the sub-agency upon the
San Carlos reservation as a feature of the "field operations
against hostile Apaches in the Department of Arizona."
While this considerable body of troops are approaching the reservation from the east, let us, in imagination,
visit the sub-agency and endeavor to visualize the scenes
being enacted there. At once we wonder why the troops
are coming, as the scenes about the sub-agency give us the
impression that we have arrived in the midst of a gala day
festivities. And so we have, for Ezra Hoag is very busy
distributing the weekly rations of flour, beef, etc., to the
bands of White Mountain and Chiricahua Apaches whose
camps are located in that vicinity—and every "ration
day" is very much of a gala day among these Indians.
There is a vast throng of busy, interested, orderly and contented Indians. Why are so many troops coming to threaten, alarm and arrest them?
This sub-agency was constructed by my direction in
the summer of 1875. I placed Ezra Hoag in charge at
that point at that time, and he had been in charge there
continuously ever since. He was the sole employe at that
Point—and I doubt if he ever owned a gun. All of the
Indians liked Ezra Hoag. He was just and sympathetic,
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and the Indians—including "the wild Chiricahuas"—were
his friends, and he was their friend. They had spent years
in this friendly fashion, and the Indians found that Ezra
Hoag was always interested in everything that concerned
their welfare i and progress, and that he was rendering them
a friendly and willing service as he labored with the distribution of their weekly supply of provisions, and these
and resimple people responded to this spirit of
ciprocated with their respect, friendship and confidence.
.

We can readily understand, therefore, why every
"ration day" that was presided over by Ezra Hoag was a
gala day to the multitude of Apaches who gathered about
the sub-agency, and that on those occasions there was
spontaneous obedience and orderly behavior while the
care-free throng indulged in gossip and jests, feasting and
laughter, dancing and song. Their suspicion and alarm
because of the rapid marches and concentration of so many
troops about the agency had been allayed l by the very recent and very positive assurance of the agent that they
would not be molested in any way, so they had put aside

their fears and entered upon the gala-day spirit of the occasion.
"Then the military move was made on the subagency." Then, suddenly, without apparent necessity or

cause, and without the slightest warning, the gala day festivities were rudely interrupted as the three troops of cavalry came galloping down from Camp Thomas and halted in battle array at the sub-agency. Their arrival was a
hostile gesture. They were there for an offensive Purpose
—in force, and, if necessary they would use that force to
attain their objective. And it might require the active
support of the entire force to accomplish their purpose—
otherwise, why bring three companies of mounted soldiers
fully equipped for battle? Agent Tiffany had assured
them a few days before that they need have no fear as
they would not be molested in any way. Were they to believe the agent, or what they saw confronting them? 1mPage Sixty-f ive
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mediately all of their former suspicions and fears rushed
back upon them. The feeling of alarm grew and spread,
and, a few hours later, "the wild Chiricahuas fled toward
Mexico."
George and Bonito, the alleged "suspects," sent word
to Major Biddle that if he would withdraw his troops they
would accompany Clerk Hoag to Camp Thomas and
again surrender to General Willcox as soon as the issue of
beef was completed, but Major Biddle spurned this of fer
of peaceful surrender and "moved his troops nearer to the
camps of the Indians." I have been told recently—on
good authority—that Major Biddle actually deployed his
troopers in skirmish line, and I do not doubt that this is
true.
The result of this display of force and threat of battle was the flight of the "wild Chiricahuas," but Major
Biddle failed to apprehend either of the two "suspects" he
had been ordered to arrest. The stupidity and wantonness of this move of the military arm at the sub-agency on
September 30, 1881, is emphasized by the fact that none
of the scores of White Mountain "suspects" who were
then "prisoners of war," and who were marched down to
Fort Grant for trial, were found guilty of any wrong.
And General Carter erred mildly when he said the
wild Chiricahuas left "a trail of blood and pillage to mark
their hurried flight." The single purpose of those Indians
at that time was to arrive at their stronghold in the mountains of Mexico with the least delay possible, and their
flight was too "hurried" to permit them to indulge in any
raiding detours. But the wild Chiricahuas did leave trails
of blood and pillage on subsequent raids as the sorry consequences of the movements of the military arm and the
rapid marches and the gradual concentration of the troops
at and near the agencies, and these consequences, if truthfully recorded, would constitute some interesting pages
in the several regimental histories.
It was because I knew Ezra Hoag's sterling character
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that I placed him in charge of the sub-agency in 1875. The
disturbance among the White Mountain Indians in the
summer of 1881 resulted in certain conditions at the subagency, the satisfactory adjustment of which demanded
the application of sound common sense and superior judgment on the part of Mr. Hoag, and Agent Tiffany says
that he was "very efficient and judicious in All this trouble." No other man knew the Chiricahuas as well as Ezra
Hoag did at that time, and no man was less liable to state
an untruth regarding them than he. For these reasons, as
I have stated heretofore, I firmly believe he told the simple truth when he said "the Indians were literally scared
away by this movement of the troops." Furthermore, the
official record of conditions and events occurring at and
about the sub-agency at the time fully sustains Mr. Hoag's
assertion.
Included among the fugitives was Nah-chee--the
son of Cochise. He had been loyal and peaceable on the
reservation for so many ,years that he could no longer be
classed as a "wild" Chiricahua. It is obvious, therefore,
that when Nah-chee violated the solemn promise he gave
his dying father in 1874 that he would keep the peace
pledged with General Howard in 1872, and cast his lot
with the hostiles there must have been a sufficient reason
—a super-inciting cause.

This casual review of the record brings us face to face
with the fact that the flagrant mis-rule of the Apaches,
due to the incapacity and stupidity of Agent Tiffany and
the malevolent maneuvers of the military arm within the
boundaries of the San Carlos reservation between August
30 and September 30, 1881, broke the seven years of peace
on that reservation and precipitated an outbreak, some

of the disastrous consequences of which have been recorded in the so-called campaigns, against Geronimo. But the
heavier penalties of this mis-rule were visited upon the
great mass of well-disposed Apaches who were compelled
to endure for a weary period of twenty years—from AugPage Sixty-seven
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ust, 1881, until January, 1901—the oppressive presence
upon the reservation of such troops as the military arm
déemed "an exhibition of force sufficient to overawe and
keep them in subjection."
The sad drama reported by General Willcox under
date of Tucson, October 12, 1881, contains a paragraph
that is almost humorous. He says: "The California reinforcements have been of great service, and were sent down
promptly and as called for, and well equipped for the
field. Part of them are now in pursuit of the Chiricahuas
on the border. The outbreak of these Indians on the
night of September 30 , has been duly reported, and the
causes of their sudden change are unknown. It is supposed
to be the fear of being disarmed. If this is true, the outbreak was likely to come at any moment, and could not
have come at a better time. This because we had adequate
force at hand, and it has been used to such advantage that
the smallest possible damage has been suffered. This tribe
is now in full flight and utterly defeated."
This is another choice sample of press agent material
for consumption abroad. The truth is that the fleeing
"wild Chiricahuas" were not intercepted by the troops and
did not hesitate until they were safely within their old
familiar stronghold in the Sierra Madre mountains of
Mexico. It is also quite true that "an adequate force was
at hand" in Arizona, and equally true that "the smallest
possible damage was suffered" by the hostiles, for the reason that, barring a skirmish with their rear guard in which
a sargeant was killed and three soldiers wounded, the
troops never had even a glimpse, of the fleeing Indians. I
happened to be one of a party of citizens that followed the
trail of the "wild Chiricahuas" across the international
line into Mexico. There were no troops ahead of us, nor
any in sight behind us, and we did not see any Indians.
In the same report General Willcox says "the troops
were moved to the Cibicu country" where they drove the
White Mountain "hostiles" from their strongholds "into
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the folds of the reservation." But we have learned that
their "strongholds" were their cornfields—situated in the
very heart of the reservation. On October 12 he had a part
of his adequate force "in pursuit of the Chiricahuas on
the border" with "this tribe in full flight and utterly defeated." Perhaps the general did not know that the flight
of the "wild Chiricahuas" had ended at least a week before
he penned his press agent's report, and that after they
were safely within the rugged Sierra Madres of Mexico
they did not give a tinker's damn how many troops he
might have in pursuit of them "on the border"—since no
arrangements had ,yet been made allowing pursuing forces to cross the international line.
"This tribe" may have been "utterly defeated" in the
military mind of General Willcox at the time he composed
his official report on October 12, but the embarrassing
feature of the situation was that the tribe didn't know
it.
"This tribe" had evaded the "adequate force" in Arizona, which consisted of the 6th cavalry and the twentytwo companies of reinforcements, and, therefore, it is extremely difficult for a layman to comprehend the course
of reasoning that ,led General Willcox to imagine that
these Indians were "utterly defeated."
When General Crook visited the "wild Chiricahuas"
in Mexico in 1883, their general appearance and attitude
did not indicate that "this tribe" had ever been "utterly
defeated." During 1885 and 1886 General Crook and
General Miles employed 3000 regular troops and 400 Indian scouts (besides some Mexican regulars) in the campaigns against a part of these same "wild Chiricahuas,"
and, although several surrenders were arranged, "this
tribe" was never "utterly defeated."

The TOMBSTONE EPITAPH of September 30,
1881, contained an editorial by me entitled, "Review of
the Recent War." This article occupied two and one-half
columns and presented many interesting and important
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facts. It was published in the morning and the "wild
Chiricahuas" fled from the sub-agency that ,evening. In
recent years I have sought in vain for a copy of that editorial. The data it contained would be of special value
and interest now.
However, I have before me a copy of the EPITAPH
of October 20, 1881, containing another editorial by me,
indicating my attitude regarding the "Cibicu War," and
proving that I did not hesitate or delay to expose and condemn in most positive terms—through the columns of my
newspaper—the flagrant misrule of the Apaches at the
time when the culpable blustering and blundering were
in progress, and when those responsible for the outrageous
mal-administration of the affairs of the San Carlos
Apache reservation were in the full swing of their official
power and activity. The editorial follows:
YOUR AUTHORITIES, GENTLEMEN?
The "Review of the Recent War," as published in the EPITAPH of September 30, was not written in vain. It has been
extensively copied by the San Francisco press, and now comes a
request from the Hon. Secretary of the Interior for our authorities. We shall take pleasure in complying fully with the Secretary's desire. His letter reads as follows:
Department of the Interior,
Washington, October 10, 1881.
My dear sirs:—I have received a copy of the TOMBSTONE
EPITAPH of September 30, 1881, containing an article headed
"Review of the Recent War." I would be greatly obliged if you
would send me your authorities for the statements therein made.
.

Very respectfully yours,
S. J. Kirkwood, Secretary.
Editor Daily EPITAPH, Tombstone, Arizona.
We are somewhat at a loss to know just what the Honorable
Secretary intends by inquiring as to our authority for the statements made in the review referred to. The greater portion of our
comments in the said article were made upon the reports of Agent
Tiffany and Generals Willcox and Carr, together with one or two
telegraphic specials, all of which formed a part of the review.
One or two other facts were stated, of which the writer has personal knowledge.
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Our authority for the publication of the article as a whole
is found in that grand principle which permits a free press, in a
free country, to state to a free people the cold and cruel facts, divested of all superfluous trimmings, when, in the course of human events, such things become necessary.
We are inclined to the opinion that Secretary Kirkwood
makes the above inquiry .in the hope of obtaining such additional
evidence as will enable him more positively to fix the responsibility where it justly belongs. If such is his desire he will find a
ready ally in the EPITAPH. Three weeks have elapsed since the
publication of the "review," and nothing has transpired to disprove any of the statements therein contained, but, on the contrary, subsequent events have more positively convinced us that
our premises were correct. Following is a concluding paragraph
in the review as published September 30:
"Thirty days have elapsed since the troops marched on to
Cibicu, and after a month spent in massing the military forces,
marching and countermarching about and among the Indians, arresting the chiefs, alarming the braves and firing over the heads
of the squaws, we must admit that we are much surprised to
know that the Indians still refuse to leave the agency and join in
that outbreak, which it is evident designing officials have been
preparing for them for six months past."
Since then the chiefs have been paroled and frightened away.
The countermarching produced one important result when Colonel Biddle paraded his command at the sub-agency, made an advance on George's camp, and succeeded in driving him and the
Chiricahuas from the reservation. Colonel Bernard has marched
boldly, bloodlessly and inefficiently to the Sonora line—and thus
the "war of extermination" continues.
It will soon be time for us to write an addendum to our
"review," which will include numerous additional statements
supported by ample authority—and then we shall not be surprised
if we receive a letter of inquiry from the Secretary of War.
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By ELIZABETH S. OLDAKER.
The recent gift to the Arizona Museum of a large oil painting of
the Flying V Cattle Ranch is of unusual interest. The Flying V Ranch
is located between Cherry Creek and Canyon Creek north of Sombrero Butte, ten miles east and a little south of Pleasant Valley, about
sixty miles north of Globe. This ranch was just three miles south of,
and the nearest neighbor to, the old Ellison ranch, the girlhood home
of Mrs. George W. P. Hunt.
Mr. Frank Ketcherside, who was foreman of the Flying V Ranch
for twenty years, but who now resides in Phoenix, says that just
forty years ago he took charge of the ranch. The Pleasant Valley war
had been going on, and the ranch was badly run down. With a few
cattle and a little money he eventually built up the outfit so that
two thousand calves a year were being branded. He enjoys recalling
those happy, busy days on the range. "Many were the times," he says,
"that Duett Ellison (Mrs. Hunt) and I rode and punched cattle together. Oh, but the Ellisons were fine people! Everyone had to like
Duett Ellison, she had such a lovely way with her. Wherever she was,
or whatever she was doing, she was always the same and had that
same lovely way."
Mr. Ketcherside says the picture which is now in the museum
was painted by C. Eytel, a German artist who traveled through this
country in 1903. He says it is a very true likeness of the premises
and especially good of the log cabin. Mr. Eytel, he says, began the
picture one morning when the men were starting out to work. In the
foreground are four men on horseback and a pack horse. From left to
right they are E. L. Benbrook, Roy Bell, both cowboys working on
the ranch at the time; Mr. Ketcherside, the foreman, and Mr. J. J.
Vosburgh, the owner of the ranch.
The painting is from the estate of the late Margaret E. Vosburgh
of Los Angeles (widow of J. J. Vosburgh, who died some five years
ago), and has been presented to, the museum by Dr. John V. Flaherty
of Phoenix, a nephew of Mr. Vosburgh, and Mr. Meade Woodson, Los
Angeles attorney, a nephew of Mrs. Vosburgh, and administrator for
her estate.
An excellent photograph of Al Sieber has been presented to the
museum by Mr. Frank Ketcherside, to whom the picture was given
by his old friend, Al Sieber, in person.
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APACHE. By Will Levington Comfort. New York, E. P. Dutton and Company, Inc., 1931. Pp. vi, 274. $2.50.
In this short fictional biography, Mr. Comfort, a novelist, turns
his attention to the writing of Southwestern history. APACHE is an
effort to describe the life of Mangus Colorado, the great chieftain of
the Apache nation.
Comfort's approach to his subject is psychological. He endeavors
to imagine the feelings and thoughts of the typical Apache as the white
man encroached upon his hunting grounds. Mangus Colorado (Red
Sleeve), the chief of the Mimbreno Apache tribe which occupied the
Santa Rita copper mining district, won his name fairly by deadly personal combat with his fellow-tribesmen; but he did so only after a
life spent in long thought and meditation which won him the contempt of his fellows. To quote Comfort's preface:
"The exact time of Mangus Colorado's birth is not known, but
in 1863 he was said to be seventy years old, and at that time the most
celebrated physically and mentally, the rim-rock Apache, of his race.
'The King Philip of the Apache nation,' wrote Captain Cremony in
1868. 'Beyond all comparison the most famous Apache warriorr and
statesman of the century.'
Such being the case, we are to infer that the celebrated Geronimo
and the savage Victorio learned the art of Apache warfare under the
tutelage of Mangus Colorado. How much of this, Comfort's assumption, is true, we cannot well say, for the annals of the Apache do not
enlighten us on this point. But it is fairly certain, from other records,
that Mangus Colorado was a close ally' and friend to Cochise of the
western Apaches; and he may have imparted to the latter some of
his skill in combatting the relentless hordes of advancing whites, skill
which in the long run was wasted.
Comfort would have us believe, as many another fiction writer
has told us, that the Spaniards and Mexicans were utterly faithless and
merciless in all their dealings with the Apache nation, and that while
many American pioneers were quite as faithless as the Mexicans, yet
some Americans might be trusted. The records, however, do not bear
out this impression, for the Spanish-speaking people of the southwest
were quite as honest in dealing with the desert tribes as the Americans.
So much for the impressions that Comfort would leave with us.
For the rest, his story is reasonably based upon the facts as we know
them; only the interpretation varies. Perhaps the most interesting and
valuable feature of the book is its effort to express Apache Indian
thoughts in a medium familiar to us. The book should not be read as
serious biography, but rather as a historical novel which, with all its
Page Srventy-three

ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

mistakes, does help to make alive for us many scenes of the early
RUFUS KAY WYLLYS.
southwestern frontier.
SIX HORSES. By Captain William Banning and George Hugh
Banning With a Foreword by Major Frederick Russell Burnham.
New York, The Century Company, 1930. Pp. xix, 410. $4.00.
The epic of the western stage-coach is the theme of this popularized history. The opening lines give an idea of the style and subject:
"Stages, with their teams of six, are backed up in long rows,
sweating porters and baggage-masters in front and behind. John
Chinaman, with long tail wound at the back of his head, is running
distractedly through the crowd in search of a lost bundle; anxious
women, prolific in crinoline and gorgeous in silks and satins, are fretting and scolding over crushed bandboxes; and stern-looking men of
an official cast are shouting fiercely:
" 'This way, gents! Over here with your baggage! Bring it along
if you want it weighed; if you don't, it won't go—that's all!'
Thus the breezy style which characterizes the entire book and
revives for us the days of the Overland Mail. The work is divided into
four parts, each bearing the name of one or more great organizers of
stage-coach lines, James E. Birch, John Butterfield, Ben Holladay, and
others. "An Afterword," by Captain William Banning, consists of
"Commentaries of a Stage Driver," written by this veteran of the
trails.

Although the book does not deal exclusively with stage-coaching
in Arizona, Part Two is largely devoted to a description of the stage
lines which ran across the state from east to west. Of these the most
famous was the San Antonio and San Diego Mail, "popularly known
as 'The Jackass Mail' which was organized in the late fifties, partly
to accommodate government troops stationed along the trail through
central Arizona and the Gadsden Purchase, and which later became
the route used by Butterfield and Company, the longest of all the
stage lines to the Pacific Coast. Because of the description of wayfaring along this early line, this portion of the work should become
known to Arizona readers.
Even a casual examination of the book impresses one with the
amount of material consulted and compiled in preparation of the manuscript. Enough research was devoted to this end to justify a scholarly approach to the subject; instead, we have a popular and intriguing
discussion of one of the most picturesque phases of western history.
This is history culled not so much from manuscripts as from moldering newspapers of a bygone day; and it is fascinating. Yet the statements are substantiated by a multitude of facts, and further supported by a fairly complete bibliography on the subject of western stagecoaching. SIX HORSES well repays a reading.
RUFUS KAY WYLLYS.
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STARRY ADVENTURE, by Mary Austin. $2.50. New York:
Houghton Mifflin Co.
Mrs. Austin has re-created the Southwest so faithfully and so
admirably in a dozen fine volumes, that her place in the literature of
America is firmly and indisputably established. So secure is this position, that even so trivial a piece of fiction as "STARRY ADVENTURE" cannot threaten it.
The only strength of Mrs. Austin's new novel lies in its magnificent picture of New Mexico. For the rest, it is overplotted, sentimental, and lacking in reality. Its characters are idealized; its style is trying. To create a more intimate atmsophere, a more personal communion between her readers and Gard Sitwell, her hero, Mrs. Austin
writes almost throughout the book in the second person. For instance,
to choose a paragraph at random:
"It was, you privately supposed, just that tiny carping prick coupled with your fatigue, and your realization that you were among the
two or three men guests without dinner jackets that started you off
with a vague antagonism for the rest of the company . . ."
The effect adds nothing to the charm of the tale, and, moreover,
it makes Gard appear a very immature young man, and slightly stupid.
"STARRY ADVENTURE" presents a group of people etched
against a background of New Mexico. The Sitwells hold the center
of the scene, and until his death, the life of the household revolves
about Professor Sitwell, whose ill health has brought the family to the
ranch jxi- the shadow of the Sangre de Christo range. Into the country
come the Hetheringtons whose destinies touch and mingle with the
destinies of the Sitwells. The war catches up with them and affects
them all, even Grampaw Gardiner, who never seems quite plausible.
Then the war is over, and the countenance of the world has changed;
but New Mexico remains untouched and still holds fast the spirit of
Gard Sitwell. Into Gard's Eden comes beautiful, sophisticated, worldly Eudora Ballantin, exciting to look upon and dangerous to know,
and from her Gard learns about life and love and disillusion. But
Jane Hetherington comes back in time to support his tottering universe, and together they set out upon Gard's starry adventure.
In the end everybody marries or is about to marry, and there is
a rightness and a glow about all the world.
To those who wish to know Mary Austin at her best I recommend "The Land of Little Rain," "Isidro," "The Arrowmaker," and
almost anything she wrote before "Starry Adventure." And at her
best, and in her particular field, she has not been touched.
GOLDIE WEISBERG.
GUN NOTCHES. The Life Story of a Cowboy-Soldier. By Captain Thomas H. Rynning, as told to Al Cohn and Joe Chisholm, with
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a foreword by Rupert Hughes. Frederick A. Stokes Company, New
York, 1931. 332 pp. $3.00.
Novel and history alike pause and fail before this book. There is
no way to record the western plainsman except in his own language
and in the vein of his peculiar rectitude. In this volume the dialect
is valid, the peculiar rectitude is made apparent. It is difficult to believe that a man who has passed such a life as Tom Rynning's is, at
the age of sixty-five, healthy and vigorous in the California city of
San Diego. He belongs to a race which we already consider historical:
Wild Bill Hickok, Clay Allison, Bat Masterson, who chased Rynning
and a cowboy companion on a three hundred mile ride out of Dodge,
Kansas, after Rynning's outfit had shot up the town. In addition to
Rynning's career as an Indian fighter and lieutenant of Rough Riders, new material is presented; there is told for the first time the history of the Arizona Rangers, of whom Rynning was captain. Cattlerustling and killing had become so prevalent in Arizona about 1900
that the Arizona territorial legislature as a last resort created, in
March, 1901, the Arizona Rangers, consisting of a captain, a sargeant and twelve privates. They had 113,000 square miles to cover.
They actually ranged from Colorado to hundreds of miles below the
border in Mexico. Rynning, secretly, held a captain's commission from
his friend, General Luis Torres, military governor of Sonora, which enabled the ranger leader to trail law-breakers past the border. Torres,
now eighty-seven, lives in Los Angeles, a revolutionary exile and
close friend of Captain Rynning. The performance of the Arizona
Rangers was m,ore spectacular than that of the Texas Rangers. These
existed in companies, although their tradition was that one Texas
Ranger was sufficient for one riot. The Arizona body never had over
twenty-five members. They recovered stolen horses on the north of
the Grand Canyon in Colorado and brought murderers from the Sierra Madre of Mexico. Rynning's men were Spanish-speaking, southwesterners, former Rough Riders, top hands, Texas rangers, and ex-sheriffs. He had a Choctaw Indian and his "Tonto Basin warriors," as he
calls them, punchers from under the Mogollon Rim where the Tonto
Basin ranchers' war, which Zane Grey uses in his novel, To the
Last Man, was fought. They stood "slanchways" from the accustomt?
cd weight, from their boyhood, of a forty-five six-gun on one hip. Five
of them defeated and disarmed an army of 400 Mexicans during the
miners' strike at Clifton in 1903. They could ride and rope better than
the rustlers, and understood the ways of cattle and horses. Rynning
himself was unique in that he could mount a running horse without
using his hands, a feat for exhibition of which Buffalo Bill offered to
take him to Europe. It was an ordinary thing to trail the hoof-marks
of a wanted man's horse two hundred miles, watching the "sign"
and avoiding ambush at the same time. Under such surveillance, law
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emerged out of the chaos for the remedying of which President Roosevelt had urged his friend Lt. Rynning to give up his contracting business in Tucson and assume command of the Arizona Rangers. Although their number varied from fourteen to twenty-five, their convictions averaged a thousand a year, none of them minor. ,The sheriffs
then operated under the fee system. Rynning thus appeared to take
away part of their income. However, for the most the sheriffs could
not have made his captures, with the exception of such an officer as
Sheriff John Slaughter of Tombstone. Many of the deputies were in
league with outlaws. Rynning did not hesitate to tell them so. Bitter enmity grew between the rangers and the sheriffs, who were instrumental in the political maneuvering which resulted in the abolishment of the rangers by the Arizona legislature in 1909. However, the
rangers faced the sheriffs down as they did the outlaws. When the
sheriff of Cochise County tried to arrest a ranger for killing a man in
the line of duty, Rynning told the sheriff he couldn't protect himself,
much less a prisoner, that, further, half of his deputies were killers.
Rynning took the ranger to court himself. A judge helped the sheriffs by fining another ranger for performance of duty, a fine which
the governor remitted. But Rynning's rangers were of his own blood,
men who had handled guns until they shot from instinct, each a
genius in any immediate situation which demanded not only courage
but an eminent force of character. Ranger Timberline Bill Sparks
furnished the ultimate showdown between the two opposing forces for
law and order. "A little while after that when Timberline Bill Sparks
was in a courtroom at Clifton, Sheriff Parks and thirteen of his deputies filed into the room. It was sure plain they was after the ranger,
but he stepped to the door when the last of them had come in, locked
it, and stuck the key in his pocket.
" 'What are you doing that for?' asked, the Sheriff.
will get away if you start any" `So's none of you
thing with me,' says Bill, and they changed their minds."
If Rynnning had to get himself, out of a tight place in Mexico
by promising a pair of bandits "to call his dogs off" by going back to
the line so that the outlaws could have a fresh start, he kept,his word.
Bravery and truth in a man, bottom in a horse, ready and firm adjustment of laws to circumstances, these were the kind of things admired
of the plainsman and entering his peculiar code and rectitude. The
authors made a fine decision when they choose Tom Rynning's speech
for the conveyance of the book. Cohn is a scenario writer and Chisholm a newspaper man and author. The incidents of the book are
smoothly chosen and coordinated. The regrettable portions of the
work are those in which they have attempted, to adorn Rynning's tale.
On the first page, the collaborators have forced forward a best foot,
or what they think is, saying "our outfit's roaring guns painted flamPage Seveaty-seven

ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

ing streaks of ,death across the dark . . . . that's my whole life's reddest picture of fierce fighting men," etc. If Torn Rynning ever talked
like that he wasn't a plainsman. One has only to turn anywhere inside
Gun Notches, where Rynning is in the thick of a tale, to discover his
language. In the future editions the book deserves, it may be hoped
that Messrs. Cohn and Chisholm can reduce the whole to the terms of
their subject, the unmistakable idiom of the plains. The book is the
best of its type published in years, that is to say, of the personally adventurous existence of the American frontiersman.
Of interest to Arizonans is that half the book deals with events
and people in this state, many of those mentioned being still alive and
residents of Arizona. Outside of scienitfic works, Gun Notches further is one of the few good books, fiction or otherwise, which has
been written about the state.
SIDNEY KARTUS.

MEXICO: A Study of Two Americas. By Stuart Chase in collaboration with Marian Tyler. Illustrated by Diego Rivera. The Macmillan Company, New York, 1931.$ 3 . 0 0.
The two Americas are the United States and Mexico. Mr. Chase,
as poet-professor, stands offstage pulling the strings which dance his
two puppets, the machine as the United States, and the handicraf ting
Aztec as Mexico. In its structure the book resembles an economic
survey; it does not fail throughout for 1, 2, 3 listings. But in the
writing Mr. Chase dribbles into italics as he discovers that Mexico, too,
has a past: buried pyramids, gold hidden from Cortez, Aztec sorcerers, herb charms, tombs of Zapotec kings. These he finds good to consider in their color and glitter, human sacrifice and constant war.
Apart from this archeological indigestion of the poet, Mr. Chase offers useful information and comment on Mexico. He compares the
slow-moving handicraft culture of the Mexican peasant with the hurried factory organization of the United States. The habits, pleasures,
food and drink, shelter, clothing and health of the "machineless men"
of Mexico are described as well as they are pointed by the illustrations
of Rivera. Mr. Chase renders plain the contrast between the Mexican who makes and sells a beautiful bowl for two cents, but has mud
with which to build his house and corn for his stomach from his garden, and the American industrial worker devoid of art, of work, of
fiesta, of idleness and satisfaction. In addition, he has found room for
Mexican history, ancient and modern, as well as current politics. His
delving into the Mexican national life is painstaking and muy simpatico.

SIDNEY KARTUS.
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EDITORIAL NOTES
Mr. John P. Clum, associate editor of the Arizona Historical Review, reached his eightieth year September 1. Mr. Clum's long and
active life has been embellished by his interest in historical and social
comment. As a pioneer of Arizona, he founded in 1878 the first daily
newspaper of the territory, the Citizen of Tucson. He established
other papers, among which was the Tombstone Epitaph, in the town
of which he also was first mayor, in 1881. This activity cannot be
ranked below his services in the civilizing of the Apache Indians, for
whom he was Indian Agent from 1874 until 1877. Mr. Glum had
been educated at Rutgers before coming west, and his qualifications
allowed him to understand the value and facilities of the press in the
advancement of Arizona. After, leaving Arizona, he acted for years
as chief of division of post-office inspectors. He resigned in April,
1911, and after various other ventures, acquired a ranch in the Coachella valley of California, as well as a home in Los Angeles, where he
now lives. Mr. Clum's writings in the Arizona Historical Review record those times in this state which are already considered as of the
past. The commonwealth has been and continues to be indebted to
him.
The doctor's dissertation of Dr. R. K. Wyllys, contributing editor of the Arizona Historical Review, is in the process of being published by the University of California Press. The title of the thesis is
The French in Sonora. Dr. Wyllys has also nearing completion his
biography of Father Kino.

CONTRIBUTORS
WILL C. BARNES was a cattle rancher near the locale of the

war he describes at the time it took place. One of the warring parties started from his chuck-wagon, and he had an encounter on a
canyon trail of the Tonto Basin with one of the participants with
whom he was not on good terms, the two having already had a meeting in Holbrook which threatened to be fatal. After serving in both
the Arizona and New Mexico state legislatures, being a member of the
first livestock sanitary board of Arizona and administering other public posts of responsibility, he entered the, forest service, becoming a
supervisor. Later he became secretary of the U. S. Geographic Board.
He is retired now and devotes himself to southwestern research and
writing, being co-author of the new book "Cattle," and sole author
of other volumes. Mr. Barnes holds the Congressional Medal of
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Honor, won in Arizona for bravery in a fight against Apache Indians
while he was a U. S. soldier. He is now making a trip around the
world.

JOE CHISHOLM, with his collaborators, has done Arizona history a remarkable service by recording in a book which will be issued
this fall the little known exploits of the Arizona Ranger, as a part of
the life of Captain Tom Rynning.
A native of San Francisco, he came to Bisbee by stage-coach in
1881, and was reared in the mining and cattle country of southern
Arizona. After an experience on California newspapers, he, with
others, founded the Bisbee Daily Review in 1900. Altogether, he has
at one time or another edited half the newspapers of Arizona. He is
now a feature writer for the Los Angeles Times.
JOHN P. CLUM is familiar to readers of the Review, being a
constant contributor. First mayor of Tombstone and first editor of
the Tombstone Epitaph, he was the Indian agent who captured Geronimo in the '70's and brought him in irons to the reservation to live.
Mr. Glum makes his home in Los Angeles.
COL. CORNELIUS C. SMITH is a grandson of William Sanders Oury, of the Oury family which made the trip into Mexico described in Mrs. Granville H. Oury's diary. Mrs. Oury was the wife
of the brother of William Sanders Oury. Col. Smith is now on the retired list of the army, after a service record which includes the Congressional Medal of Honor gained in a fight with Sioux Indians. He
resides in Riverside, California.
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LAST FRONTIER
JULIA Y. REIDHEAD
Julia Y. Reidhead, 97, one of the few remaining members of the
Mormon hegira, died in Phoenix, July 1, 1931. Born in Reidsville,
Me., Oct. 23, 1933, her parents became Mormons when she was four,
and followed the church west. Driven with her parents from Lima,
Ill., by mobs in 1845, she was taken to Mt. Pisgah, Ia., where her
father made wagons for the great trek across the plains. The Reidheads, members of the Joseph Young wagon train, arrived in Salt
Lake City in 1850, finally settling in Provo, Utah. Marrying John
Reidhead in 1863, in 1877 she came with him to Arizona. They established themselves on the Showlow River in Apache County until
driven out by Indians, going then to Woodruff, Ariz., where Mr.
Reidhead died in 1916. In 1927 Mrs. Reidhead came to live with her
daughter in Phoenix, where she remained until her death.
BO J. WHITESIDE
Bo J. Whiteside, 78, at Prescott, August 22. Born in Parks Bar,
Calif., Feb. 6, 1855, Whiteside came to Arizona in 1880. He was a
sheriff, a territorial legislator, and a legislative attache for years.
COL. WILLIAM A. GLASSFORD
Col. William A. Glassford, 78, in San Francisco, August 6, 1931.
Born in Southwest Missouri, he joined the U. S. Signal Corp when 21,
was made a lieutenant in 1885, and shortly afterward chief signal
officer of the Arizona department. He erected the heliograph signal
system which led to the capture of Geronimo. Following a retirement after further distinguished army service, he made his home in
Phoenix until shortly before his death in a hospital in California.
SOLOMON WAITE
Solomon Waite, 84, July 28, at St. Johns, Ariz. Born in Oxfordshire, England, Oct. 27, 1847, he left England in 1871 and arrived in
Salt Lake City the same year. There he was married, and when the
L. D. S. authorities called for volunteers to settle in Arizona, he answered, coming to St. Johns in 1884, where he lived until death.
HARVEY HUBBS
Harvey Hubbs, 76, at Kingman, July, 1931. Born in California, he came to Arizona 50 years ago. Prospector, freighter, cattleman, he also held the public esteem of Mohave County, where he
lived, being sheriff, treasurer and supervisor at various times in his
career.
Other pioneers to pass recently are: Henry G. Robertson, Ann
S. Vaughn, F. D. Haymore, Mrs. Forrest R, Graham, Thomas Dean,
Mrs. Charles Fowler, Mary Jane Smith, Martin Gold, Frank Powers,
E. T. Jones, John Connor, Mrs. E. J. Doyle, Jeff Beem, David L.
Stinson.
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