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FROM VARIETY THEATER TO
COFFEE SHOPPE
BY C. E. WILLsoN
December 26, 1881, at the new little mining camp of
Tombstone, Arizona Territory, proved to be a memorable
date. For almost a year and a half, or ever since William
J. Hutchinson had purchased the property site designated
in the records as Lot 9, Block 5, all Tombstone had been
eagerly awaiting the completion of Hutchinson's plans for
the proposed variety theater.
According to correspondent Spicer of the Arizona Weekly
Star, who was stationed at Tombstone, there were three
thousand people in the camp by June 20, 1880.' Up to the
conceiving of the Hutchinson plan, there had been only one
theater active, and that was for only a short time. The
playhouse in question was the Theater Comique, which
was managed by Joe Bignon in 1879. 2 It was not unusual,
then, that "Billy" Hutchinson should meet with approval
from the majority of Tombstone's rapidly growing population when he proposed to build a variety theater.
The Bird Cage Theater on Allen Street near Sixth will be dedicated
by Hutchinson's Variety troupe in an entirely new and original series
of plays, songs, dances, etc., that will serve to interest and amuse the
audience. The price of admission has been fixed at the low price of
half a dollar. Those desiring to witness the performance will have to
go early, as there is sure to he a rush. 3

Such was the long-awaited announcement that greeted
the eager readers of the Tombstone Weekly Epitaph on
Arizona Week/'' Star, June 24, 1880, vol. III, no. 23.
The Cricket, December (?) 1888, vol. IX, no. 153.
3 Tombstone IV eekly Epitaph, December 26, 1881, vol.
1

2

3

IL no. 32.
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December 2 6, 1881. Not that they needed to be told.
For long weeks they had watched the construction of their
playhouse-to-be. They had seen to it that the foundation
was made with the proper specifications; that the adobe
walls were firmly built; that the interior was furnished in
a manner which would make the theater second to none
in the Territory. Only a few days previous the stage from
the west had been all but crushed by the scores of miners,
cattle rustlers, and tradesmen as they tried to catch glimpses
of the passengers who were descending from the coach.
Genial "Billy" Hutchinson had gone to San Francisco to
select the talent which would grace the boards of his little
theater in the greasewood-strewn hills. He had not gone
in vain. This fact was attested by the chorus of "oh's"
and the soft whistles which greeted each performer coyly
holding her full skirts about herself. Human nature being
what it is, the "kibitzers" of that day had freely given
advice in regard to the building of the theater from the
turning of the first shovel full of dirt to the polishing of
the last glass on the bar in the lobby. Now the time had
come to assure their friends of the sagacity of their advice.
As the amusement-starved people of Tombstone entered
the lobby of the Bird Cage on the opening night, they were
greeted with a warm handclasp by the industrious Hutchinson and his equally ambitious wife, Lottie. Proud of
their achievement, they eagerly escorted their fellow
townspeople to various places of interest.
The focus of attention in the lobby was the highly polish ed bar at one end. Here could be obtained a wide variety
of wines and liquors. Through the evening the diminishing
stock was replenished with new supplies from the storeroom
below the stage At one side of the bar was a contrivance
similar to a dumb-waiter by means of which drinks were
sent to the boxes above the auditorium.
A partition separated the lobby, or barroom, from the
theater proper. Along two sides of the auditorium was
a one-level balcony, which was divided into sections or
boxes. The balcony jutted from the wall and seemed to
be suspended. As the girls sang while they waited on the
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men with drinks and smiles, it was only natural that the
theater should be named the "Bird Cage."
The stage accommodations were scant but adequate. The
width of the proscenium opening was about fifteen feet;
the height, ten feet; and the playing depth about fifteen
feet. This area was sufficient for the series of sketches,
songs, acrobatic turns, and dances that comprised the program both on the opening night and for the performance.s,
to come.
The performers were primarily from the variety houses
of San Francisco. It is quite evident that the interest of
the Bird Cage audiences was definitely in players of the
feminine gender. This was natural for most of the audience were men. Lottie Hutchinson saw to it that the girls
acted in the manner that was most conductive to the development of a degree of respectability. Possibly, the
similarity of her name and that of Lotta Crabtree, one of
the most prominent actresses of her day, has given rise to
the tradition that the famous actress played at the Bird
Cage. Considerable questioning of inhabitants of Tombstone, some of whom lived there in the eighties, has resulted in the vehement assertion that Lotta Crabtree did
play at the Bird Cage. But when proof of the assertion
was requested, no satisfactory answer could be obtained.
The following letter answers the question rather definitely:
Tucson, Arizona

Mr. C. E. Willson September 18, 1933
Douglas, Arizona
Dear Mr. Willson:
I have your letter of September 17, inquiring about Lotta Crabtree.
I put in four years studying the Crabtree family, and went through a
very long-drawn-out litigation in Boston, so I am perfectly confident
that what I tell you is true. Lutta Crabtree never did appear at the
Bird Cage, nor any other theater in Tombstone. She never even visited
that town.
The story evidently started because of the fact that she staked her
brother, Jack Crabtree, who went there; and he repeatedly told people
that he intended to build a big theater in Tombstone and that his
sister Lotta was going to open it.
Among 66 old-timers whose affidavits I took and who were there in
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Tombstone from the time it started until the boom was over, I never
found but one who stated that Lotta Crabtree was ever there. This
one was . . . (an old-timer), and he had been drunk for forty years
and unquestionably was drawing upon his imagination.
Yours very truly,
John B. Wright

The success of the opening night presaged the eventful
entertainments that came along through the years. Something of the nature of these programs can be understood
by the following announcement:
Bird Cage Opera House
Billy Hutchinson
____ Proprietor
Director of Amusements
E. Forrest
E. Wittig
Leader of Orchestra
Frank Jones
Master of Properties
People crazed with delight over our new company. 20 first class
artists.
Tremendous hit of Varney and Geome, the greatest acrobatic song
and dance team in America.
The verdict is "guilty." Johnny Pierce. Guilty of what? Of
being the greatest End Man and comedian that ever visited Tombstone.
Overwhelming success of Mr. Charles H. Duncan who is nightly
received with showers of applause.
The pink of perfection, Miss Kitty Mountain, who has established
herself at once as a favorite.
Always ready when wanted, Nola and Billy Forrest; the people's
choice.
Still with us—Miss Mable Rivers. A model for all to copy from.
The pet of the boys, Little Pearl, who has many imitators but no
equal.
Our bower of beauty: Miss Clara Edwards, Miss Irene Orsman,
Miss Bell Budoir, Miss Lizzie Bell, Miss Annie Showers, Miss Lotta
Hall, Miss Bessie Harper, Miss Susie Foster, and a host of others.
Remember the curtain rises at 8 sharp. General admission 25 cents.
Boxes according to location. 4

Notwithstanding the fact that the reputation of the Bird
Cage among the "better class" of the society of Tombstone
was not very complimentary, it did house people who had
many commendable attributes. Characteristic of the group
who presented the shows at the little mining camp theater
4

Tombstone Republic,m,

January 25, 1883, vol. II, no. 30.
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were their kindness and appreciation for favors done to
them. 'To show this trait in a tangible way, benefit permances were given. An example of one of these was that
given in honor of Lola Cory.
The Bird Cage company are making great preparations for the bellefit to Lola Cory to be given on the 15th. From present appearances
it will be the biggest thing in the show line ever witnessed by a Tombstone audience. Tickets are for sale everywhere. Miss Cory has just
recovered from a severe fit of sickness and the management has tendered
her this benefit on the occasion of her first appearance on the stage after
her recovery. She has long been recognized as an ardent student in
her profession, and a clever actress. Her benefit should be an enthusiastic
one and a success financially, as it certainly will be historionically. 5
Lola Cory's benefit at the Bird Cage last night was both flattering to
the recipient and creditable to the house. The performance could not
be excelled in any variety theater in the United States, and it was
impossible to find standing room in the house so dense was the audience.
Tommy Rosa appeared on the stage in a few voluntary acts, and was
cheered to the echo. Phoenix, Price, and Prof. King were as good as
usual, and the Campbell Sisters, Kittie Wilson, and Annie Duncan were
as bright and charming as ever. The performance was in every sense
excellent, the stage arrangements reflecting credit on Neal Price, the
stage manager. Tommy Rosa, who justly enjoys the reputation of being
cne of the best comedians on the coast, will commence his regular season
this evening. 6

Benefit performances were not the only means used to
clarify the impression some of the people had toward the
Bird Cage. "Billy" Hutchinson staged masquerades and
grand balls where everyone joined in having a good time.
The performers danced with members of the audience.
Such associations resulted in a warm friendship being established between performers and public and served to
counteract, to some extent, the misconception that many people of Tombstone had.
This desire on the part of the Hutchinsons of making
their playhouse a place of respectability led them to estab
lish a "Ladies' Night." The incongruity of the idea resulted
in its being abandoned after the first night. The attitude
5
6

Tombstone Epitaph, September 9, 1882, vol. IV, no. 9.
Ibid., September 16, 1882, vol. IV, no. 10.
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of the Tombstone ladies towards the Bird Cage still would
not permit them to attend.
The belief that the audiences of the western variety
theaters have been unjustly considered is further substantiated by statements made by Eddie Foy, the distinguished
variety actor, who played at Tombstone in the early part
of 1881 on his way from Denver to San Francisco.
Our engagement was at a concert hall known as the Bird Cage Varieties; why they didn't call it the Coffin I don't know. We seemed to
make good and could have stayed longer. Incidentally, let me say that
I was never shot at nor made the target for eggs or cabbage by dissatisfied
patrons in those mining camp honkeytonks, nor did I ever see any other
actor suffer such indignity. It is true that the audiences sometimes expressed its approval or disapproval rather emphatically; but I never saw
any violence offered save by some fellow who was drunk and
irresponsible.'

This testimony is in direct contrast to that given by
O'Brien Moore, a writer on the Missouri Republican, who
supposedly visited Tombstone. The article, which ran in
his newspaper under date of February 5, 1888, was not
very well received in Tombstone.
The Bird Cage opera house was the most popular institution in Tombstone from 1879 to 1882. William H. Hutchinson, always called
Billy, was the proprietor. The Bird Cage was a big frame building
situated on Allen Street, the principal thoroughfare of the town. There
was a bar in front and a stage in the rear of a large hall on the ground
door. It was a story and a half high, and upstairs were arranged twelve
boxes, six on each side, and back of the stage, was a wine room. The
Bird Cage was the headquarters of all the bloods of Tombstone and
between the hours of eight and five in the morning, it was one of the
liveliest institutions in the western country. There was an excellent
variety troupe always maintained, and the bar generally gave employment to three bartenders twenty-four hours daily. The Bird Cage
was the soul of Tombstone at night. If you wanted to meet a leading
lawyer, a mine or mill superintendent, the sheriff of the county, the
chief of police, the mayor of the city, the editor of any of the daily
papers, or any of the bright stars of desperadodom, the chances are
that if you penetrated the Bird Cage you would have found them.
In 1880 the factional fights in Tombstone were at the zenith of
their desperation. Virgil Earp was the City Marshall and John H.
7

Eddie Foy and Alvin F. Harlow, Clowning Through Life (New York:
E. P. Dutton and Co., 1928) p. 159.
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Behan was the Sheriff of the county. Between these two officials there
was a deadly feud. It was the custom that the friends of Behan should
occupy the boxes on the left of the stage. What pleased the Behan
people was certain to displease the Earp people, and if applause or
dissent on one side or the other became too enthusiastic, shooting was
sure to ensue.
One beautiful evening in the Fall of '80 Tombstone was excited with
a rumor that the stage coach had been robbed about four miles from
town. There was a good deal of talk among the partisans on the
streets and about nine o'clock, as one of the stars of the variety stage
at the Bird Cage was doing her fine work, the Behans applauded her.
The Earps, on the other side of the hall, hissed. All of a sudden shots
were exchanged and the ball opened.
Shooting at the Bird Cage was nothing unusual ; but as there were
twelve men killed within its precinct the night I write of, a few details
may not be out of place. Johnny Behan and Jack Ringo were sitting in
a box on the east side of the house. On the knees of each sat one of
the linnets of the cage. The Earps were on the other side and there
were words not passable in these columns exchanged. Dolly Adams,
a new arrival from San Francisco, whose reputation had preceded her,
was singing on the stage. The rustlers cheered her efforts and the
stage robbers groaned her. The Behan people made some remarks
about the singer not being on the inside of stage robberies and the Earp
people answered that the stage robbers, with all their faults, were never
mean enough to be appreciated by Behan. While these remarks were
being exchanged, Ned Curtis of the Earp faction, was leaning back
in his chair and his boots rested on the slender parapet. All at once
Curley Bill lost patience, pulled his gun and a bullet went through
the boot of Curtis. This was the signal for shooting. The men in
the boxes turned loose at each other. The hall below was crowded
and as the shooting began there was a rush for the door. The actors,
who were aligned with the factions according to their jealousies took
a hand in the proceedings. Pistols kept popping for twelve minutes and
then the rustlers found themselves in possession of the house. When
the smoke cleared away twelve dead men and seven badly wounded,
representing both sides, were found. 8

It is highly doubtful that the preceeding incident ever
took place. The article serves further to represent the
misconception that many people outside of the Bird Cage
had toward the variety house. That the account was garbled, in the eyes of clear-thinking people of Tombstone, is
borne out by the caption under which the article was reprinted: "Border Tales To Be Told To The Marines.
8

Tombstone Epitaph, March 10, 1 88 8, vol. IX, no. 32.
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O'Brien Moore Dishes Up More Hogwash Regarding
Tombstone in Early Days, In Which He Draws On His
Vivid Imagination."
On July 2, 1883, the Lottie, whose name seemed to have
prompted the Lotta Crabtree controversy, with her husband,
"Billy" Hutchinson, bade farewell to their friends of the
Bird Cage, selling the building for $4,350 to John Sroufe
and Hugh McCrum of San Francisco. Years later word
came from the Hutchinsons, who were then in Chicago
requesting information pertaining to business conditions in
Tombstone; but they never returned to the mining camp
in the dramatic activities of which they had played such
a prominent part.
On January 16, 1886, Mr. and Mrs. Joe Bignon reopened the Bird Cage. Joe Bignon was a manager of no
little ability and experience as the following sketch will
testify:
)

The above portrait is a correct one of Joe Bignon, sole proprietor and
manager of the Elite Theatre at Tombstone, Arizona. Joe has had an
eventful career, and has passed through many trials and triumphs, having been born in Montreal, Canada, in 1851. He early evinced a
desire to become an actor, and at the age of twelve skipped from the
parental roof and joined Pendergast, Miller, and Kingsley's minstrels,
and was one of the famous "Grant Brothers," who were among the
first to introduce the statue clog in the United States. While he was
yet scarcely out of his teens Joe became the proprietor of Miller's
Hall in Chicago, and in 1872 made his way to Luddington, Michigan,
where he opened "Bignon's Varieties." At the same time he conducted
a place in Anestee, Michigan until 1876, when he joined the Australian Circus. Joe has ever been of a restless nature and no matter how
well he is prospering, when the desire to satisfy his roving disposition
comes on everything is sacrificed to that end, and it is not surprising to
find him, after leaving the Australian Circus, traveling with Doc Hager's
great Paris circus, which he afterwards left to join Lew Mudge, and
with him opened a place at Shebogan, Wisconsin. The old fever took
hold of the subject of our sketch, and he then made up his mind to
take the sage's advice and "go West," which he did and in 1879 we
find him in Tombstone, Arizona, where he opened the Theater Comique,
afterwards conducting the Park Theater in Tucson in the same territory.
In 1883 he concluded to visit San Francisco. He had not been long
taking in the sights before he was asked to accept the management
of the Theater Comique, at the corner of Pine and Kearney streets.
Here he again prospered where he remained nearly two years. After

VARIETY THEATER TO COFFEE SHOPPE 11
leaving the Comique he joined the Harry Leavitt Combination and
played through California and Nevada, afterwards returning to San
Francisco, where he became connected with Cushing's Ocean to Ocean
Circus. After becoming weary of the road Joe again returned to Tombstone, where he opened the place formerly known as the "Bird Cage"
and changed its name to that of the Elite Theater. Sometime ago
Mr. Bignon visited Kingston, New Mexico, and becoming impressed
with the appearance of the place and with his usual enterprise started
in and built himself an opera house which he still owns.
There are a few managers, especially young ones, who are more
enterprising and successful than Joe Bignon, and the fallacy of the
saying "that a rolling stone gathers no moss" was never better shown
than in his case. 9

Although Joe Bignon was an astute theatrical manager
and kept the Bird Cage open in the face of disheartening
financial conditions from 1886 to about 1892, he had to
face the inevitable. Before closing, however, he made
Tombstone and vicinity aware of the presence of good entertainment. Nor did he limit himself to appearing only
at the Bird Cage. Only a few blocks away was Schieffelin
Hall, home of more or less legitimate drama and the center
of dramatic activity of the more cultured of Tombstone.
Here at the Schieffelin, Bignon and his company of variety
performers gave frequent programs of merit. The troupe
rarely appeared without winning the support of its patrons.
With the slowing down of commercial activities of Tombstone the ownership of the Bird Cage changed many times.
Up to 1929, when C. L. Cummings authorized the Helidorado Committee to open the Bird Cage, the silence of the
old playhouse had not been broken for thirty years. Since
that time each fall has seen a celebration, during which
old days are re-lived, old memories, recalled. The little
theater has been the center of it all. To it have come
the student and the curious, the young and the old. From
it they have gleaned something of the spirit of the old
place, its gay abandon, its policy of "live and let live."
The lastest change to occur to the Bird Cage took place on
June 8, 1934, when Mrs. J. B. Lavalley leased the old
9
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building from Mrs. Margaret Cummings and re-opened
it to the Tombstone public as the Bird Cage Coffee Shoppe.
Changes have been in progress in the building for several weeks,
transforming it into a unique wayside inn where local folk, visitors and
tourists may pause for relaxation, refreshment and meals. All changes
have taken into consideration the historical value of the old building
and will in no way mar the spirit of the theatre nor prevent visitors
from seeing it as it has been for the past fifty years. Repairs have
been made to underpinning, walls, plaster and in many other places
that will preserve the life of the building for many years.
The refreshment foyer of the little theater has been redecorated
and slightly remodeled for a coffee shop, modem in appointments. One
of the largest and most elegant of the bars, relics of the olden days
of Tombstone, has been installed where the bar stood in 1881. Lights
will reflect from newly installed mirrors that form a background for
the dining parlor. Curtains and lamp shades will bear desert motifs
appropriate to the southwest. Table appointments are quaint and colorful, the silver being modelled on patterw of long ago and the china
being pottery of pastel shades. Bird cages may be seen and the songs
of the birds will not fail to remind visitors of the other "birds in
gilded cages" that sang here in the years gone by.
Improvements in the main part of the theater have not been completed but they are to include the installation of the Cummings' curios
in this part of the house, which will be made available for a banquet
room where large parties may be served. Private dining room effects
will be obtained by the use of a few of the boxes for balcony tables
for small parties. This will bring into use the old dumb-waiter which
in the eighties lifted countless brimming glasses to patrons of the
theater.

It is a long cry from the days of Hutchinson and Bignon
to the era of the coffee shop. To "Billy" Hutchinson and
his wife, Lottie, goes the credit of envisioning the need
of a variety theater and of establishing the Bird Cage as
a place of entertainment in the community of Tombstone.
Joe Bignon and his resourceful wife assumed the managing
of the playhouse when its fortunes were at low ebb, built
its prestige as a place of amusement to its former height
and even surpassed it, remained steadfast through heartbreaking financial difficulties, and finally gave up only
when remaining with the theater would have been worse
than foolhardy.
To consider the Bird Cage Variety Theater as a place
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where was presented anything more developed in the field
of drama than programs of sheer entertainment would be
a grave error. It made no pretense of being anything but
a combination saloon and variety theater. The stress was
placed upon the activity at the bar, the revenue from the
purchase of tickets to the auditorium as secondary in importance. The seeker after legitimate dramatic performances had to go to Schieffelin Hall, where he found a playhouse that was established as a dramatic shrine.

RECOLLECTIONS OF EARLY DAY
MINING IN ARIZONA
By ARTHUR L. WALKER

During the winter of 1934 I spent a few weeks in Tucson,
Arizona, at one of the luxurious hotels of which the citizens
can be justly proud. The conveniences which the city now
offers to visitors make it a delightful winter resort and it is
not to be wondered that people flock to Tucson to enjoy comfort and health in that marvellous climate. Health was there
fifty years ago—unless one happened to get into an argument with some one who could draw first and was quick
(C
on the trigger"—so also was the climate, but comfort was
lacking. I can vouch for that.
When I first saw Tucson in the real frontier days of 1883
it was not much to boast of. The main street was flanked
with saloons and dance halls on both sides and a few adobe
one-story houses were scattered around in the town and
on the outskirts. There was a Catholic church, built years
before, the Southern Pacific Railroad station, and a hotel.
I well remember the hotel as I patronized it for a short,
but all too long a time; a saloon under my room made sleeping difficult; often impossible.
All sections of this country of ours have changed greatly
during the past half c.entury; hamlets have become towns
and towns great cities, with stores, hotels and office buildings of enormous size. In Arizona marked improvements
have also taken place, but the interesting feature to note is
the change in the residents. Fifty years ago the inhabitants were Indians, principally of the Navajo and Apache
tribes, the latter being often on the war path; teamsters
who carried freight, by ox, mule or horse team, hundreds
of miles from the Southern Pacific Railroad in the south,
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and the Atlantic and Pacific Railway (now the Atchison Topeka and Santa Fe) in the north to points in the interior;
cowboys who roamed the country with no wire fences to
hinder them; prospectors who scoured the mountains
and hillsides in search of ore containing valuable metals;
miners who worked in the many small mines then
being opened and operated; with of course a fair sprinkling
of county and state officials, trades people and, it must be
admitted, saloon keepers who could serve straight whisky
that would corrode a cast iron pipe, and expert gamblers
who made life more interesting for those who desired to
lose money that way instead of speculating in stocks.
In addition to these picturesque members of the community there were the Mormons who came down from
Utah, entering Arizona from the northeast. They settled
in the fertile valleys where they devoted their energies
to cultivating the land and raising stock. In time these
settlements gradually extended to the south, so that by
1882 the Mormons constituted a considerable part of the
inhabitants of the eastern section of Arizona Territory.
Then there were the many military posts, scattered all
over the Territory, for the protection of the people from
the raids of the Apaches. In those days it was generally
considered the Indians were a curse and should be exterminated, that "the only good Indian was a dead one." Many
of us now believe, however, that had the Indians been
treated decently by the whites who came in contact with
them and had the government at Washington been fairer
in its dealings, there would have been much less trouble
The entire population of the Territory in the very early
eighties was from 40,000 to 50,000 exclusive of the Indians; the latter numbered about 4,000.
Those were the days of real romance on the frontier.
The people were rough and ready but were hospitable to a
remarkable degree, always willing to help; and any one,
even a tenderfoot, was safe, possibly safer than in one of
our eastern cities, provided he behaved himself.
History informs us that the Spaniards, who came over
from Mexico, discovered lead and silver ore in southern

16
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Arizona in the Seventeenth Century, one of the earliest discoveries of any ore in this country. Attempts to extract the
metals by crude methods were unsuccessful for obvious
reasons. Then, after two centuries the Mowry mine, near
Tucson, was discovered about 1850 and operated on d.
moderate basis for a short time before it was abandoned.
While the mineral wealth of Arizona was fully recognized from about the middle of the last century, it was
not until the consummation of the Gadsden Treaty, in 1854,
that prospecting and mining on an extended scale began to
be carried on, and this was only made possible through the
protection from Indian raids given the miners by the United
States troops. In 1862 the exigencies of the Civil War
compelled the government to withdraw the soldiers whereupon the Indians became such a menace that mining operations were suspended.
After the close of the war, when troops were sent west
again, the miners drifted back and many promising mines
were located, some of which were so successfully operated
that they paid dividends for years. In those days gold and
silver were the only metals considered worth while and all
copper prospects were ignored.
The principal region of the occurence of the precious
metals and of copper and lead is in a broad belt extending
diagonally across the State from the southeastern to the
northwestern corners. These metals are widely distributed
throughout this region but the chief producers of gold have
been located in the northwestern part of this belt, and the
large copper properties mostly in the southeastern section.
From 1866 to 1875 the value of gold and silver produced
in Arizona was comparatively small, $500,000 to $1,000,000
annually. Then the output of the precious metals began
to increase rapidly. In 1 878 it reached $3,500,000 and
in 1881, $8,300,000 of which gold accounted for only about
$1,000,000. Discoveries of extraordinarily rich silver ore
in Gila, Cochise, and Final (northern part) counties accounted for the marked increase in the production of that
1

1

The values given are simply indicative, as statistics of early production
are not reliable.
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metal, but after 1882 the output decreased rapidly, due to
exhaustion of the mines in depth. It was then apparent that
Arizona would not be a large producer of silver.
When I arrived in the Territory I heard many fabulous
tales about silver mines; what had been accomplished and
what might be expected. Interesting as these stories might
be, they were too romantic to record, but I feel quite safe
in making the following statements, for I visted the mines
mentioned shortly after my arrival.
In the McMillan district, about twelve miles northeast
of Globe, a vein of silver ore was discovered on which many
mines were located but only one of them, the Stonewall
Jackson mine, ever produced profitable ore. In this mine
a vein of solid silver, several inches thick, was discovered,
while sinking a shaft on the footwall. It was stated to me
on good authority that when this silver was hauled to the
nearest point on the railroad it made up a full carload. The
capacity of the car was not mentioned but in those days
they were rather small. There is no doubt about finding
the silver, however, for I saw samples of it on my arrivai
in Globe and when I visited the mine the location of the
vein from which the silver came was shown to me, as were
also more samples of the beautifully crystallized silver,
different from any usually found. No further discoveries
of real value were made in these mines after this rich pocket
was excavated.
Another remarkable occurrence of silver was discovered
about twelve miles north of Globe, at a place called Richmond Basin, a plateau at the foot of some low hills. A number of almost pure silver chloride (cerargyrite) nuggets
were found here, some of them weighing as much as thirty
pounds. Large silver nuggets were found even in later
years.' One old lady, the wife of a prospector who had
staked out a claim in the basin, told me she could go out
and pick up a nugget any day before breakfast till the
news got around and the rush came in. About 1881 the
McMorris mine was located in this basin and some rich silver veins developed which seemed to warrant the construc'See cut in Report of Governor of Arizona, 1897, p. 30.
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tion of a mill. There being no water at the mine, a site
was selected at Wheatfields, on Pinal creek, and there a
stamp mill was erected. Unfortunately the veins in the
mine petered out and though the shaft was sunk to a depth
of eight hundred feet and the mine thoroughly exploited,
no more ore was discovered. The mill was really never
called upon to show what it could do.
Mr. Flandin, the agent for the French company which
had expended a large amount of money on the McMorris
property, in development and construction, informed me
that, in his opinion, no silver ore would be found in depth in
any of the mines in Gila county. Time has proved the correctness of his forecast. All of the ore was at or near the
surface, and for this reason these mines proved bonanzas for
the prospectors in the early days. Other mines in this class
were the Alice, Rescue, Miami, Old Mexican and Dime—
forgotten long ago.
One of the most interesting silver mines was the old
Silver King, in the northern part of Pinal county, near what
is now Superior. In 1875 Benjamin W. Regan, Mason,
and two or three other prospectors on returning from Globe,
camped at the foot of the old Stoneman grade after having
travelled twenty-five miles through a hostile Indian country.
It is told that a mule while pawing the ground uncovered
a ledge of black looking rock from which one of the men
broke off a sample and, finding it very heavy, scratched it
with a knife. Much to his surprise and joy the steel cut
into soft metal which he recognized at once as native silver.
The four men then located the property, naming it the Silver King mine. It was a paying proposition from the start,
as the very rich ore extracted from the surface workings and
shipped to San Francisco assayed $8,000 to $20,000 per
ton.' Later a stamp mill was erected at Pinal, about five
miles to the south, to treat the lower grade ore, there being
no water for milling purposes at the mine. The ore was
hauled to the mill in heavy wagons, four in a train, the
motive power being twenty-two animals, horses and mules,
in each team. In the mill it was crushed by stamps and
McClintock's History of Arizona.
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then concentrated on a new type of Frue vanners, six feet
wide. The result was a high grade concentrate and a com paratively poor tailing. In 1883, when the mill had been
operating successfully for some years under the supervision
of Francis H. Blake, son of Professor William P. Blake, then
professor of mining at the University, the average value of
the ore was from forty to fifty dollars per ton and the recovery in the concentrate about eighty-eight per cent—
good work for that period. The concentrate was shipped
to the smelter near San Francisco.
In the lower levels in the mine a larger percentage of
the silver in the ore occurred associated with friable minerals, principally barite, which made a satisfactory recovery
by water concentration impossible. How to treat it was a
problem. Arthur Macy, an experienced mining engineer,
was superintendent in charge of all operations. He decided to build a second mill to treat this class of ore by a
method of chloridizing, roasting and pan amalgamation, a
process used at Virginia City, Nevada, on the Comstock
Lode, in earlier days. Robert Peele, afterwards professor
of mining at Columbia University, New York, was placed
in charge of the new mill and in 1885 it was in full operation. The recovery in the mill was eighty per cent, a much
more satisfactory result than could have been obtained if
this ore had been treated in the concentrating mill due to
the high specific gravity of the barite. The metal recovered
was melted in a small furnace with flux, the products being
silver bullion, which was shipped to the San Francisco mint,
and a rich slag, which was sent to the smelter.
After several bars of silver had been made away with, in
the course of transportation, by industrious highwaymen,
the bars were cast of such a weight that they could not easily
be carried away on the back of a mule. That put an end
to these robberies, which had endangered the payment of
dividends. Both mills were operated side by side 'till 1888
when the mine became exhausted and all work was practically
suspended.
The ore in the Silver King mine occurred in an almost
vertical pipe vein, the size of which varied greatly at dif-.
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ferent levels. There was a bonanza below the 250-ft. level
but the great bonanza on the seventh level, about 800 feet
below the surface, furnished enough ore to pay many dividends. Below this level the vein was absolutely cut off
by a fault and while many efforts have been made to locate
a continuation of the ore body none has been successful,
though at times small veins or stringers of rich ore have
been found from which silver has been recovered in com-

paratively small quantities.
During the last year of the life of the old Silver King,
dividends were paid regularly, $25,000 a month, and it is
officially reported that the stockholders received $1,950,000
in dividends during the life of the mine, a large amount
in those days.
Silver ore was discovered near Tombstone, in the late
seventies. In the early eighties John A. Church was smelting ore from the Contention mine, one of the principal
properties in that district, and producing a lead-silver bullion. The unique feature of this smelting operation was
the use of manganese oxide in lieu of iron oxide for a basic
flux in the furnaces. Church succeeded in producing satisfactory results with a slag containing as much as forty
per cent manganese oxide. This is one of few cases on
record where iron was more expensive for fluxing ore than
manganese. Tombstone was far more noted, however, as
being the home of that celebrated paper, the Tombstone
Epitaph, a publication in which the daily shooting scraps .
were recorded.
While in the early days silver occupied a more prominent position than gold in the Territory, in later years the
gold mines have produced in a much more profitable degree.
One of the oldest gold mines in the Territory was the
Vulture in Maricopa county, discovered in the early sixties.
A succession of slips or faults made it difficult to follow the
vein when the property was first developed and tended to
discouraged operations. However, the owners preserved in a
courageous manner and their efforts were fully rewarded,
as a vein of ore was opened up from which millions of dollars in gold have been produced. Now, more than seventy
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years after its discovery the old Vulture mine is still active
but lower grade ore is being extracted.
The Congress mine in Yavapai county produced a large
amount of gold in the late nineties and early part of this
century. In 1897 the production was about 3,600 ounces
of gold per month. Later the Tom Reed and United
Eastern mines, near Oatman in Mohave county contributed
largely to the output of gold from Arizona. Many other
mines might be mentionel if space permitted. In later years
a large tonnage of gold and silver ore has been smelted
with copper ore, thus increasing the output of the precious
metals materially, until the production of copper was curtailed a few years ago.
While Arizona has never been noted as an outstanding
producer of the precious metals, tribute should be paid to
the hardy and adventurous prospectors who, in their search
for gold and silver, discovered and located the many mines
that were to become the backbone of the copper mining industry in that Territory. Later lower grade copper mines
were developed and since 1910 Arizona has been the banner
state in the production of copper. From 1850 to 1933 the
total production from this State has been greater than that
of any other in the Union.'
Prior to 1850 but little copper ore was mined in this
country. Then the Lake Superior mines in Michigan were
opened up and for the next thirty years about eighty per cent
of the domestic copper produced came from that district.
In 1880 the demand for the metal increased to such an extent that the price rose to twenty-three cents a pound and
this high price promoted the development of copper mines
in the west, especially in Arizona and Montana.
In 1882 the output of copper in Arizona was about 9,000
short tons, the producing mines being the Copper Queen,
Old Dominion, Pima, Longfellow, Columbia, Russell, Buffalo, Neptune, Long Island, and Detroit. Of these only
the Copper Queen at Bisbee, the Old Dominion at Globe,
the Longfellow at Clifton (purchased by the Arizona Copper Company, together with the undeveloped Metcalf
'Minerals Yearbook, 1934, p. 9.
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properties, in 1882) and the Detroit, at Morenci (acquired
by Phelps, Dodge & Company who controlled the Copper
Queen) survived the drop in the price of copper in 1881-.
The United Verde came into production in 1887, and Holbrook and Cave (acquired later by the Copper Queen) in
1888.
None of these mines produced copper in any quantity
prior to 1880 except the Copper Queen and the Longfellow.
I arrived in Globe City—the euphonius name then given
to the mining camp which is now Globe—on August 1,
1883. It is interesting to recall my trip from the east for
it seemed to me when I started out, a tenderfoot from the
Columbia School of Mines, I was headed for some unknown
region at the ends of the earth. The railroads ran in a
most leisurely manner, twenty miles an hour was the schedule on the crack Southern Pacific train. At the end of my
railroad journey I was dumped off at Casa Grande about
10 P. M. where a boarding house was pointed out to me
by the station master. It was a two-room adobe building;
one room for the landlady's family and the other for the
guests. I was the only guest that night but there were
other small occupants, that kept me awake till it was time
to get ready for the Globe stage the next morning. We
left Casa Grande in a four-horse Concord coach, travelling
through the deep dust and under a broiling sun to Florence
where a lunch was served that was uneatable. Then in
the afternoon we went on to Riverside (now Ray Junction), on the Gila river, where an even less tempting meal
was offered to us in the evening. At Florence three other
passengers had joined me. One of them was a mining man
and it was a great pleasure, and most interesting, to listen
to his stories about the country. At one place along the
route an energetic individual had erected a canvas sunshade
and bar—a board laid on top of two empty barrels—from
which he dispensed beer to quench the thirst of the few
travellers who passed that way. The mining man asked us
to join him at the bar, which invitation was gladly accepted.
He ordered four beers, and four very small glasses filled
with rather warm liquid were placed on the bar before us.
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The stuff was wet however and relieved our parched throats.
Then our host threw down a silver dollar and I, remembering our five-cent overflowing steins in the east, waited to
see him receive his change, but there was no change; the
lowest charge for anything in those days was twenty-five
cents, two bits. Later the low limit was reduced to one bit;
a short bit was ten cents and a long bit was fifteen cents.
After looking over my supper I again boarded the stage
and we started up the grade from the Gila river to cross
the Pinal mountains during the night. I was then the on]y
passenger so I climbed up on the box beside the driver to
be able to talk to someone. He did most of the talking
however and told me one story after another about how
the stages had been held up by road agents, the leaders of
the four-horse team shot down, the Wells-Fargo messenger
killed and the strong box rifled. The passengers were lined
up and relieved of any cash and valuables they possessed
but the driver was not molested, if he behaved himself
and obeyed orders. To make his stories more realistic he
pointed out huge boulders from which the highwaymen
emerged when practicing their art, and sharp turns in the
road where they could easily remain concealed till they
went into action. Of course I did not believe all he said
but it was getting cold so I descended to the inside of the
coach where I nearly froze. I had no overcoat, as I did
not think one necessary for a midsummer drive in Arizona,
and wore only very thin clothes. In spite of the cold I
would doze off, as I had not slept the previous night, and
then a sudden and violent contact of my head against an
iron brace as we went round a curve or hit a rock, would
bring me to. It was a joy when we ended the descent on
the other side of the mountain and felt the warmth of the
rising sun. I will never forget that ride, though afterwards
I staged in the Territory many times, often for four days
in succession.
We arrived in Globe at 6 A. M. having made the distance
of about one hundred miles in twenty-three hours. I went
to the Pascoe House, run by the family of the Sheriff, B.
F. Pascoe, and my first act was to consume as much food
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for breakfast as would suffice for three good meals. The
place was clean but not very elegant. I was shown to a
small room, which I could have to myself. I soon discovered it was necessary to exercise care in modulating my voice
as the walls were made of one inch boards, and all sounds
could be heard from one end of the building to the other.
The ceiling was made of cheesecloth, tacked to the walls
at the desired height, and allowed to flap at will in the air
currents. A paper hanger who came later, to put paper
on the cheesecloth that covered the wooden partitions, told
me that once he had been engaged to paper the cheesecloth
ceiling in a bar room. He tried it but it was like trying to
cover the underside of a big balloon waving around in the
wind.
On reaching Globe I reported to Alex. Trippel, the
metallurgist, who was to be my boss for four years. I was
to fill the position of chemist and assayer.
The copper mines which were later to become the principal source of ore supply for the Old Dominion Copper
Mining Co., were discovered and located for gold and
silver about 1874 by Regan, Mason and others in their
party, but little of these precious metals were ever found
in them. In the original Old Dominion mine, located about
four miles north of Globe, there was a narrow vein of rich
copper ore containing particles of gold visible to the naked
eye. This vein was opened up in the late seventies and in
1881 ore was mined and then smelted at a small plant
near the Bloody Tanks, so named because it was here that
General Crook had overtaken a band of Apache Indians
he was pursuing, and exterminated them. Only a small
amount of copper was produced and the cost of shipping
it was so great that the results were unprofitable.
In January, 1882, Judge Hackney, the pioneer editor of
the Arizona Silver Belt, wrote in his paper about this property and in the course of his article stated, "We hear that
free gold in large quantities is found in the mine . . . a
gold and copper mine is not a copper mine and the gold
does not add a fraction to the commercial value of the
copper." He then suggested the ore be sent to a "separat-
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ing plant" in San Francisco. The only difficulty about this
idea was that the information given the Judge was wrong;
the actual value of the gold in the ore was very small and
a "separation" would not have been successful. Hackney
was a keen observer however and in 1878 was one of the
first to call attention to the extensive and rich bodies of
copper ore revealed by the superficial workings on the mines
in the vicinity of Globe, and predicted that the value of
these mines would come from copper and not from silver.
He was a pioneer with great ability, with unbounded faith
in Globe and Gila county. After Judge Hackney's death
his nephew, Joseph Hammil, a worthy successor, became
editor of the paper.
The Globe and Globe Ledge mines, about a mile north
of Globe, were operated by the Globe Mining Company in
1881, but to a limited extent only. The silicious character of the ore made it difficult to smelt and high freight
rates and costs precluded any chance for profit. In 1882
the Globe and Old Dominion mines, together with some
claims in Lost Gulch and Webster Gulch, near the present
location of the Inspiration mill, were sold to M. H. Simpson, of Boston, who transferred them to the Old Dominion
Copper Mining Company, under which name they were
operated. The small smelter from the Bloody Tanks was
moved to the site of the Globe mines for it was recognized
that these were the only properties in the entire group that
stood any chance of producing copper profitably, under the
existing conditions.
Production of copper commenced in 1882, but the costs
were so enormous that in spite of the high grade ore treated
the debt which had been incurred in the development of
the property increased rapidly and in January 1885 amounted to almost a million dollars. In 1884 however the old
and reliable firm of Pope, Cole and Company of Baltimore, Maryland, owners of one of the first copper smelting
plants established in this country and one of the largest creditors, had taken over the financial management of the property, effected a satisfactory arrangement with the other
creditors and the financial troubles of the company, which
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had been numerous and weird, were apparently put on a
firmer basis. When I arrived in Globe and learned that
I might or might not receive my salary on the next pay day
I was much disturbed as walking was not good and the Indians along the route none too friendly. But as a matter
of fact money was always forthcoming and never a pay
day was missed.
George A. Pope, of Pope, Cole and Co., was elected
president and Mr. Harnickell, of New York, secretary and
treasurer. Then Pope, Cole and Co., themselves became
embarrassed, and in 1886 the property passed into the control of William Keyser, of Baltimore, and his associates.
Thus after a checkered and romantic financial career, the
Old Dominion Copper Mining Company found itself in
the hands of very strong interests and its financial troubles
at an end. In 1887 the mines were shut down on account
of the low price of copper, but operations were resumed
January, 1888.
In the early days ore containing fifteen to twenty per
cent copper was extracted from the surface and upper levels
of the mine, and hauled by a four-horse ore team down
grade to the smelter, a distance of about three quarters
of a mile; that is, the team walked ahead of the load of
ore going down but had a difficult job to pull the heavy
empty wagon back to the mine. The ore was smelted in
small round water-jacket furnaces, thirty-six inches in
diameter without any flux, the products being pig copper,
about ninety-six per cent pure, and a slag which was quite
rich. Coke was expensive, costing sixty dollars a ton at
the smelter, and it was deemed wiser to permit an excessive
amount of copper to pass into the slag than to add enough
flux to make a good smelting charge which would increase the weight to be smelted and require much more
coke. The Copper Queen Company built a railroad from
Fairbank to their plant at Bisbee, a distance of forty-seven
miles, to secure cheaper coke and supplies, and the Arizona
Copper Company also built one from Lordsburg, New
Mexico to Clifton, sixty-nine miles. To finance a railroad
from Bowie to Globe, 130 miles through the Apache In-
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dian reservation, was another proposition however, especially when the Old Dominion was in financial distress.
Even after 1888 when the large debt had been paid off
and most satisfactory profits were coming in, William Keyser, the wise financier, would not agree to assist in building the road. He and Simpson were not interested in
mining and the final results were entirely satisfactory to
them, so when opportunity offered they sold the property
to the Lewisohn Brothers of New York in 1895 for a most.
satisfactory figure, and then the purchaser built, or assisted in financing, a railroad from Bowie to Globe.
The geology of the Globe mines has been described at
length and in an admirable manner by Dr. F. L. Ransome,
and it is simply necessary to state here that, in the group
of which the Globe mines were the principal ones, the footwall was an eruptive diabase having a dip to the southeast of from forty-five to fifty-five degrees and a strike
to the southwest. On this footwall occurred a regular and
ever-present talc slip. The hanging wall was limestone.
The ore bodies in the thick vein between these two walls
had a general dip to the southwest, were extremely irregular, and sometimes extended a hundred feet or more into
the hanging limestone. To the southwest of the outcrop
on the Globe mines the ground was covered with an irregular sheet of dacite (termed trachyte in the early days)
and it is under this flow of dacite that the principal faults
to the southwest occur.
The ore was divided into three classes: (1) silicious oxidized ore; (2) basic oxidized ore, which occurred in extensive bodies throughout the vein; and (3) sulphide ore, of
which there was very little, the first regular seam or vein
having been encountered between the sixth and seventh
levels.
Silicious ore, with a high copper content, occurred in more
or less irregular veins along the footwall, sometimes in
large bodies, from the outcrop to what was in 1893 the lowest level, the eighth. The surface outcrop of silicious ore,
a magnificent body about thirty feet thick, contained from
twenty to thirty per cent copper as carbonate, the remainder
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being principally, silica. On account of its high silica content it was for many years considered impossible to use it
and not until 1888 and 1889 was it mined, mixed with
suitable flux and smelted. The result was most profitable.
The cost of coke at the smelting plant was reduced to
about forty-five dollars a ton (of two thousand pounds)
in 1888, of which twenty-nine dollars was for wagon freight
for the haul from the railroad. In good weather it took
about a month for the teams to make the round trip but
during the rainy season very much more rime was required
as the roads became almost impassable. We found the
best quality to be the cheapest in the end, and frequently
used coke brought all the way from Cardiff, Wales. It
contained only three per cent ash while some of our domestic coke contained twenty per cent. To pay railroad
and wagon freight on that ash was an expensive proposition.
Besides the ash often required additional flux and extra
fuel to smelt it. But it seemed strange to bring coke all
the way from Wales to Arizona. Ocean freight charges
to San Francisco were cheap in those days.
In 1883 Mr. Thomas from the Lake Superior country
was superintendent. ln 1884- he was succeeded by Alex Trippel, a graduate of the University of Zurich, Switzerland,
and an able metallurgist, who remained in charge till near
the end of 1887. I served under Dr. Trippel for four
years, first as chemist and assayer and then as mine engineer, and the training I received during that period was of
inestimable value to me in later years. Early in 1887 operations at the Old Dominion were suspended, due to the
low price of copper. I had left and had gone to the Silver
King mine for a few months to act as mechanical engineer
for Mr. Macy. Trippel retired later in the year.
In the latter part of December, 1887, William Keyser,
then President of the Old Dominion, wired me that they
were going to resume work at Globe and offered me the
position of superintendent in charge of all their operations
in Arizona, except the freight contracts. That was a wonderful Christmas present. I accepted at once and felt much
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complimented as I was not yet twenty-five years of age. I
hoped they were not taking too much of a chance.
I went back to Globe January 1, 1888, and made a survey of conditions. Development work in the mine had
not kept pace with ore extraction, due to the drive to keep
costs down, and there was but little ore of smelting grade in
sight. I decided that as the ore bodies in the mine were
making to the southwest, a new shaft should be sunk, and
selected a site on the Interloper mine, one of the claims
we had acquired, about a thousand feet from the old Mooney
shaft, through which ore had been raised to the surface
from the old workings.
I wired Mr. Keyser for permission to sink the shaft,
prophesying that we would find the continuation of the main
ore body at this point, about 450 feet below the level of
main outcrop and 1,300 feet from it, southwesterly. This
was a rash forecast, and later, when I had time to remember it, caused me much uneasiness. He wired back permission to proceed with the work, which was sportsmanlike, in
view of the depleted treasury and enormous company debt
then hanging over his head.
We started work on the shaft, January 20, 1888, and
reached the point that was to be the sixth level, September
6. Development work on this level was immediately commenced and in three weeks the large ore body we expected
to encounter was found almost exactly where we had plotted
it.
The sinking of the Interloper shaft was the turning point
in the early history of the Old Dominion Company as from
it we were able to develop the vein at a point far distant
from the old workings and prove the continuation of the
ore bodies to the southwest. Also the development of these
bodies provided a sufficient supply of ore to enable the mine
to keep well ahead of the smelting plant.
In sinking the shaft the water problem, which in after
years was to become such a serious proposition, was first
met and, after some delay, overcome. At a depth of 272
feet an unexpected flow of water flooded the pumps. A
large bailing tank was put in commission and used alternate-
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ly with the ore cage. This assistance, coupled with the

heroic efforts of the crew, enabled us to sink the shaft to the
sixth level, where the new pumping plant, previously ordered, was installed. Twenty years later a veritable flood
of water was encountered in the deeper workings.
In 1891 the old smelting plant had become antiquated,
even for Arizona. It had been in operation for nine years
and some of it was scrap machinery at the beginning. It
was considered a good time to suggest building a new one.
The million dollar debt had been paid off and profits were
coming in. I submitted plans and estimates to William
Keyser, and, as usual, he gave his approval.
The site selected for the new smelter was a quarter of a
mile southeast of the old one and here grading was commenced in the summer. The plant was completed by the
end of the year and the furnaces blown in January 16,
1892. There were three furnaces having a total daily
capacity of 185 tons of charge. Above each furnace was
a chamber in which the speed of the gas was reduced, the
dust collected and returned to the furnaces. The system
was not perfect but the loss in fine ore and dust, containing
ten per cent copper, was greatly reduced. Larger settlers
were installed under the furnace slag spouts to collect the
copper entrained in the slag as the latter flowed from the
furnaces. A Bleichert rope tramway, the first of its kind
to be installed in the Southwest, conveyed the ore from the
mine ore bin to the smelter. By this means the cost of
delivering the ore to the smelter which had been twentyfive cents per ton by wagon was reduced to seven cents. This
smelting plant was a mere toy compared to modern installations but in 1892 it was considered by some to be the
banner copper smelter in Arizona.
Up to 1894 the Old Dominion held its own very well
with the six principal copper producers in the Territory.
During the six years, 1888 to 1893, that I was in charge
we produced over forty million pounds of copper, the production per year gradually increasing. This was sixteen
per cent of the entire Arizona output. The yearly cost per
pound of pig copper (ninety-six per cent copper) ranged
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from 5.26 cents to 7.19 cents at the smelter, to which should
be added 1.75 cents for freight, fire refining, and marketing. The average yearly selling price of casting copper
during this period ranged from 16 cents to 10 cents a
pound. The yield of ore in copper dropped from 15 down
to 11.4 per cent during the six years, very rich ore, but
we were compelled to use twenty-five per cent barren limestone flux and the expense for coke amounted to nearly half
of the entire cost of all operations. (For full details and
cost sheets of the Old Dominion Copper Company, see
"Early Day Copper Mining in the Globe District," by Arthur L. Walker, Engineering and Mining Journal, April 14,
and 28, 1928.)
The slag problem was a nightmare to the metallurgists.
When copper oxide is smelted the slag produced always contains more copper than when sulphide ore is used. In Arizona the presence of a large amount of silica and often
excess alumina in the ore made the smelting proposition
still more difficult. This resulted in scientific metallurgy
being discarded in favor of financial metallurgy. Coke
was dear, copper was cheap and the real problem was to
produce as much copper as we could at the lowest cost.
Consequently the old time producers sent slag over the
dump containing a shameful amount of copper. But in
the end this copper was not lost for in after years, when
sulphide ore was found in depth, these immense old slag
dumps were sent to the furnaces and the copper recovered.
They were in fact a great asset. Afterwards my dear friend,
James Douglas, said in his quaint way of the Copper Queen
slag dump, "We never made a slag that ran over two per
cent copper but, for some strange reason, when this slag
was resmelted three per cent was recovered." Evidently the
chemists were philanthropically inclined in those days, and
desired to make the metallurgists less unhappy.
While the operations may have been lavish in regard to
copper, we were most economical in other respects. The
operating staffs of the old Arizona Copper companies were
of the simplest character. Usually there was a superintendent in charge of all operations, an assistant superinten-
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dent (who was also the metallurgist), a mining engineer
who did the mine surveying in the limited area of underground workings with the assistance of a rodman and a chemist who performed the assaying and determined the composition of the slag. "Type slags" were unknown factors
in those days. Everyone worked hard and all with the
fixed idea of producing the best results possible under the
conditions then existing.
It is always a pleasure to record my appreciation of the
loyal support afforded me by the employees of the Old
Dominion Company during the period I was there, 1883 to
1893, and especially of the assistance rendered me during
the last six years of my stay. I desire especially to emphasize the excellent work performed by Niles S. Berray, general mine foreman; Andrew Scott, night mille foreman;
A. G. Pendleton, mine surveyor and John Canovan and
John Murphy, smelter foremen. Berray, who succeded
me when I left, was an outstanding man, most capable, and
similar in type to the Virginian in Owen Wister's novel
of that name.
Of the sub-bosses, miners and smeltermen, I can truth fully state that I do not believe a finer body of men ever
existed. The Anglo-Saxon race predominated, and included
Cornish, Irish, and native Americans, about equally divided,
with a sprinkling from other nationalities in Europe. They
were hardworking and intelligent, took a real interest in
affairs and it was a privilege to work with such a fine
company of men. Everyone was as good as anyone else,
but when it came to working and obeying orders, properly
expressed, there was no questioning or dissatisfaction. The
men themselves also realized with pride that each was one
of an exceptionally fine group. Among those from this
group who have made names for themselves might be mentioned the late Hon. George W. P. Hunt, former Governor
of Arizona, who served seven terms in that office, a record
not equaled in any other state; George Wilson, a banker
of prominence, and others.
Globe was on the frontier in every sense of the word,
being within six miles of the Apache Indian reservation,
;
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but in spite of the fact that it was in a wild and more or
less lawless country, the town was even then a model of law
and order. There were many saloons and gambling places;
and pay day, which came only once a month, was a lively
event. But though some of the inhabitants and practically
all visitors wore six-shooters, real shooting affairs were few
and far between, and I doubt if as many people were killed
or hurt by gun play in those days as there are now by automobiles. Interesting incidents occurred, however, as is indicated by the following extracts from my diary:
Aucusi 6, 1883—A certain amount of excitement was caused in the
town due to the fact that a man who pulled out a revolver in a bar-room
quarrel let it fall and it went off, shooting him in the breast. The
excitement was due not to the fact that a man was shot, but to the
peculiar manner.
Aucusl 11, 1883—The mail stage due from Casa Grande was held
up on the bank of the Gila River near Riverside; the messenger was
killed, driver wounded and two thousand dollars consigned to the Pioneer Mill taken off. This robbery is exactly similar to the one that occurred a year ago. At that time two robbers were caught and lynched
in Globe, being hung from a tree.

The sheriff led an easy life, and when dependent upon
his fees had hard work to make a living. Of course, there
were times when he was quite busy and when the sheriff's
chair was not so comfortable as it might otherwise have been.
One of these times occurred when a celebrated scout, Apache
Kid, and nine other Indians were arrested for being implicated in the murder of Indians from another tribe. It was
only a "shooting" quarrel, however, and the Indians were
sentenced to imprisonment at Yuma. The sheriff decided
that as they were to travel shackled and handcuffed he
could easily convey them to prison with only one deputy.
The stage carrying the Indians and their guards arrived at
Riverside in the evening and after supper they commenced
to climb the grade from the river. The prisoners were ordered to walk, the sheriff and his deputy, heavily armed,
guarding them. Suddenly two of the Indians wheeled
around and threw their handcuffed arms over the heads of
the sheriff and his deputy, thus pinioning their arms to
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their sides so that they could not move. Others jumped on
them and forced gags into their mouths, so that they could
not shout (the stage having disappeared around a bend in
the road, the driver did not see what was taking place).
While this was going on the remaining Indians broke their
shackles and handcuffs by means of stones, took the weapons
from the sheriff and his deputy and shot them both. When
the driver stopped to see what was the matter, he was fired
at by one of the Indians, who had run ahead, and dropped
to the ground, slightly wounded, but bleeding profusely.
This driver, Lee Middleton, was an old Indian fighter,
and played 'possum so perfectly that when the Indians came
up they thought he was dead and left him without further
injury. He told me this story himself. Kid and his party
took the stage horses and escaped. It was reported that
some of the Indians were recaptured but the Kid was never
discovered.
About the time the copper mines were discovered in Gila
county, two adventurous men, Martin and Reilly, were engaged in developing a copper property in Cochise county
at a small camp called Bisbee. They named the mine the
Copper Queen. Some rich ore was shipped to the east,
then a small furnace was built and blown in in 1880.
Owing to the high rates for labor and transportation, the
cost and danger of bringing in supplies (the Apache Indians were often on the war path) and the difficulties encountered in smelting the ore in the one small furnace, the
operation of producing copper was not a financial success.
Some carloads of this ore had previously been shipped
to the Chemical Copper Company at Phoenixville, Pennsylvania, where James Douglas was engaged to employ the
Hunt and Douglas Process. The ore attracted attention and
in 1880 Douglas decided to make the long journey out to
Arizona to look into a property that supplied ore sufficiently
rich to stand shipment from the far west to a plant in
Pennsylvania for treatment. James Douglas, with the experience he had gained, and with his broad vision, which
was of much greater importance, saw the enormous possibilities of the property and his report to Phelps, Dodge and
'
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Company of New York was so convincing that the Copper
Queen mine was at once taken over by them and Douglas
put in charge of all operations.'
In operating the Copper Queen mine in the early days
many difficulties were encountered the most disturbing of
which presented itself in 1884. The original orebody was
almost exhausted, finances were at a low ebb and they were
drifting energetically in pursuit of other orebodies. One
of these drifts entered a large body of ore almost under
the property line between the Copper Queen and the adjacent property belonging to the Atlanta Mining Company.
By a strange coincidence the latter company uncovered the
same orebody while sinking a shaft near their own property line, the discoveries being almost simultaneous. Then
the inevitable legal questions hinging on the law of the
apex loomed up and litigation seemed imminent. The
judgment and perspicacity of Douglas, however, prevented
a real clash and, instead, a consolidation was effected. Soon
afterwards many other mines surrounding the Copper Queen
were acquired, thereby assuring the future success of this
property. Douglas finally obtained by purchase or other wise, mining properties in the Globe and Morenci districts in Arizona and in Nacozari, Mexico, and built railroads
so that these plants were provided with adequate transportation facilities. All of these properties were later consolidated in Phelps, Dodge & Co., Inc., of which he was
president till 1915. The mines of this company have been
the great copper producers in Arizona due to his untiring
efforts and skill.
James Douglas was not only a distinguished mining engineer and metallurgist, a builder of great enterprises and
a man of broad vision, but also was distinctly human. When
I was in Globe he visited the town on several occasions
while investigating, and subsequently planning the operations
for the Buffalo mines. During these visits we had many
talks, which were extremely pleasant and most profitable
r Arthur L. Walker, "Career and Achievements of James Douglas," Trans.

Amer. Inst. Min. and Met. Eng., vol. 106, p. 9, 1933.
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to the writer. The influence of his delightful personality
and of his willingness to give unstintingly from his wonderful source of knowledge will never be forgotten.
It was in the Clifton-Morenci district that the first copper
mines in Arizona were discovered and it was from these
mines that the first copper was produced and shipped out
of the Territory. The brothers Jim and Bob Metcalf, while
scouting in that country in 1870, noticed the blue copper
outcrop of the Longfellow and the green stained rocks of
the Metcalf and located these mines. The country was
infested with none too peaceful Indians at that time and
these discoveries were considered of small value, especially
as the nearest railroad was a thousand miles away.
About 1872 the Indians became more peaceful and a
small amount of development work was done to open up
the Longfellow mine. Then the Lesinsky brothers, adventurous frontier merchants, entered the picture and finally
became absolute owners of that property. What followed
is one of the most interesting episodes in the history of
the Arizona copper mines.
The Lesinskys decided to smelt the rich carbonate ore
on the spot and ship the copper produced east rather than
attempt to transport the ore to a far distant smelting plant.
They erected a small stone furnace near the mine in which
two tons of ore were smelted per day. Charcoal, burned
in the vicinity, was used for fuel and the blast supplied
by a bellows worked by hand. Soon a new smelter was
built on the San Francisco river, about five miles southeast
of the mine, and some years later they constructed a narrow gauge railroad from the foot of the Longfellow incline
down the gulch to the smelter. Thus the ore was conveyed
by gravity all the way from the mine to the smelter; the
problem was to get the empties back. At first mules were
used but afterwards a tiny locomotive took the place of the
mules; it was really the first locomotive to enter Arizona.
The copper produced during the early stages of the Lesinskys' metallurgical career was shipped to Kansas City by
ox teams. Supplies were brought back on the return trip.
As the railroad advanced westward the haul became shorter,
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but at all times the trip was a dangerous one and many men
and animals fell by the wayside. By 1880 the stone furnaces had been improved by the introduction of a copper
jacket which radiated heat and remained unmelted unless
the furnaces became too hot. Some flux was also used. The
whole operation was conducted in a free and easy manner,
supplies and fuel were expensive but labor was cheap (largely Mexican) and the ore was rich. It is stated on excellent authority' that in 1880 the Lesinskys were producing
one hundred tons of copper per month, a large amount
for that time. • The expense incurred in getting the copper
to the market and refining it was so great that in spite
of the high price prevailing, about twenty cents a pound, the
Lesinsky brothers often found their mining and metallurgical business resulted in a financial loss. This loss was
more than compensated for however by the profits made
in stores they established at the mines and smelters from
which they furnished the workmen and teamsters with all
they required for their ordinary run of life and often what
they did not require.
In 1881 the Lesinskys, having extracted the richest ore
from the mine, and probably becoming weary of the great
risks they must take, decided to sell the mines. Negotiations were entered into, which resulted in the sale of their
properties, and also the mines belonging to the Metcalfs,
to the Arizona Copper Company of Edinburgh, Scotland,
in the year 1882.
It was an easy matter for the Scotch syndicate to float
the new enterprise, when it was reported that the ore contained twenty per cent copper, and the capital of $4,000,000
was at once subscribed. The board decided to build a railroad from Lordsburg, New Mexico, to Clifton, to erect a
new smelting plant, to construct gravity inclines from the
mines, and to spend a large amount of money on equipment and buildings. It was a large order and the amount
of money expended in carrying out the plan exceeded the
estimates, but it turned out later that the policy of develop6

James Colquhoun, The History of the Clifton-Morenci District, p. I 1 .
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ment and construction outlined by the original board was
wise.
The Arizona Copper Company then became an important factor among the copper producers of the Territory.
The Copper Queen was in the lead in those early days
with the Old Dominion at Globe and the Arizona Copper
Company fighting for second place. Later, in 1887, the
United Verde came into production. By 1892 it had
assumed second place, and in 1895 was making a strong bid
for first place with the Copper Queen.
In the summer of 1883 James Colquhoun, a young
Scotchman, arrived in Clifton. I met him in 1884 when I
went over from Globe to visit Clifton and during the rest
of my stay in Arizona we frequently compared notes about
our doings. Colquhoun came to Arizona to fill the position
of chemist for the Arizona Copper Company, but he did not
confine his energies to that job. He studied conditions and
proved to be so capable that he was made superintendent
of the smelting department before the end of 1884, general manager in 1892, and later was elected president of
the company, and also of the Arizona and New Mexico
Railway. Under Mr. Colquhoun's able management many
improvements were effected and the mines and smelting
plant brought to a high state of efficiency, with a material
increase in the output of copper. His outstanding achievement, however, was the development of a new method of
leaching copper ore by means of sulphuric acid.
In the year 1892 the situation of the Arizona Copper
Company was critical in the extreme. The price of copper had dropped to about eleven cents, and the cost of producing the metal at Clifton was greater than the amount
realized. The grade of the ore had decreased and it became necessary to devise some scheme to treat this lower
grade material and produce copper from it at a profit. Colquhoun decided to concentrate the ore in jigs for the recovery of the rich carbonates and oxides of copper and also
for the recovery of the sulphides. It was only the tailings
from the jigs that were to be treated by the leaching process,
but it was essential that the leaching operation should
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be successful. It was a hazardous undertaking. No metallurgical operation of this nature in this country had ever
succeeded but that did not dampen the ardor of Colquhoun
and his associates. To make a long story short, the leaching and the sulphuric acid plants were built in quick time
and in fine shape. The operation was a grand success from
the day it was put in commission, but had it not been for
Colquhoun's ability, energy and absolute faith in his own
ideas and plans the future of the Arizona Copper Company
might have been doubtful for some years. Strange as it
may seem, it was many years before another copper leaching plant was put in successful operation.
James Colquhoun retired from active management in
1904 on account of failing health but retained the office of
president till 1907, when the necessity for a complete rest
compelled him to discontinue all his activities. Later Norman Carmichael took over the management of the Arizona
Copper Company and continued to handle its affairs in
a most satisfactory manner till it became absorbed by the
Phelps Dodge Corporation. In 1933 and again in 1934 I
visited Mr. Charmichael at his home at Rancho Santa Fe near
San Diego, California, and it was a distinct pleasure to discuss old Arizona days and doings with him.
While the Arizona Copper Company was working its
way to success, the Detroit Copper Company at Morenci,
under the guidance of William Church as President and
General Manager, was having its troubles and overcoming
them. Church started to develop the properties about 1880
and after having proven to his satisfaction that there was
sufficient promise of ore for the future, he built a small
smelting plant on the San Francisco river. This plant was
afterwards moved to the mines at Morenci together with
all the buildings. Water was pumped from the river to
the smelter through a main seven miles long and to an elevation of fifteen hundred feet. Production of copper commenced in 1882 and then the Detroit Copper Company
became one of the four old time producers in Arizona.
In 1895, after William Church had retired, the property was taken over by the Phelps Dodge Corporation
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and with an improved plant the production was considerably
increased.
Church was not only energetic but progressive. In 1886
he built the first concentrating plant in Arizona to treat
copper ore that was not then adaptable to smelting. He
was the first to introduce quite large (for those days) rectangular water jacket furnaces for smelting copper ore in
Arizona. I remember James Colquhoun and I had some
correspondence on the subject, but what we said I cannot
remember. Colquhoun and Church were great friends and
always worked together in perfect harmony.
Harmony was the motto of the copper miners and metallurgists in Arizona in the early days; they were willing
to help each other in every possible manner. A visitor was
always welcome at any plant, especially those interested in
the industry. All questions were readily answered and information freely given. It was a privilege to operate under
those conditions and the only drawback was the inaccessibility
of the different plants to each other and to the country at
large. To attain success in those remote districts, foresight
and resourcefulness were required. It was a wonderful
training and I look back upon the ten years I spent in
the mining regions of Arizona as having been of the greatest benefit to me. I doubt if as much could have been
learned about human nature and the importance of prompt
and determined action anywhere else.

A PERSONAL
GOVERNOR HUNT
APPRECIATION
---

BY SAMUEL L. PATTEE
When one with no better opportunities than thousands
of his fellow citizens raises himself to prominence by his
unaided efforts, his career leads to both admiration and
enmity. In writing of such a career it is difficult to follow
a middle ground. The tendency of the friend is to overpraise. One like the writer who was well acquainted with
George W. P. Hunt, though not so intimately as some
others, and perhaps not intimately at all, may perhaps
better appreciate and express the character of one to whom
he sustained that relation. Of Governor Hunt's career
from his arrival in Arizona to his death it is not the purpose
to speak, except as incidental to a consideration of the character of the man himself, and the lasting impression he has
made. Naturally his early history in this Territory and
State caused him to view matters of public interest from the
standpoint of the ordinary citizen rather than as one who
had attained wealth or prominence. Naturally his sympathies were with those who were endeavoring, often with
difficulty, to raise themselves, and to lay a foundation for
their children to raise themselves to a higher and better
position in life. To him there never was the forgotten
man, because to him the lower the citizen chanced to be in
social or material scale the greater his effort for his betterment.
The Territory of Arizona during the first years of his residence here was semi-colonial in government and limited in
possibility for advancement. Governor Hunt sought the
44
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only field available to accomplish anything in the way of
improvement of conditions in the Territory, the legislative,
though that had limitations that impaired its complete effectiveness. He was a member of the different houses of
the territorial legislature for several terms. He saw, and
in those days often discussed, the weaknesses of the governmental system then prevailing. Too often members of the
legislature were the representatives of certain interests
rather than of the people who elected them and they justified by their works the faith that the interests had placed
in them. Still some things could be done, occasionally without opposition, sometimes with vigorous opposition, toward
improving conditions and to do away with what seemed
unjust or unfair. His legislative career was devoted to this
idea and while he accomplished much less than he hoped,
he was always the foremost in advocating what he believed
to be measures for the better government of the Territory.
His opportunity came with statehood. Membership in the
convention which was to frame a constitution for the new
State was accorded to him by the people of his home county
almost as a matter of course. The presidency of that convention came almost by unanimous consent of his colleagues.
The old form of government was passing and what should
be the new was the uppermost thought of all, but especially
of the man who was to preside over the deliberations of
the body which was to formulate and present for approval
that new form of government. He realized the necessity
of fixing in the fundamental law of this State the rights of
the people at large to govern themselves and not to bind
themselves too closely by hard and fast provisions to either
the institutions of the past or to anything that would prevent the elimination of whatever mistakes might be made.
He realized the truth of the old saying that what was radical yesterday will be conservative tomorrow. The history
of the Parliamentary Reform Bill and other measures, the
justice of which no man would think of questioning, was
familiar to him. The result of the efforts of himself and
his colleagues who entertained similar views can be seen
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in the constitution that was subsequently adopted. When
the question came up who was to be the head of the new
State government, the minds of the citizens almost instinctively turned to him and he was chosen as the first governor of the State. His efforts in that office were to carry into
effect those things that were laid down in principle in the
constitution and to destroy the old time discriminations and
injustices. Though his sympathy was always with what is
so frequently spoken of as the "underdog" he never failed
to appreciate that all citizens had rights, that extremes were
dangerous, and that fairness to all, though it might not
suit the extremists on either side, was necessary to bring
about the prosperity and happiness of the people of the new
State.
His special interest in the cause of education is appreciated by everyone familiar with his career. He was determined that the children and youth of the new State should
have the opportunity that had been denied him to obtain
an education, and if possible a higher education, and as far
as possible at the public expense, and his every effort was
directed along these lines. Often in discussing this subject
with the writer he expressed his realization that everyone
could not be educated into a high career, but that everybody,
no matter what his walk in life might be, would be the
better for whatever education he could acquire, and that the
duty of the State required that the utmost effort within its
means should be devoted to that end. Naturally he made
enemies, but equally naturally he made a host of friends.
He acquired a following of devoted friends who adhered
to him in all his numerous political campaigns and who
never wavered in their support of both him and his deeds.
His character was such, and the respect in which he was held
was such, that the vast majority of those friends and adherents were not selfish. They believed in Hunt, believed
in his honesty of purpose, believed in his sterling integrity
and believed in the ideas that he advocated.
He was not, to most of his acquaintances, a particularly
companionable man. He had an abruptness of expression

48

ARIZON21 HISTORIC/IL REVIEW

and a disinclination at times to express either dissent or approval of those who advocated certain views. This may
have risen from a natural taciturnity or from a disinclination
to form or express an idea until he had thoroughly considered the subject of it, When he did make up his mind
there was no hesitancy in announcing his views. Once he
formed a friendship he reposed the utmost confidence and
trust in the friend, though at times that confidence was
abused; but the great majority of those who believed in him
maintained that belief as long as he remained on earth. It
would be difficult to express in words the reason which actuated the friendship and devotion toward him of so large
a number of people. We can only say with Cicero that
something, I know not what" endeared him to a large percentage of the citizens of his State and that confidence never
weakened, and whenever he became a candidate for the office he held so long, those friends and adherents came to
his support without request and almost as a matter of duty.
Governor Hunt was a leading part of the governmental
system of the State of Arizona. He might almost he said
to be the State itself. His loss is irreparable, but his efforts,
his acts, his principles and the things he stood for have
gone into this State and in the language of Webster "there
they will remain forever."
((

THE BLACK CANYON STAGE
BY WILL

C. BARNES

"Forty Years Ago, November 15, 1892."
The old timer scanned the "forty years ago" column in
his Arizona paper. Two of the items caught his eye.
Hon. William O. O'Neill, Chairman of the Territorial Worlds Fair
Commission arrived in the city last night by stage from Prescott.

Just below this another.
Hon. Will C. Barnes of Apache County is in the city from his cattle
ranch near Holbrook. He will be a visitor to the territorial grand lodge
of Masons during the coming week. He came down from Prescott via
the Black Canyon Stage.

As he read the items the old timer smiled. He recalled
the day very well.
Six o'clock in the morning, dark and cold, a foot of
snow on the ground. The huge Concord "thorough brace"
stage stood in front of the hotel at Prescott. The passengers were already climbing into its dark depths. He recalled
them all as if it had been but yesterday: two women of
middle age, Sisters of Charity, dressed in their distinctive
garb; William O. O'Neill alias "Bucky," tall, dark and
handsome, politician, sheriff, outlaw hunter (a few years
later as captain of Rough Riders he was the first soldier to
fall at San Juan hill in the Spanish war) '• Price Behan,
politician and ex-sheriff; a young commercial traveller from
San Francisco, making his first visit to Arizona; and the
writer, range cattleman of that day; together, with the
stage driver, a typical character of the old stage days.
Every nook and corner of the lumbering vehicle was
filled with U. S. mail sacks and Wells Fargo express mat49
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ter. The passengers stowed themselves away inside the
coach as best they could. For the first five or six miles
the road was decidedly up grade. The snow made progress
very slow. Under the weather conditions the driver had
the seat on top all to himself. At the top of the grade, six
miles from Prescott, the driver pulled up the team and
clambered from his high seat. Daylight had come, but the
sun did not penetrate the heavy clouds. Muttering and
cursing to himself, the driver stumbled through the deep
snow to the heads of the leaders. O'Neill, watching him
from the "swing" seat of the coach, saw him pull a bottle
from his overcoat pocket and take a long drink. A minute
later the driver took his seat on top, gathered up his reins,
threw the brake off, and gave a wild Apache yell. The
team started off down the steep grade at a keen trot, the
coach swaying and rocking like a ship in a heavy sea. It
took but a few minutes to convince the men inside the coach
that the driver was drunk and could not or would not control his team.
The heavy coach rocked and plunged along the rough
road, skidded recklessly around the curves, and dropped
into deep chuck holes covered by the snow. The driver
with shrill yells even encouraged his team to increase their
speed. The long lash curled over their backs as they tore
down the rough grade. Drunk as he was, he wielded the
whip with skill and accuracy.
Inside the coach, the four men hastily decided on a plan
of action. No time was to be lost. Prompt action alone
could avert a bad accident. On the back seat the two Sisters
of Charity clung, one to the other, as the coach rushed along.
Behan, a deputy United States Marshal at the time, sat
inside on the left or near side. The drunken driver on top
was clear over on the other side, half hidden by the top
of the coach. Behan opened the door carefully, stood on
the iron step, reached up and grasped the iron railing that
ran around the top. Before doing this both he and O'Neill
took their heavy six shooters from the leather holsters at
their sides and shoved the weapons inside their trousers'
waistband for quick action. They also took off their heavy
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overcoats. Standing on the iron step Behan gave a foot to
O'Neill like a woman mounting a saddle horse, a lusty boost
landed him on top the stage directly back of the driver's
seat. Behan's left arm shot round that worthy's neck
with a choking grip while his right hand grabbed the reins
from his clutching fingers. O'Neill, closely behind, pulled
the Jehu from his seat and back onto the top of the stage.
A clout on the side of his head from O'Neill's heavy six
shooter cured all desire on his part to fight back.
A pair of hancuffs was snapped onto his wrists. Then
as the team was stopped he was dragged unceremoniously
to the ground, the big leather "boot" behind the stage was
unstrapped, and with his hands still in the embrace of the
steel shackles the gentleman was bundled into the boot, the
cover pulled back into place and strapped down tightly.
He made no further trouble.
At noon, under Behan's expert driving, the stage reached
the regular mail station where always a new driver and
team were furnished. The drunken driver, not yet sobered
up, was turned over to the station keeper to be sent back
to Prescott as a prisoner on the up stage.
No other driver being available, Behan agreed to drive
the team down to the next station, Gillette, some thirtyfive miles south. The new team was a notable one in that
region. Four fine mules, each as white as snow, perfectly
matched as to size and gait;—one of the most picturesque
and unusual stage teams in all the far west. Young, lively
and full of pep they were "just rarin' to go," when hitched
up. The road now ran down the mountain side on a narrow shelf cut from the rocky walls. There was a mass
of sharp curves and dangerous corners. As the stage
dropped down into the lower altitudes it grew milder. The
snow disappeared, deep mud took its place. Rain also began to fall in torrents. Progress was very slow. Darkness
found the stage at the head of a long, narrow grade which
ran for fifteen miles down the Black canyon.
The "down" and "up" stages usually met on this stretch.
At every turn each driver stopped his team and "stopped,
looked and listened." Each peered into the stygian dark-
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ness, seeking the dim blinking lights of the other stage, a

two-candle power lighting system that didn't shed its
beams very far ahead. Each driver carried a long tin horn
such as New England fishing smacks use in fogs. These
were blown at regular intervals. A long blast was a warning; two short "toots" an acknowledgement. The system
called for the "up" stage to crawl into the first wide place
in the road and wait for the "down" stage.
Crude as it was the method worked fairly well for years.
Occasionally a crash of thunder or some other noise would
kill the sound of the horn. Then the two stages met perhaps at some point where passing was not possible. Then
the "up" team was unhitched and with two men at the
tongue of the stage to guide it the heavy vehicle was rolled
carefully back down the grade until a place was reached
where it could be snuggled into a corner and allow the
other to pass. There was plenty of adventure and excitement travelling in those days.
Where the Black canyon came out into the vast open
valley in which lay the Salt river and the city of Phoenix,
a lively mountain stream, the Agua Fria (Cold Water)
must be forded to reach the stage station on the southern
side. The "up" driver warned his side partner that this
stream "was running banks full and more."
It was nearly midnight when the stage rolled out of the
dark canyon onto the gravelly bank of the Agua Fria. The
river was surely booming. O'Neill had taken turns driving
and both men were soaked through and through and half
frozen. The night air was keen and raw. Behan stopped
the stage a few yards from the water's edge. Across the
boiling, turbulant river they could see the lights of the
station. They blinked and glowed in the dark like will-o'the-wisps. Over there warmth and food awaited the weary,
chilled travellers.
The four men stood at the water's edge in the pelting
rain studying the situation. Adventurers all, used to meeting difficult situations, they personally were willing to risk
the crossing. But the two Sisters. What of them? The
men went to the stage door. The two women were huddled
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together in the dark stage shivering with cold. O'Neill
told them briefly of the situation, of the danger in crossing
under such conditions. They could wait for morning and
hope for a drop in the stream's flow.
It was a scene for a word painter. The pouring rain,
an occasional flash of lightning, a sound of thunder; the
stage with its dim candles only emphasizing the darkness the
more, the four white mules like great ghosts, and the dripping men. Behind them were the dark walls of the canyon. Ahead were the swift waters of the stream; across
them, the station lights, food, shelter, and warmth.
Clear eyed and unafraid the elder of the two women
spoke. "Gentlemen," she said, "we are but two frail
women. You men must decide. We leave it all to your
good judgement. All of us are in the hands of our heavenly Father. He will surely answer our prayers for guidance
and success."
Thus encouraged the four men stood on the gravelly
bank and made their plans for the crossing. Just below
the crossing, the stream entered the canyon again. No one
knew how deep the water was on the crossing. If deep
enough to float the heavy stage the whole affair might be
swept down stream into the canyon and all be lost.
Cold and numbed as they were, no one could possibly
hope to swim in such a swift current. It was agreed that
Behan was to drive. A water bucket hung under the boot
at the rear of the stage. O'Neill was to fill it with small
stones with which to hasten the movements of the mules
should they need any action of that sort. The other two
men, each with a Sister of Charity at his side, were to stand
on the upstream side of the vehicle. There, holding tightly
to the rail on top they were to lean far back and act as
a sort of counter balance against the tremendous pressure
of the swift stream against the side of the stage. They
hoped the combined weight of the four would meet any tendency of the stage to overturn. In the event it did happen,
it was agreed that each of the two men was to grab a Sister and devote his very best efforts to get her safely to shore.
Behan and O'Neill climbed to the driver's seat.
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"All ready?" queried O'Neill, looking back at the four
figures clinging precariously to the side.
The two men looked inquiringly into the faces of the
women. "All ready, gentlemen. The good God has us
all in His protecting arms. He will not forsake us in the
time of need." Behan loosed the brake and with a wild
yell the mules lunged into the whirling water of the stream.
O'Neill did his best by pelting the animals with rocks aimed
with fine precision. Both men yelled like wild Indians.
Behan lashed at them with his whip.
As the gallant little leaders struck deep water and began to swim they were swept around with the current and
down stream. The longer legged "wheelers" kept their
feet a little while then they too were forced to swim. Finally the huge stage itself floated free. The water was up to
the knees of the four clinging to the side. Each was leaning
back just as far as his arms would all ow to keep the stage
from overturning. Behan, cool and collected, did his best
to keep the team headed towards the farther bank and
also from becoming entangled in the harness and draft
rigging. As the stage swung around in the stream the
wheels on the lower side struck a submerged rock. The
stage began to rise slowly, due to the tremendous pressure
against the upper side. For one or two dreadfully agonizing minutes it seemed as if it would be turned over in
the water and all be lost. Just at this critical moment,
however, when it looked as if nothing could save them, the
two little lead mules touched the bottom with the points
of their front feet. How those little fellows did claw and
tear at the steep bank. Gradually they got the stage to
move ahead. The long legged wheelers also touched bottom and they clawed and dug at it as if they realized
the need of using every ounce of power available.
Inch by inch, second by second, the heavy stage began to
move through the water towards the bank. Gradually it
settled back onto an even keel, The going out was very
steep and it took the last rock in O'Neill's water bucket,
plus much yelling and slashing of the whip, to get the
whole outfit safely out onto the solid land. Three min-
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later Behan drove the team through the grove of cottonwoods to the station. The door flew open, a flood of
light was in their eyes. Once inside the two Sisters, wet
and cold as they were, dropped to their knees, the men
standing uncovered beside them in silent prayer.

utes

WITH CRAWFORD IN
MEXICO*
B Y ROBERT HANNA

I read with much interest the account of the pursuit of
Geronimo in the April number of the Overland, as it was
my fortune to accompany the command of Captain Emmet
Crawford, who continued the pursuit of this band into
the Sierra Madre mountains of Mexico.
After a hard chase after a portion of the hostiles as far
as Lake Palomas in Mexico, the command to which I belonged was ordered to go to Deming and report to Captain
Crawford awaiting us with a train of stock cars, all ready
to pull out as soon as some Indian scouts should arrive on
the train from the east.
The main body of the hostiles was reported as making
its way south, to the west of us, and telegrams reporting
its position were coming all day long; but the train from
the east was late, and we did not get away until afternoon.
It soon discharged its motly load of Indian scouts, whose
appearance bore evidence of the long hard chase they had
just concluded; for they had been following the hostiles
from the north, and were put on the cars in the Rio Grande
valley to endeavor to head them off to the west of Deming
before they got to the railroad. We were soon loaded and
off and after dark disembarked at Separ, having heard nothing from the hostiles since leaving Deming.
The darkness was intense, and unloading the animals
on an open freight platform difficult in the extreme. The
*Taken from the Clifton Clarion, July 7 and 14, 1 8 8 6. Copied January
8, 1933, by Edward Ronstadt.
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cries of the scouts, the trampling of loose animals, and the
efforts of the men to find their belongings in the darkness,
created an indescribable confusion; while the resemblance
to pandemonium was, if anything, increasing by the little
fires the scouts had lighted, which illuminated the somber
darkness in places, and showed the savage faces and almost
naked forms of the Indian scouts gathered around them.
It was midnight, before the tired men got to rest, and
at daybreak the camp was astir, and we were soon marching
away over the gray-looking plain stretching off to the southwest. Crawford had received telegrams that the hostiles
had crossed the railroad to the south of us, and we were
going southwest to find the trail. We learned afterwards
that the hostiles had gone off to the west, and thus we
missed seeing their trail till long afterward.
We continued to the southwest, to Skeleton canyon, where
we were joined by the Chiricahua scouts under Chatto, and
our transportation increased by another pack train. Chatto
was a chief of the same tribe as the hostiles, the Chiricahuas,
and it was said that he was desirous of killing Geronimo
and the other chiefs of the hostile band, in order to become
head chief, and that we were indebted to this ambition for
the company of himself and braves on our expedition
against his brethren.
In the course of interview with Crawford, Chatto said
that he knew just where the hostiles intended to rendezvous
in Mexico; and it was finally determined to proceed directly to the spot, instead of wasting time in following trails,
which is necessarily a slow process. We went to Lang's
Ranch, on the Mexican line, the next day, and on the following day went through the San Luis Pass, and turned south
along the eastern base of the Sierra Madre, and around the
Mexican line. To the west of us were the mountains and
off to the east stretched the great Janos plain, and to the
south could be seen the blue outlines of high mountains
in Mexico. The scouts could be seen outlined against the
sky as they crossed the ridges of the foothills ahead of
us, while behind followed the long line of cavalry, followed
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in turn by the white pack-covered mules; each train led
by its bell horse with his tinkling bell.
Our command consisted of nearly a hundred Indian
scouts and a troop of cavalry, and for transportation we had
two pack trains of fifty mules each, and a full complement
of packers with each train. The scouts went ahead of the
rest of the command, and with the exception of a few who
had captured horses or mules in a previous encounter with
the hostiles, were all afoot. Where the country would
permit it, they would cover nearly a mile of country between their flanks. There was no attempt at any regular
order of march; each scout would follow his own inclination, all keeping the same general direction. As a rule,
they would get quite a long distance ahead of the cavalry
and pack trains by ten or eleven o'clock in the morning;
they would then sit down under trees and rest and smoke
awhile and as we would come in sight, would move on;
always keeping ahead of the cavalry with apparent ease,
although on foot. Mountains or hills seemed to have no
terrors for them, and they would generally go over a
mountain, no matter how steep, if it would shorten the
distance.
Finding no water in the foothills, we turned off to the
east toward a rugged looking mountain that stood out into
the plain, called the Sierra en Media or Middle mountain.
Here a very few years ago the troops had a fight with the
hostiles. A rough, rocky hill, somewhat detached from the
main mountain with an occasional skeleton of a horse or
a man about it, and the rocks spattered with lead, told the
story.
The horses and mules were turned out to graze, and we
went into camp. Our animals got no feed except what they
could pick up and they were always grazed all night under
charge of a guard. We used no tents, so were spared
the necessity of putting them up. The usual rule was,
when there happened to be any trees, to spread our blankets in the shade, and after a wash in the one tin wash basin
that sufficed for all headquarters, lie around until the cook
should announce dinner.
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The officers messed with the packers, and were about
equally divided among the two trains. The tin plates and
cups would be laid out on a manta, or pack cover, on the
ground, and we would squat around, Indian fashion. Our
cook, who rejoiced in the name of "Nibs," and who looked
more like a cowboy than a cook, would yell "Chuck!" and
everybody would then be expected to come to dinner. Every
one helped himself, but it was not considered good form
to put one's foot on the table in order to reach things, unless absolutely necessary. Our fare was but little better than
the ordinary soldiers' ration, and it was always safe to say
that for dinner, breakfast, and supper it would consist of
bacon, bread, beans, and coffee. Our dinner over, it grew
cooler as the sun went down, and after a smoke nearly
every one turned in to sleep, so as to be up at daybreak the
next morning for another long day's march. After leaving
the Sierra en Media, we went back to the main range to
the west, and after two days' travel in the mountains,
through a beautiful wooded country covered with live oaks,
we camped at an old abandoned rancho on the trail crossing
the Sierra Madre, leading from Janos in Chihuahua, to
Babispe, in the State of Sonora.
Chatto had been having frequent interviews with Captain Crawford, which were carried on through the medium
of two interpreters, one Spanish the other Apache. The
Apache rejoiced in the name of "Mickey Free," and it was
said that he was not an Indian, but the son of an Irishman
and a Mexican woman, and had been a captive among the
Apaches all his life. Mickey certainly had a Milesian cast
of countenance, although in every other respect he seemed
a thorough Indian. His knowledge of Spanish did not
include any use of tenses, so that it was extremely difficult
to tell whether he meant the present, future, or past, in
his translations from Apache into Spanish. We, however,
learned enough to know that Chatto was exceedingly averse
to going through any of the Mexican towns, on account,
as we thought, of his depredations when formerly in Mexico; so the next day we traveled on the Babispe trail until
we were about half way down the western slope of the
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mountain, then turned south to avoid going into Babispe.
In the evening we brought up in a deep canyon in front
of a mescal distillery, where we were obliged to halt and
camp. The distillery was well supplied with Mexican fire
water, and before morning we were in the company of
nearly a hundred drunken savages.
It was not a pleasant feeling to know that we were in a
foreign country, and that a not over friendly one, with a
small force, in the company of such utterly irresponsible
beings; moreover, some of our savage allies had been raiding in this very country only a short time before, and might
be tempted to try it again.
Our march the next morning led down a valley by the side
of a stream grown up with immense canebrakes, and about
ten o'clock in the morning we came out of the valley in
front of Babispe, which our Apache friends were so anxious
to avoid the day before. Babispe is a little Mexican town,
built in the usual Mexican style, with a plaza, in front of
which is a church of apparently considerable antiquity. The
town is situated on the river of the same name which here
runs nearly due north along the western base of the Sierra
Madre. It is a clear running mountain stream, and there
is considerable land under cultivation in the vicinity of the
towns in the valley.
We observed that all over this country there seemed to be
no attempt to occupy ranches at any distance from towns;
although the abandoned ranches all over the country indicate that at one time it was not so; and that insecurity
of life and property at any distance from town has caused
this state of affairs. The Apaches have made their homes
in the Sierra Madre, and literally devastated the surrounding country.
The Mexicans in the towns we passed recognized Captain Chatto, and asked after Captain Geronimo, not yet
knowing that that noble chieftain was among them with
blood in his eye. Our information on that subject created
a visible coolness toward Captain Chatto and his followers.
That brave, and in fact the majority of our braves, were
very tired indeed, between Mexican whiskey inside and the
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Mexican sunshine outside, so we camped on the river opposite
the town of I3aseraca, a village much resembling Babispe.
The male inhabitants of these towns seemed to be largely
in the minority, and we were unable to account for it until
told that the majority of them had gone off to the Yaquis
war, then going on.
We kept traveling south until we reached the Tesero
Babi creek where General Crook camped in 1883 before
going into the Sierra Madre; and the Indians pointed out
to us the dim outlines of a mountain far to the southwest, where they said the hostiles were to rendezvous. The
Indians called it the "Klee," or "Horse Mountain," but
we afterwards learned the Mexicans called it the Sierra de
Teres.
Our march from here led over the roughest country
that I have even seen; although the Mexicans called the
trail the Camino Real, and it was used as a highway between towns it was all but impracticable for animals. We
walked and led our half starved horses, for since leaving
the eastern slope of the Sierra Madre, grass was but scarce
and poor, and they had nothing else to live on.
Down into interminable canyons, thousands of feet, under the broiling sun, only to find, when we got to the bottom, we had to climb up another just as bad. The canyons
seemed to be the bottom of some immense craters in some
places, and if it had been cool enough to appreciate the
beauties of nature, I do not doubt we should have admired
the grand views that often burst upon us; but it was too
hot for anything but a rest, and we could not take a rest
then.
The Indians had been making "medicine" songs every
night since we started. After they had had supper, and
had all smoked their cigarettes, they would start in to sing
a monotonous chant, in which all joined; and they would
keep it up till the small hours, no matter how hard the
day's march had been. We were all lying' about in our
blankets one night, when camped in the bottom of one of
the crater-like canyons, when we were honored by a visit
from Uklenny, the principal medicine man, accompanied by
'
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most of the scouts. The gloomy canyon was in darkness
except for an occasional campfire. We heard the gutteral
tones of Uklenny, as he told his story, and made an evident
impression on all his hearers. He said he had come to
tell us that he had made medicine, and the medicine was
good; that we should have a fight in three days, and some
one would be killed, but if Captain Crawford would kill a
white cow and let them eat it, we should catch the Chiricahuas. The singular part of it was, that the next day a part
of his story came true.
After a long, hot march of nearly forty miles, a great
deal of which was on foot, having crossed the Batipito river
and gone into camp at the foot of the Sierra de Teres, word
was brought in that one of the scouts had been killed, and
another wounded by Mexicans, while lagging behind the
column. This created the greatest excitement among the
scouts and many of us feared that if they attempted reprisals on the Mexicans, as they threatened, we should have
a poor chance with our little command ever to get out of
Mexico. We shortly after received a letter from the Presidente of Huasavas, a small town on the river south of us.
He inclosed a letter from an American, explaining the circumstances. The Americans had come over a hill suddenly,
and seeing the scouts, thought they were hostiles, and fired
upon them. This was explained to the Indians, and apparently they were satisfied, but they neither lagged nor straggled after that.
The letter from the Presidente of Huasavas also contained the information that the hostiles had left the Sierra
de Teres, where we were then camped, and had been seen
near the village of Opunta, north of us. They had evidently gone to these mountains, as Chatto said they would.
We went out and buried the dead scout, and brought in
the wounded one, and the next morning started for Opunta.
We camped about three miles above Opunta and had
it not been for the kindness of the people of that town, our
animals would have fared badly, as there was no grass in
the country. They allowed us to turn the animals into their
stable fields, and showed in every way a very friendly feel-
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ing. The singing of the scouts had grown so tiresome that

we got them out of hearing by placing them on the opposite
side of the river from us. The river was broad and shallow
at our camp, and on each side there was a large growth of
cottonwoods, under which we were camped.
After some scouting in the vicinity, the scouts announced
that they had located the camp of the hostiles; so that
evening a part of the command was detailed to go on foot
at night, with a view to surrounding the camp and surprising
them. Each man carried a hundred rounds of ammunition
and three days' food. Just as the moon rose over the distant
peaks of the Sierra Madre, they silently stole out of camp.
The moon shone brightly on the broad rim, and the cottonwood trees threw both camps into a dark shadow, beneath
which it would be difficult to imagine a command like ours
was concealed. The silence was only broken by the croaking
of the frogs, and the scene had little in keeping with the
object of the little command then going out. The party that
went out traveled about twenty miles, and the next morning
surprised a band of hostiles under Chi-hua-hua, and captured eleven women and children. They made but little
fight, and fled as fast as they could leaving one dead on the
ground, all their camp equipage and horses. We had one
scout seriously wounded. But although Crawford did not
kill the white cow, as Uklenny desired, we did catch the
hostiles.
The women and children were a miserable looking lot,
and showed in their appearance that their flight from the
reservation had been no pleasure excursion to them. Among
the captives were the squaw and children of Chi-hua-hua
The next day I was ordered to take the prisoners and wounded, and an empty pack train, with an escort of ten cavalrymen, to the nearest camp in the United States.
We had to travel through a country totally unknown to
me, and had for a guide a scout named "Dutchy" a brother
of Chi-hua-hua, who was sent because he declined to go
out and fight his brother. Among our prisoners was a
woman shot through the hips, and we had no way to carry
her but on a horse. She suffered horribly, and had to be

64ARIZONA HISTORIC/IL REVIEW

taken off frequently to rest. The groans of the wounded,
and the cries of the children, some of whom were wounded,
made our little column rather a melancholy procession.
We had received a caution from Captain Crawford to
keep a good lookout, as he was somewhat afraid the hostiles would attempt to recapture their families, which, with
our small party, and taking into consideration that we had
Chi-hau-hau's family with us, seemed not unlikely. Uklenny, the medicine man, and another scout, accompanied us.
I suspect Uklenny's success in his prophecies had made
him such a reputation he was going into the reservation to
retire on his laurels.
We traveled silently over the rugged and barren foothills of the Sierra de Teres,_ and only made a short march
the first day on account of the difficulty in getting the
wounded along. We camped the first night at the bottom
of a deep canyon, in which were some immense trees which
looked like mahogany. The Mexicans had been getting
logs out of this wood, hewing them, and hauling them to
the river.
The next day we crossed a large trail of Indians. Uklenny and the scouts declared that this had been made the day
before, and expressed great fear that we should be attacked
the next morning. After arrival in camp, the scouts built
themselves a little fort of rocks, and put in their canteens
and a bucket filled with water, and placed the prisoners
around the outside and prepared to stand a siege. We
thought they ought to know what they were about, so made
the best disposition we could of the little party for an attack. Every one was ordered to be up at three o'clock in the
morning, so as to be ready at daybreak, the usual hour for
an Indian attack.
We were not molested, however, and the next morning
continued our march along the summit of the Sierra de
Teres, through a beautiful country. The hills were covered
with live oaks, and in the canyons there were great numbers of immense cabbage palms fifty and sixty feet high.
Ledges cropped out across the hills, and there was every
evidence of valuable mineral. The trail was an old smug-
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gler's trail, and was but little traveled, but the small wooden crosses and piles of stones beside them, marking the
graves, indicated that it had not always been as peaceful
as it looked then.
We finally crossed the Sierra de Teres, and came out into
a broad valley, and two days after camped near the town
of Fronteras, where we were objects of great curiosity and
visited by almost the entire population. After several days
of marching over an interesting country, we arrived at Fort
Bowie, Arizona, to learn that we had been reported massacred by the Indians, our prisoners recaptured, and that
a party had been sent after us.
After assisting in putting "Dutchy” in irons in the guardhouse for mutiny, and turning over our prisoners to the
commanding officer of that post, I rested a few days, and
went back to the Mexican line with other scouts going to
Mexico, and began anew my wanderings over the dusty
plains and rugged mountains of Arizona and New Mexico.
I did not return to Crawford's command, and never saw
him again. A few months later his tragic death at the
hands of the Mexicans put an end to an honorable and
useful life, and deprived us of the services of a conscientious officer and a just commander.—Robert Hanna in July
Overland.

As Told by the Pioneers
MRS. SAMUEL HUGHES,

TUCSON

(Reminiscences, 1930)
I was born right here in Tucson and have lived here all
my life. My father was John Santa Cruz. Our family
home was a across from the present location of the
Tucson Woman's Club and faced toward the east. The
street was then called Pearl street; it ran up to Pennington
street but not through it and ended on a line that runs
almost directly back of the Steinfeld store. At that time
there were three houses on this street (North Main), our
own, the Romero place and Pachecho's house.
I was only ten months old when my father died of cholera,
and when I was eight years old I lost my mother. The rest
of the time up until I was married I made my home with
my sister, Mrs. Hiram Stevens. I was married in 1862.
Mr. Hughes was a Welchman; he came to Arizona from
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. He first opened up a butcher
shop and soon after turned it into a general store. He
and my brother-in-law, Hiram Stevens, were partners. This
is the store that was sold to E. N. Fish.
Mr. Hughes and I were married on May 27 at the San
Xavier Mission. We went out early in the morning. Mr.
and Mrs. Stevens and Mr. and Mrs. Fritz Contzen went
with us. We had good horses and drove out in a twoseated buggy or what might be called a light spring wagon,
a surrey I guess it was, and it had a white top. I had a
number of friends out at San Xavier and they all got to66
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gether and came in to see me married. We went out to the

Mission for we wanted to be married on Wednesday and
the priest did not come to Tucson except on Saturday when
he came to hold services, so he asked us to come out there.
Was it hot on our wedding day? 'Well, if it was, we didn't
know anything about it. We got back to Tucson about two
o'clock in the afternoon. We had our wedding dinner at
the Stevens home and had a good many friends with us.
Just a week after we were married Mr. Hughes came in
about noon and told me to go over to the store and buy a
supply of things. "Get everything you need and get
plenty," he said. You know, it was the custom in those days
to lay in a big lot of cloth and keep a full trunk of things
to make. I remember he said, "Get plenty to sew and get
enough to pack away." But I had a trunk full already at
least I didn't want to buy any more just then so I said, "I
don't want anything." And he looked at me and asked,
"Well, why don't you?" So I told him I didn't want to
buy anything just then as I wanted our own home and would
help him save money to get it. I said, "I want a home
first, before I buy anything else." He didn't answer me
or say anything more about going to the store. In the
evening he came home for supper and came up to me and
said, "Well, how do you feel?" I told him I was all right.
Then he asked again, "But how do you feel?" Then I
looked at my dress, thinking maybe it was torn, for he
kept looking at me "kinda" funny, so I thought there was
something the matter with the way I looked—finally I
thought he was making fun of me and I turned around
and said, "What makes you keep asking me how I feel?"
He laughed and said, "I wondered—because you are in
your own house now." Then he explained, "Hiram and
I made a trade this afternoon. Hiram is going to build a
new house and he and your sister will live with us till it
It was
is finished." And so they did
in 1868 when we moved into this house (223 North Main)
and I've lived here ever since.
Oh yes, my wedding dress! It was black taffeta silk
made with a big skirt trimmed with four ruffles. No, I
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Mrs. Samuel Hughes

didn't wear hoop skirts. T wore a black lace mantilla. I
was just dying to wear white for my wedding, but an aunt
of mine insisted that I wear black. She said a wedding
was a serious thing and just as solemn as a funeral. So I
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respected her wishes and wore black, though I did not
want to.
We had been married three years when we took our
wedding journey to California. Mr. and Mrs. Stevens went
with us. We had a new spring wagon with a white top
and we outfitted for the trip by taking a camping supply,
and we took a cook with us—a Negro boy named Ralph—
a whitish looking Negro with a lot of black freckles on his
face.
We drove first to Arivaca then to Altar, camping along
the way. In about two weeks we got to Hermosillo where
we camped six days, then we sent the wagon and outfit back
to Tucson with this boy, and we took the stage for Guaymas.
We left at four o'clock in the morning, stopped for dinner
at Saragosa and got to Guaymas at six o'clock in the evening. From there we took a steamer bound for San Fran cisco. We were on the water seventeen days. No, we did
not get sea sick. We landed in San Francisco at eleven
o'clock on the morning of the Fourth of July. I'll never
forget it. The town seemed pretty big to me and there
was lots of shooting going on and it seemed as though everybody was out celebrating. In the evening they had fireworks, I had never seen any before and I think they were
the nicest fireworks I have ever seen in my life. We
stayed at the Ross Hotel on Montgomery street. We stayed
there six weeks.
When we left San Francisco we went by steamer down
to Santa Barbara, that is, Mr. Hughes and I went that way.
Mr. and Mrs. Stevens took the stage. When we got there
they came to meet us with a gentleman in a little old
wagon. I looked at that wagon and said, "Is that the best
you can afford down here?" You see, I had been used to
the hacks in San Francisco. When I said that about the
wagon, Sister pinched me. As we drove up to the hotel
the dogs began to bark. So I said, "I haven't heard dogs
bark for a long time, what is this place, a ranch?" The
Sister pinched me again. You see, Santa Barbara was just
a mission then and there was only this one hotel in the
place and the man driving the wagon was the owner of the
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hotel. That is why Sister kept pinching me—she wanted
me to stop making fun of things.
From Santa Barbara we all took the stage for Los Angeles. We left about three o'clock in the afternoon and got
there at eleven the next morning. We stayed at the Union
Hotel for three weeks, then we got some housekeeping
rooms and remained there until the last part of February,
1 8 6 8.

While we were in Los Angeles, Mr. Hughes did a lot of
buying. He got two teams of fine mules—you know we
drove the eight-mule teams in those days. He also got a
pair of fine white driving horses and a new buggy. We
drove all the way back to Tucson with this outfit and it
took us thirty days to get here. I knew that as soon as
Mr. Hughes got those things home they would be turned
into cash. I wanted to use that driving team a little. I
wanted to drive around town and show it off; it was nice
and new. Mr. Hughes left me home, then went right down
to the corral and came back in just a little while and I said,
"Where's the team?" He laughed and said, "In my
pocket." He sold everything just as soon as he got down
there. He said the men were waiting for him with their
money and when they offered it to him he took it.
Those were very lively days, those times in the sixties
and early seventies. The Indians were very bad most of
the time and it seemed as though there was always something happening. We had so much trouble with the Indians
I have been timid ever since. We had two ranches and
I never saw either of them. We had one ranch on the
Ajo road that was said to be very pretty; then we had another at Camp Crittenden. Mr. Hughes had a store near
the camp where he sold supplies to the soldiers. I did go up
to the store once, but just once and then I had an escort of
soldiers.
Among the white men prominent here at that time were
the Oury boys, Grant and Bill. Bill was a real Indian
fighter and he was always ready to go when there was any
fighting to do. One of the biggest of the early fights
with the Indians was up in Aravaipa. Oury had a part in
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that, and I helped to make the bullets. That was in the fall
of '63 or spring of '64, I don't remember exactly. The
Indians were very bad and they kept stealing our stock. The
people got tired of the way the Indians were doing, so
what were they going to do? They decided the only thing
to do was to give the Indians a good whipping. After the
Indians got a good whipping they would be quiet for quite a
while. The men were sure it was the Aravaipa Apaches
doing the stealing. The men always trailed them first to
be sure, usually there were several Indian scouts who led
the way; these were the tame Apaches and they were friendly. When the crowd went to Aravaipa canyon, there were
three of these Indians for leaders.
There were a good many Indians killed and a lot brought
in as captives, and they brought a lot of little ones into
Tucson, too. These children were divided up among a
number of us, but none of them lived long. They just
drooped and got weak and died.
The Camp Grant Massacre came some time later, along
in the spring of 1871, in April. The Indians had
been very bad all winter and they got very bold and kept
coming closer and closer, right up to our very doors. We
had a brush fence on the east side of our place and one
night Hiram woke up and saw Indians inside the fence
after the cattle. Well it was about daybreak and he called
to Mr. Hughes that the Indians were taking the cattle, but
Mr. Hughes didn't get up; he said to let them alone. He
wasn't going after them all alone. The Apache Indians
never attack any one at night—usually they attack about
daybreak. I know when Mr. Hughes had the store at Camp
Crittenden and used to go back and forth several times a
week, he always managed to go so he would travel during
the night. He would leave here about four in the afternoon.
So when these Indians got so bad and so much stock was
being stolen (it got to be most every night), the Indians
were trailed. They went usually from San Xavier back of
the Tucson mountains, crossed in front of the Tortillitas,
then on the Oracle road and on to Mammoth and then to
their rancheria near Camp Grant. The men followed them
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not once, but a number of times, and every time they followed the same road, so they were sure it was the Camp
Grant Indians doing the stealing. They reported to the
officer then in command of the fort. I don't remember
his name. But this officer wouldn't believe what the men
said. So when things got so bad, they told him if he didn't
take care of the Indians the citizens would, but he didn't
pay any attention to the warning and of course, when the
citizens got ready to go out, they didn't tell him they were
coming. He had been warned that they were going to do
something, so the citizens got together and had a meeting and decided that something must be done to put a
stop to this stealing. Juan Elias was one of the leaders
and of course Bill Oury was the leader of them all; he had
just lost a fine lot of cattle and was anxious to do something. I don't know how many Americans went. I am
sure there were more than six. I know a young man went
who worked in Fish's store. The men didn't want him to
go—he was so young. But they couldn't do anything with
him so he went and was killed; he was the only one of
the Tucson people who was killed. Bob Leatherwood
went, Marion Samaniego, Charley Shibell and Jimmie Lee
—this Jimmie Lee ran the flour mill out at Silver Lake.
The white men did the planning. No, Mr. Hughes did
not go to Camp Grant but he furnished the means to go;
he approved of the plan and gave the ammunition and the
arms; yes, they were given out from this very room we
are sitting in. The Mexicans and the Papagos out at
San Xavier helped out. Our wagon was loaded with supplies, the arms, the grub and the ammunition, and went
out during the day to a place that had been decided on as a
meeting place, out on the Tanque Verde road not far from
old Fort Lowell. Of course, there was no Camp Lowell
there then. The citizens left one or two at a time during
the day. The Indians did not go through Tucson at all
but left San Xavier and took a trail southeast of Tucson
and met the rest at this camping place at the foot of the
Rincons. There was a guard sent out to keep people from
going to Camp Grant, so no one else got out there.
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When the killing was over the news was brought in to
Mr. Hughes by Jimmie Lee and he said the crowd was
on the way in but had no water and nothing to eat. So
Mr. Hughes got some help and we filled up a hayrack we
had with bread and other things to eat and barrels of water.
There was a well right across the road from this house and
the barrels were filled there. This wagon of supplies was
taken out to what was then called the Nine Mile Water
Hole. After the crowd had been fed, they separated. The
whites and Mexicans came on into Tucson and the Indians
went back over their regular trail to San Xavier.
The Indians immediately went into mourning as is their
custom after a killing. They did not go to their homes
but went up into that little mountain beyond San Xavier
called Black mountain. Their wives took their grub to
them, then when they had eaten it they broke the dishes,
for they never use anything they have had while they have
been mourning.
I don't know the names of the officers who were at Camp
Grant then. No, I didn't know Lieutenant Whitman and
I never heard of Captain Stanbury.
Well, we finally got peace, but not till after the citizens took things in their own hands. I don't think we
can give much credit to the troops—not all of it anyway.
What was the matter with the troops? Well, one thing,
they were never ready to do anything. They seemed to
want to take so much time, they always had to wait for
something—their horses and saddles, and then they always
had to go and get something to eat before they could go
any place. But ah! The citizens! They were different.
They were always ready. They were the ones who looked
out for the Indians and found out who was stealing our
cattle. The soldiers were looking after the protection of
the Indians but the citizens were left to protect themselves.
Their saddles and horses were always ready, their guns too,
and probably a little penole, they usually took a little with
them; and when the time came for them to go, they went
and they didn't stop for anything.
Yes, George Hand wrote quite a diary, so I hear, and he
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told the truth, too, about a lot of things; you see he was in it.
Well, everybody had been suffering so much, everybody
was glad when the Indians were killed. In those days we
all stood together; the men were all like brothers.
Later, of course, General Crook came. He was liked
pretty well, but oh, we all liked Miles better. Yes, General Miles and Lawton sat right here in this room and talked
things over with Mr. Hughes, and Mr. Hughes told them
just how to do with the Indians so the people could have
peace and they did just as they were told. Of course, that
is why I like General Miles better. I know Mr. Hughes
advised him and I know General Miles followed the advice.

ISAAC GOLDBERG
(Original Manuscript')
To my respected brethren of the Society of Arizona Pioneers:
This writing shows how the first pioneers of Arizona
suffered from Apache Indians and desperadoes and from
want of water and food; also, how we opened new trails and
roads. Whenever I look back upon those eventful days,
my eyes fill with tears to think of the dangers we encountered and the hardships we experienced then, not
knowing when we might lose our property, our scalps, and
our lives. There was no protection for either life or property at that period, for territorial organization had not yet
been effected. When we had a lawsuit or the like on our
hands, we were compelled to travel to New Mexico, a
thousand miles distant. An Apache would not attack face
to face, and could see you coming without your knowing
of his proximity.
The Apache could imitate the cries and movements of
animals such as coyotes and other denizens of the desert
and, whenever you heard or beheld anything of the kind,
Original in archives of Arizona Pioneers Historical Society, written in
June, 1894.
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you trembled as you thought of the direful consequences,
if Apaches.
Those treacherous savages travelled in bands numbering from fifty to two hundred, and waylaid you while progressing slowly through formidable thickets and rocks. The
foremost of them would allow you to pass unharmed, then
the others would yell and shoot. At this, you would likely
retreat, but only to be relentlessly slain by the closing in
advance guard of your demoniacal enemies. They scalped
you, took off your clothes, and let the mutilated corpse lie
in the road, or elsewhere. If they caught you alive, they
removed your shoes, cut flesh from the soles of your feet,
and tied you to the tail of a squaw-ridden horse. Then
they took you to the nearest rancheria, made a war dance
around you, scalped you, pulled off your clothes, and threw
your flesh away. Thus we suffered from those fiends in
human form.
I will now proceed to tell you what induced me to go
to Arizona.
One day in 1863, a Mexican, Don Juan Quarez by name,
brought from La Paz, Arizona, on the Colorado river, a
chunk of gold valued at $1,000. It looked exactly like
the hand of a human being. He brought besides this rich
and rare specimen, fifty ounces of smaller nuggets, all of
them pure gold. Then came a period of memorable excitement. Everybody wanted to go to the promising "diggings." From San Bernardino to La Paz, the freight charge
was fifteen cents per pound, and when I arrived there, flour
cost from thirty to forty dollars a hundred. People had little to eat besides mesquite beans and river fish. I sold
empty dry goods boxes to get back my freight expense of
fifteen cents per pound.
Those boxes were used for coffins, furniture, and other
purposes. Every evening, the miners and gamblers would
spread their blankets upon the streets, and play card games
for the nuggets which were daily found in abundance by
those who searched the adjacent "placers." Water for
drinking and culinary purposes was sold at one dollar the
ten-gallon kegful. It so happened, shortly after my ar-
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that a thief, who had been stealing from stores and
other places, was at last caught. There was, of course, no
law officer to confine and try the culprit, so the miners and
citizens held a meeting, and sentenced him to receive twentyfive lashes. These were promptly and lustily given, and
after the affair was over, they handed him five dollars in
cash, telling him that if he dared again to visit the settlement, he would receive a double dose of the same back
medicine. You may be sure that the rascal did not return, and that the community was no more troubled by
thieves. We could leave all our property unguarded, and
yet miss not a single cent's worth of anything.
Another "diggings" was discovered in 1864, known as
"Viver's diggings."' Accompanied by a friend named Burnett, I went there shortly after hearing the news. On the
journey, our water had given out except one cupful; we
had forty miles of desert before us, what were we to do?
Should we drink it "straight," or "make coffee"? My
pardner said, "Coffee by all means," but, as he went to bring
the package to the fire, he stumbled, causing the water to
be spilt on the ground.
Getting excited at our precarious situation, and thinking
that we could reach the nearest settlement, Vivers, by riding
fast, we urged our famished horses to their utmost speed,
hut did not accomplish more than twenty miles of the
rival,

distance.
Our animals

succumbed to hunger, thirst, and fatigue,
and were abandoned to their fate. We threw away our
shoes, clothes, and hats, although 'twas the month of July,
the hottest period of the year, for we were rapidly becoming crazy with the thoughts of our awful jeopardy.
But we kept on, after having had sense enough to repose
for some time in the shade of a tree, until we reached Vickenburg.' The people there carefully attended to our wants,
and after considerable trouble, restored us to health and
vigor.
Only those who have similarly suffered can adequately
2

Probably Weaver's Diggings.

' Wickenburg.
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realize the dangers and discomforts of the inhospitable and
trackless desert.
A Mexican lost his horse, while working at "Viver's diggings," and went to the summit of Antelope peak, the highest of the neighboring mountains. As he neared the apex
he stumbled over what he fancied a piece of rock, but it
was a lump of pure gold. With his butcher knife he proceeded to dig up the soil, and in an hour or so, took out
over three thousand dollars ' worth of the yellow treasure.
On his return with his remarkably lucky "find" great
excitement ensued, and everybody wondered to think that
the precious metal lay so abundantly near-by, and in so
strange a locality. Had the Mexican kept the matter secret,
he could easily have secured a fortune in a few days, but
like the generality of his countrymen, he could not "stand"
prosperity, and actually imagined himself "rich."
With what he had found, and $3,000 more given him
by the miners for his claim as discoverer, he went to Tucson
and gambled off the "whole pile" in a few days.
From Viver's I went to Prescott, and on the road I met
Col. Woolsey with fifty volunteers, all brave citizens, returning from the slaughter of a band of Apaches. The
savages were first seen standing upon a hilltop, waving the
white flag of "peace." At the return of the signal by the
soldiers, the Indians descended and were invited to participate in the midday repast. They would not, however, seat
themselves at the victuals, unless blankets were provided
for their fundamental ease and comfort.
This was done, and they freely partook of the only
edible presented to their savage attention—the delicious and
wholesome pinole. While thus engaged, Col. Woolsey
scratched his nose, a digital movement which had been
agreed upon as the signal for the wholesale slaughter of
their dusky guests, and each man accordingly "took his Indian," and made him everlastingly "good."
But one white man got "bitten" in this unexpected "tak.

4

McClintock, History of Arizona, vol. 1. ". . . Peeple's own language
. . . by just scratching around in the gravel with our butcher-knives,
we obtained over $1,800 worth of nuggets before evening."
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ing-off," an over-hasty volunteer who, thinking that he
could especially distinguish himself by slaying two savages,
fired at a couple in quick succession. He unfortunately
failed in "downing" the nearest Apache who immediately
thrust his lance with fatal effect.
This terrible affair is known as "Col. Woolsey's Pinole
Treaty," and resulted, as above described, in the slaughter
of the whole of the Indians present, with the loss of but one
settler's life.
A great deal of valuable property consisting chiefly of
buckskins, guns, lances, and mescal was secured by the victors, some of whom yet live to remember and relate the
dark deeds of the eventful days of old.
Shortly after this memorable meeting, I reached my destination, Prescott, and was delighted to ascertain that territorial organization had just been effected. The name of
the first governor was Goodwin; the secretary, McCormick.
The official abode of the first legislature was a large log
house, and Prescott itself was hardly distinguishable from
the surrounding wilderness, by reason of the many pine
trees, and other aboriginal growths which everywhere
abounded.
My barroom paraphernalia consisted simply of two bottles
and a cup on the rude counter which concealed sundry barbels of whiskey. My barkeeper, a brave man indeed, was
a deserted soldier with an abbreviated or chawed-off nose.
I paid him one hundred dollars a month in addition to
board, and could really well afford to do so, for I had
neither rent nor license hanging over me, and got fifty
cents for each dram retailed. One dollar greenbacks were
then worth only forty-five cents, but I had no reason to
complain of that fact, or the scarcity of their appearance.
One morning, as I entered the barroom, my "fancy" dispenser of "exhilarating fluid" asked me if I desired a nice
"cocktail" compounded, and I had hardly assented when a
rough customer, whom I did not previously observe, told
me with a frightful oath, that I must take a drink at his
expense instead, accompanying his request with a terrific
display of murderous weapons. Filling the tin cup to the
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brim with fiery liquid, he ordered its instant disappearance
on pain of death, and I seemingly complied with the rudely
accentuated demand. But, when I had consumed a portion
of the unrelished draught, I abruptly dashed the remainder
into the blood-shot eyes of the demented ruffian. This unexpected attack so confused him (making him temporarily
blind) that the barkeeper and I had but little difficulty in
overpowering, disarming, and binding him, prior to confining him in an adjacent log pen. Although he soon
escaped from our "chamber of penance," owing to the
frailty of its construction, he could not find me to wreak
his vengeance upon my innocent head, and shortly afterwards, becomingly apologized for his abominable "meanness."
Thus we pioneers of Arizona were afflicted by desperados,
foes frequently as dreadful as the detested and dangerous
aborigines.
In those days of bold adventure, we usually traveled
with as many associates as possible, and I will, although
almost unwillingly, remember that when I prepared for
my lengthy trip back from Prescott to Viver, I expected
to be accompanied by six others. But owing to the busines ,
which delayed me, I was obliged to proceed alone, with
the expectation of catching up with them. By my diligence
as a pursuing horseman, I did overtake my friends at a
few miles from our destination—only they were dismounted
and dead.
Few, except pioneers, have witnessed a sight like that
which almost unmanned me, and caused the cold chills of
death itself to invade my trembling frame. There they
lay, all six of them, not only lifeless, but naked and shockingly mutilated from head to foot. Barbarity had accomplished its worst upon the bodies of my lately breathing
friends, as though implacably angry because their souls
were beyond the reach of the relentless scalping knife.
With a heavy heart, I hurried into Viver and gave the
alarm. The citizens hastened to the disastrous scene, and
gave the victims a common burial.
From Viver I went to Tucson, a some-time deserted
,
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city, with the buildings mostly in ruins; but nevertheless,
I opened a business there, for there was a good indication
of an early return of prosperity.
Quite a while after my arrival at this ancient "presidio,"
an escaped captive, i. e., a person who had been in infancy
carried off by the marauding Apaches but had tired of his
unnatural associations, came from the Santa Catalina mountains, and reported that upon the very summit of the
Caliada del Oro was gold in abundance. I hastily organized a company of explorers and prospectors consisting of
P. W. Dooner (now of Los Angeles), General Siegel, Jack
Shubling, and eight Mexicans—all good citizens. We took
one burro laden with a few days' provisions, expecting to
return shortly with pockets full of nuggets. But on reaching our destination, we found, instead of gold pieces, large
"chunks" of isinglass.
Much disappointed, we stood and gazed at the vast area
of country which lay far below, and resolved on immediate
return to Tucson. I asked the guide how many days would
probably be consumed in journeying, and he answered
"two," but no less than eight days had expired ere we
reached our goal.
Almost incredible hardships attended and encumbered
our progress homewards: narrow, steep trails, between
dreadful abysses, exhausting tracts of rocky sterility, and
patches of "brush" so thick and thorny that our wearied
bodies lost their coverings, and our blistered feet their
leather protectors. We were nearly naked, barefoot, and
on the very brink of starvation, for we had no food except
a small quantity of pinole and some wild grapes.
The Tucsonians, wondering at our delay and anxious
for our safety, successfully solicited governmental aid, and,
had we not returned ere hope was utterly extinguished in
their hearts, a large company of citizens and soldiers would
have hunted, but I am afraid, in vain, to discover our whereabouts.
During this dangerous expedition, I found a mine, the
rock from which assayed rich, but the contents yet remain
undisturbed, owing to its uncommon inaccessibility. We
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had, however, attained the distinction of being the first
explorers of the terribly precipitous heights known as the
Santa Catalina mountains.
The complete narration of my innumerable experiences
as an Arizona pioneer would fill many more pages than
those already occupied, and I therefore, for the sake of
brevity, and to render by reminiscences permanently interesting—especially to "old pioneers"—add but the following
incident to finish the burden of my story. Captain Chequita 5 and Eskimimzin, 6 two "big" Apache chiefs, came
down to Old Camp Grant and "made peace" with the
government, but nevertheless continued their hostile practices. Mass meetings were held at the courthouse, and
resolutions passed to the effect that the whole of the people
of the nation should be made acquainted with the actual
condition of affairs in Arizona.
This was promptly done, but nothing of consequence
resulted, chiefly owing to the apathy of the general Government, which, instead of protecting its much-harrassed
citizens, extended almost every possible description of assistance to their implacable enemies, the sanguinary Apaches.
Another mass meeting was held at the same place, five or
six of the bravest citizens calling and conducting it, and,
as a result, a very large body of loyal Pagago Indians,
accompanied by about fifty Mexicans, were led by their
white commanders to Arequipa' Canyon, where nearly fivehundred Apaches were found encamped, and were merciless-

ly slain.

Then, and not until then, did "Uncle Sam" realize that
it was his bounden duty to prefer the claims of his suffering children to those of their savage tormentors, and
hastened to make ample amends for his reprehensible neglect
in the much-troubled past.
Thus the sturdy Arizona pion- eer unflinchingly faced the
dangers of the unsubdued wilderness, and, fighting, fell!
"Chiquito," Bancroft, History of Arizona, vol. XVII, p. 548.
"Eskimenzin" Ibid., p. 560.
"Eskimizin" Connell, Apache, Pant and Present.
"Arivaipa.
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It may, indeed, he truly said, in concluding this humble
and incomplete sketch of the never-to-be-forgotten "days of
gold," and "Auld Lang Syne," that Arizona is the chief
grave-yard of those heroic American and foreign-born pioneers who boldly surrendered their valuable lives for
the good and glory of the "great republic," and the irrepressible advances of conquering civilization.
That the grand example they unfailingly set, as the
earnest disciples of liberty, integrity, and all-pervading
courage, may be inflexibly followed by their favored descendants, is the cherished desire of your loving brother.

CHARLES M. CLARK, CANYON LAKE
( Reminiscences, 1935)
Years ago (1877) I had a small store in Phoenix on Washington street adjoining the alley next to the old Donofrio
building on the south side of Washington, between Central
and First streets. At the time, all the streets of what was then
Phoenix, had water running in an ace quia on each side of
the street for the big cottonwood trees in which the municipality bred and raised, literally millions of fuzzy caterpillars each year. These ditches were also the source of supply
for domestic water along their courses.
I built a canvas room in the rear of my store; the frame
of two-by-four-inch scantling and the whole of the walls
covered by white manta or unbleached domestic. The walls
were about seven feet high and there was no roof.
I built a frame up to the top of the walls upon which
put a galvanized iron washtub into which I had soldered
a projecting pipe and elbow, leading out about two feet
from the tub. Into the elbow, I fastened the "sprinkler"
from a garden sprinkler or watering pot. This was my
reservoir and shower system. Down on the ground (dirt)
floor I built a rack upon which sat one of the flaring lip
bath tubs, such as the Arizona Pioneers Historical Society
received from "Baldy" George Brown's estate.
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I dug a ditch from the Town ditch alongside my store
building, through the canvas backed room and out and back
into the Town ditch. I provided a tin bucket, built a ladder up to the reservoir and there it was--the first bathroom
in Phoenix. I got a lot of joy out of that combination each
summer night before going to bed and my friends became
so insistent that I put a charge of fifty' cents per bath on it
and threw it open to the public, with the option of selection
lying with me.
Previous to that elaborate bath house, I had secured a
whiskey barrel and sawed it across the middle. This held the
water but had no foot rest in it. As I remember that bath
house paid my rent and sometimes my bill at the Chinaman's restaurant. Patrons were required to bring their
own towels and were privileged in the use of the water
bucket and the ladder in filling the tub at the top. There
were no restrictions on the amount of water used, except
that of their personal ability to climb that ladder with a
bucket of water each trip.
I had one patron, "finicky" and peculiar, who insisted
upon coming every evening the last thing before going to
bed and filling the reservoir that it might be cool for his
morning bath. As the revenue therefrom was $15 per calendar month, excepting on leap years, I granted him the franchise, exclusively.
That old style Sitz Bath was a comfort in its day. I had
mine shipped from San Francisco by ocean steamer, around
Lower California and up the Gulf to Guaymas, thence
by river steamer to Yuma, where 'twas transferred to mule
train freighter for Phoenix. The bath room was finished
before I ordered the Sitz, so for the first season's patronage I introduced a plain wash tub which the demand outgrew and I was compelled to introduce more modern improvement.

ing, which resulted in the famed
Camp Grant Massacre of 1871,
were made in the Hughes home;
and, with others, Mrs. Hughes made
bullets for use by civilians on the
expedition. She was hostess to Generals Miles and Lawton, General
Crook and other soldiers and civilians who conferred with her husband on ways and means of subduing the Indians who were so bold
as to venture to the very doorsteps
of the settlers.
Burial was in the Catholic plot
of Evergreen cemetery at Tucson.

The Last Frontier
MRS. SAMUEL HUGHES
Truly a daughter of pioneer days,
native to Arizona and Tucson, Mrs.
Samuel Hughes died in the town
of her birth, November 12. She
was eighty-three, one of the oldest
pioneer women of the State.
Mrs. Hughes, christened Atanacia, was a daughter of John Santa
Cruz, born in the family home,
then situated across the street, south,
from the present Tucson Woman's
Club. Her father died when she
was ten months old; her mother
when she was in her eighth year.
By her marriage in 1862, Mrs.
Hughes succeeded into her own estate, one having its origin in the
midst of gun fighting and Indian
raids. Of fifteen children born,
eight reached maturity. Schooled
in the east they were accomplished
and attractive. They gathered
about them the young people of the
community; were encouraged to do
so by their parents.
Hers was the lot of a pioneer
mother and wife who shared fully
her husband's life throughout the
early period of Arizona historymaking. She shared his every confidence. Plans for an attack on
Camp Grant Indians who had
grown overly bold in cattle steal-

ROBERT M. BOLLER
Robert M. Bolier, seventy-one
years old, died February 7, in Prescott, where he had been a guest of
the Arizona Pioneers' Home since
August, 1934. He was a miner,
quarryman, and railroader; native
of Ogden, Kansas. He reached
Arizona afoot in 1881, then a seventeen-year-old boy. For three
years he drove oxen and hauled
lumber from the Chiricahua mountains to Tombstone. Later he turned to mining which he continued
for the greater part of his life.
WILLIAM FOURR
"Seventy-four years in the saddle," might well be a tribute to
William Fourr, known the length
and breadth of the Territory, later
the State, as Billy Fourr, who died
at his Dragoon mountain ranch
home, January 9, the last of the
Arizona pioneers of the Indian wars.
Seeking adventure, Billy Fourr,
a twenty-two-year-old, came to
Arizona Territory in 1861, a herd
driver from Cooper county, Mis84

THE LIST FRONTIER
souri, for cattle destined to become
food for bluecoats, U. S. cavalrymen sent to protect the fast advancing frontier people and their stock
from marauding Indians. For seventeen years he was in turn, miner
and freighter in Prescott, mail rider
and owner of successive stage stations along the Gila river. In
1878, the same year Tombstone
came into notorious existence, he
settled with his wife and five children on the west slope, at the north
extent of the Dragoons in southcentral Arizona. He remained a
rancher for the rest of his life.
Billy Fourr's adventure did not
end, however, with the establishment of his ranch, known as Buena
Vista. For many years he fought
the onslaughts of the diminishing
rustlers, until eventually the lean
years grew to fruitful ones. At
Buena Vista his wife, who survived
him and had for sixty-three years
been his companion through all the
rigors of frontier life, bore him
seven more children. She, Miss
Lucinda Nunn, at the time of their
marriage in 1868, was the daughter of an immigrant family, and
remained to share Billy Fourr's adventurous life while her parents
went on to California.
All through the later years of
his life, Billy Fourr remained a
vivid and accurate raconteur of the
Indian skirmishes of his early years
spent near Prescott and on the
freighting trails through southern
Arizona. Fortunately, Indians bothered him little at his ranch.
Billy Fourr would have passed his
ninety-sixth year June 11. For
nearly three-quarters of a century,
seventy-three and one-half years,
he endured the hardships and pri-
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vations known only to the pioneer
of frontier years. He was one of
the few to succeed, of the many
who attempted, in carving their
empires out of an apparent wasteland beset only with obstacles.
Beside the grave of his son, Roy,
who was killed during the World
War, Billy Fourr was buried January 11, in the Benson cemetery.
ALBERT STEINFELD
Thoroughly a friend to the struggling prospector and enterprise,
whether it was of mining or of the
range, immigrant boy and Arizona
pioneer of 1872, born in Hannover
Germany, December 23, 1854, Albert Steinfeld died on the morning
of February 8, in Tucson, after an
illness of eight weeks.
Albert Steinfeld, the youth of
eighteen years, came alone by boat
and stage to San Francisco, California, thence overland to Tucson
where, in the space of sixty-three
years he was to pace his transition
from an immigrant boy to successful merchant, miner, banker, and
philanthropist with that of a southwest outpost to a bustling city.
Neither would have been quite possible without the other.
The mercantile store to which
he had come merely to clerk for
his uncles, A. and L. Zeckendorf,
became his own in 1904. A canny
judge of human nature, good-hearted toward his fellowmen, Mr.
Steinfeld, literally, started hundreds on their way to mining and
cattle-growing livelihoods; with
unlimited credit carried many of
them through misfortune a n d
drought. In many cases he received
no return from his investment—
apparently wanted none. But while
;
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countless of his ventures, which he
backed with steady faith in Arizona copper and mankind, were
short-lived, others prospered for
those who assumed their responsibility after he had seen them safely
on their way. Principal of these
are the Ray mines at Ray, and the
Copper Queen at Bisbee. The entire State in mining felt the force
of his early backing.
The chronology of Mr. Steinfeld's life is the story of the physical growth of Tucson where he
made his home for the span of his
life in his adopted country. Tucson's first banks were built and
opened because Mr. Stein feld
proved the mainstay of their inauguration. His hand was extensively put to real estate. A few
years ago his dream of at some time
providing Tucson with the most
modern in hostelries took form in
the Pioneer hotel. Its naming was
in his honor. Unfailingly he reinvested his earnings for the benefit
of the community. Throughout
the years, however, he remained
identified as a merchant. As Tucson grew, so grew his mercantile
business which, at his death, stood
the leading and sole establishment
of its amplitude in Tucson.
Mr. Steinfeld was married to
Miss Bettina Donau, daughter of
Simon Donau, in February, 1883.
To them were born four children,
two daughters, Irene and Viola, and
two sons, Lester and Harold.
Following Masonic funeral services, February 10, Mr. Steinfeld
was buried in Evergreen cemetery
north of Tucson.

FRANK GIRAGI

After nearly half a century an
Arizonan, Frank Giragi, seventyseven year old, died November 19,
at his home in Winslow. Mr. Giragi came to Tombstone when the
town was in its most thriving years.
For thirty-seven years he worked
in mines of Tombstone and of
Mexico, after which he retired.
His sons, Columbus, George and
Louis later came to be known as
prominent northern Arizona publishers. He was a native of Northern Italy. Burial was at Prescott.
MRS. NEIL WILSON
Mrs. Neil Wilson, for forty-two
years a resident of Mohave county,
died Sunday, January 27, in Kingman. She was a native of England.
THOMAS COWPERTHWAITE

Mining engineer and legislator,
Thomas Cowperthwaite, fifty-seven
years old, for many years a Cochise county resident, died in a
Phoenix hospital January 25. He
had been an Arizona resident for
twenty-seven years. Native of
Northumberland, En glan d, Mr.
Cowperthwaite came to this country when a youth. He was schooled
in mines in Missouri and mined in
Colorado before taking residence in
the State. He served as Cochise
county representative in the eighth,
ninth and tenth legislatures; had
served for many years as safety
director for the Calumet and Arizona Mining Company. At the
time of his death he was safety director for the Federal Emergency
Relief Administration in Arizona.
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MRS. MARY RIGGS

HARRINGTON BLAUVELT

Mrs. Mary Riggs, ninety-sevenyear-old pioneer, and head of one
of the most prominent families of
the Willcox region of southern Arizona, died on the afternoon of February 5, at the Riggs Ranch. A
native of Alabama, Mrs. Riggs
came to Arizona in 1877. With
her husband, Brannick Riggs, with
whom she had weathered the Civil
War days, she settled in the Willcox district at a time when neighbors were few and far apart. Burial was in the family private cernetary.

Native of Harrington, New Jersey, pioneer Arizonan of 1882,
Harrington Blauvelt died in Prescott, January 2. He was seventytwo years old. Well known in
mining circles, Mr. Blauvelt settled first in Tucson where he lived
for four years. He moved to live
three years in Final county, after
which period he re-moved to Yavapai county to spend the remainder
of his life.

occupation by American artists
forms the theme for this new book,
which represents years of careful
research. While few documentary
evidences may be found of the
Spanish days, Miss Grant builds on
what scraps there are, a moving,
picturesque tale. The era of the
Indian, the don, and padre; the
days of trappers, traders a n d
freighters all have their apportioned
place in the changeful life of Taos.
The coming of the first artists, effect of the Civil War, interweaving
of Indian customs and white man's
civilization; the penitentes, miners'
tales and other events in the town's
life are given in this well written
and illustrated new volume.
BERNICE COSULICH.

Book Reviews
An Epic
of Rails and Cities by Glenn
Chesney Quiett. Appleton-Century. $5.00.
A dramatic record of building
the west's urban civilization, treating the period of 50 years following the Civil War. Mr. Quiett's
narrative sets forth in terms of personalities the builders, men of vision, daring and organizing genius,
w h o transformed the frontier.
Among these sometimes predatory
men are Palmer of the Kansas Pacific; Strong of the Santa Fe;
Huntington and associates, Stanford, Hopkins and Crocker of the
Central Pacific; Durant and Ames
brothers of Union Pacific; the elder
Hearst and numerous others. The
lusty qualities of such growing cities
as Denver, San Francisco, San Diego, Los Angeles, Portland, Spokane and others are told in a swiftly moving tale that endeavors to
incorporate into one book almost too
immense a period for compression.
BERNICE COSULICH.
THEY BUILT THE WEST,

PIONEER PADRE. THE LIFE AND
TIMES OF FUSEBIO FRANCISCO
KINO. by Rufus Kay Wyllys,
Dallas, Texas. The Southwest
Press, 1935. xi plus 230 pp.,
$3.00.

A biographical interpretation of
Padre Kino, beloved apostle of the
Southwest, in convenient and popular form is to be welcomed into
the literature of the Southwest.
This the author purports to supply
in his Pioneer Padre, and admirably
has he succeeded.
Rapidly sketching, the author
immediately acquaints the reader
with the sparseness of authentic information concerning the birth,
boyhood and early manhood of Eusebio Francisco Chini (Chini became Kino when the young padre
arrived in New Spain). The familiar story of the Italian youth
in German institutions of higher
learning where he emerges to a
point of scholarly recognition for

WHEN OLD TRAILS WERE NEW,
The Story of Taos. By Blanche
C. Grant. Press of the Pioneers. $3.00.
The village of Taos from the
Sixteenth Century to its modern
88
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adeptness in mathematics and geography is recounted. The missionary
zeal aroused through contact with
San Francisco Xavier while t h e
youthtful Kino lay ill unto death,
was supplemented by the call of his
blood and of adventure thus to
cause him to abandon a career as
a scientist to enter the Jesuit Order as a missionary to the N e w
World.
Conditioned by circumstances
characteristic of the slow and infrequent transportation to the New
World, the young padre landed in
Vera Cruz on May 9, 1681, though
his first preparation for the journey began early in the spring of
1678. With deft strokes, Dr. Wyllys acquaints the reader with the
role of the mission and missionaries of New Spain, so that he is
prepared to follow the enthusiastic
padre in his career as director of an
institution— t h e mission—which,
while sponsored by the Crown of
Spain as an instrumentality for
temporal advancement, at the same
time gave opportunity to a sincere
churchman for a career of unselfish
devotion.
From Mexico City to the first
entrada into Baja California, until
fate and the need of the Spanish
Crown for a half million dollars
directed Kino's course to the land
of the Pimas (Pimeria Baja and
Pimeria Alta), the story moves entertainingly on, directed by a well
trained writer.
For a historian familiar with the
detail of an historical era it is not
always easy to differentiate between
that which will hold the general
reader and that which will confuse
his interest to the point of despair,
but Dr. Wyllys seems to have the

89

faculty for telling a story entertainingly and well. At certain
points in the narrative there may be
a tendency to lose the character of
Kino in answering an urge to tell
about the country and the institutions. If this happens at all, it is
in the chapter on the land of the
Pimas and the one entitled "New
Spain Looks Northward." Yet Kino
emerges clear cut and more easily
understood because of the clearness
of the setting into which he goes.
That Kino's famous mission of
Nuestra Seficira de los Dolores
served as a base for his operations
into the borderlands throughout his
career is the interpretation given by
Dr. Wyllys. Numerous entradas into
the Altar valley, explorations on the
trail of the blue shell, and the establishment of a chain of missions
all gained impetus from the mother
mission of which Father Kino was
for about twenty-four years padre
superior.
Concerning the early controversy
over whether Baja California was
an island or a peninsula, the writer
assigns credit as follows to Kino:
"In justice, however, Kino cannot
be given all the credit for his conviction that Baja California was not
an island. It will be remembered
that a century and a half before,
the old Spanish navigator, Ulloa,
and others, had proved the country
a peninsula . . . Kino would merely convince the world that the earliest voyagers and map-makers were,
after all, correct."
The rivalry between the missions
and private enterprise in the economic realm receives recognition and
is given realism in the details of
Kino's difficulties with propaganda
eminating from the secular foes of
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the padres. "Probably the truth of
the matter, although Kino may not
have perceived it, was that the frontier of Spanish settlement was beginning to press too closely upon
the heels of the mission padres, and
to work havoc with the Indians and
undermine the influence of the
missionaries." (p. 176)
Yuletide at a Sonora frontier
mission is entertainingly portrayed
on page 178. "Truly, the good
padre had need of a holiday diversion. His days were filled with
bickerings and threats of violence
between Spanish soldiers and settlers on the one hand, and the
peaceful but not cringing Pimas on
the other."
From this biography the character of Kino emerges as one of the
greatest of the stalwarts of old
whose fame is enduring to the people of the Southwest. "Kino was
more than a missionary. He was
an explorer of the first rank . . .
Nor was Kino merely an explorer.
To a miserable population h e
brought the means of a better livelihood, in the shape of cattle, sheep,
goats, horses and mules. . . . In
an economic sense, Kino was both
the founder and exponent of Pimeria Alta."
The book is divided into three
parts: Part One, Approach; Part
Two, Quest; Part Three, Achievement. Almost an equal number of
chapters occur in each part. The
author probably reaches his zenith
as a biographer in Part Three, and
especially in his chapter entitled
"Anochecida."
The author, Dr. Wyllys, is professor of history at Arizona State
Teachers College at Tempe, Arizona. A trained historian and a

pupil of Dr. H. E. Bolton, he has
brought to bear on his task his intimate knowledge of the main written sources and an insight which
must belong to a pupil of that pioneer in Hispanic American and
Southwestern history.
WALDO E. WALTZ.
DESERT WIFE. By Hilda Faunce.
Illustrations by W. Langdon
Kihn. Little, Brown and Company, Boston, Mass., $3.00.
Arizona would seem to have been
a man's state, if one judges by written records of past and present.
Pioneer women's stories have been
neglected, except at long intervals
when a book dealing with the ferninine side of Arizona's development, women's courage, privations,
vision and helpfulness is printed.
Vanished Arizona by Martha Summerhayes gave such a story, the
author telling vividly of her experiences as an army officer's bride
in Arizona during Indian wars.
Little has been written since that
early and out of print book either
by or about women on the frontier.
Fortunately our literature has been
added to this past year by Desert
Wife by Mrs. Faunce, and Cowman's Wife by Mary Kidder Rak.
Traders to the Navajos by Frances
Gillmor and Louisa Wade Wetherill, despite its authors, deals more
largely with the story of white
and red men on the reservation.
Desert Wife is one of those biographical tales that possesses sufficient detachment and objectiveness
to make it worth while. The author tells of years spent on the Navajo Indian Reservation at the Covered Wells trading post. She was
isolated from all the comforts of
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civilization; her privacy impinged
upon by Indian women seeking
help, council, comfort; her trading post was the hub of reservation
life for that section.
She catches expertly and truly
the tone-color and feel of northern
Arizona; the life of the Navajos
with their eccentricities, gossip,
heroics, and age-old customs. Her
development of several characters,
principally the Old Buzzard, the
Little Cranks and the Little Bidoni
and his wives, are excellent. Not
once through the book does she
dramatize or over emphasize these
people who traded wool for canned
goods, who were friendly or bitter,
or who aired their domestic or tribal difficulties across the post's counter. Nor does she stoop to self-pity
or incriminations when writing of
her own experiences, which were
hardly pleasant at times and often
severely lonely and difficult with a
silent man of the west as husband.
There is no hesitation in enthusiastically recommending Desert
Wife to every type of reader. The
spirit and style are simple, sound,
and suitable to the story.
BERNICE COSULICH.
ARIZONA PLACE NAMES. By Will
C. Barnes, University of Arizona. $ 1.5 0.
The fascination of place names
has seldom been better exemplified than in this work by Will
C. Barnes, who for over thirty
years has been gleaning information from "everybody who had
a story to tell as to the origin and
meaning of Arizona names." The
book is as colorful as its famous
author, and a quarry from which
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many of us expect to get a great
deal of information and entertainment. Scores of other pla cename enthusiasts are sure to follow in the wake of Mr. Barnes,
and it is certain that for many
years his book will be made liberal use of.
Arizona is unusually rich in
interesting names. Conquistadors,
Jesuit s, Franciscans, Mormons,
miners, cowboys, even geologists
have contributed liberally. Tracing the origin of names such as
Arizona, Tucson, Tombst on e,
Skull Valley, Christmas, Easter',
Hassayampa, Wicicyty-wizz must
have been a labor filled with joy.
Poker Mountain, Freezout Creek,
Paradise Creek (which "failed bee, a u s e of financial troubles"),
Showlo w, Snowflake, Vinegaron
Well, Globe, Adamana, Char mingdale, Eloy (really a very
profan(e bit of nomenclature),
Harqua Hala,—these and a thousand more are to be found on the
map of Arizona. Our climate and
our scenery have evidently been
fertile aids to the imagination.
Wishbone Mt., Total Wreck, Pepper Sauce Wash, Monkey Springs,
Horse Thief Basin, Carlon del
Muer to, Cascabel, Superstition
Mts.—one keeps turning the 500
pages of Mr. Barnes's volume to
discover the embedded history.
And with history the author is
unusually generous, luckily going
far beyond the limits his subject
might have imposed upon a more
academic writer. There is even
a ten-page list of "First Things
in Arizona." Much of this valuable material might have been
lost if not salvaged here, some of
it is even what Mr. Barnes loves
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to call "unrecorded." Evidently
talent developed in his old days
of Indian scouting has been turned
to good advantage.
Of course much remains to be
done. Hosts of our place names
are difficult. Even the name Arizona, after all the research lavished upon it by successive historians, still has its mystery, nobody having been able to account
for its application to so wide a
territory. Tucson also, though its
derivation seems certain, offers
two puzzling features, be ing
found in Ohio and Peru. The
origin of the name of Tombstone
is disputed. Material uncovered
in the Father Kino diaries has
vet to be made use of. Such books
as Mrs. Sanchez' delightful Spanith and Indian Place Names of

California ought to throw light
on many of our Arizona names.
And after the work of discovering or verifying origins has been
fairly exhausted, there will still
remain the long and difficult task
of making generalizations and deductions, sure to result in interesting articles on such topics as
the history and the poetry in our
names. Ultimately the names
of all our western country, in-

eluding Mexico, must be studied
together.
But this more serious work need
not keep us from the present enjoyment offered by Mr. Barnes.
Anyone can find entertainment in
looking up what is said of Galiuro,
Phoenix (it was a matter of surprise and gratification to discover
h o w narrowly our capital city
came to being called by the euphonious and suggestive name of
Swilling), Music Mountains, Del
Shay Basin, Kymo, Nutrioso—to
mention at random only a few.
Spenazuma and Wepo (Hopi for
onion) are almost too good to be
true.
Doubtless many of Mr. Barnes's
conjectures will be supplanted by
the discoveries of later investigators; but just as doubtless his work
will always be referred to with
high respect by all who know the
difficulties of his subject. We are
grateful to him for opening up
so rich a field for the enjoyment
of all who have any love of frontier flavor, imagination touched by
humor, and a salty raciness possessed by all too few of our writers on place names.
SIDNEY F. PATTISON.
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ARTHUR LUCIAN WALKER, metallurgist; b. New York,
Jan. 14, 1863; E.M. Columbia, 1883; Chemist, 1883-5,
engr., 1885-7, general supt., 1887-93, Old Dominion Copper Co., Ariz.; mgr. Baltimore Electrolytic Refining Co.,
1893-99; mgr. Perth Amboy (N. J.) plant of Am. Smelting
and Refining Co., 1899-1906; dir. same, 1906-7; prof.
metallurgy, Columbia U., 1908 to 1928; consulting metallurgist, Columbia U., 1908 to 1928; consulting metallurgist
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In 1898 invented the Walker mech. casting machine which
entirely revolutionized methods for casting refined copper
into shapes; in 1902 invented a new system for tank room
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CLAIR EUGENE WILLSON developed an interest in a study
of theatrical activities in the west while teaching in Elko,
Nevada. Upon locating at Douglas where he has been
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teaching for four years, he became attracted to the Bird
Cage Theater and to Schieffelin Hall by the possibilities
of a thorough search into their true history. This study was
the basis for the 2-ranting of a Master's degree to him by
Northwestern University. He feels that the study of the
frontier theater contains a picture of our cultural development.
WILL C. BARNES came to Arizona as a boy, served in the
army during the Apache war, entered the cattle business at
the end of his military career, and in 1888 was appointed a
member of the Arizona Livestock Sanitary Board. He was
in the Forest Service for twenty-one years, later assuming
the position of Secretary of the United States Geographic

Board.
SAMUEL L. PATTEE, attorney in Tucson, has for years
been interested in public affairs of the State. He has sat as
judge of the superior court, for a number of years was member of the faculty in the College of Law, University of Arizona, and at the present time is regent of that institution.

UNIVERSITY OF ARIZONA BULLETINS
The following University of Arizona Bulletins on historical subjects
are available for sale at the prices indicated.
BARNES, WILL C.

1395. 503 pp. 3 maps. (University of Arizona General Bulletin No. 2)
The origin and historic data associated with Arizona
place names.

Arizona Place Names.

$1.50

CUMMINGS, BYRON

1933.
55 pp. 35 illus., plan. (University of Arizona Social
Science Bulletin No. 4)
A scientifically accurate picture of a flourishing culture
which antedated the Aztecs is reconstructed from the
architecture and artifacts of the temple of Cuicuilco.
HUBBARD, HOWARD A.
Cuicuilco and the Archaic Culture of Mexico.

.25

Chapter in Early Arizona Transportation History; the
Arizona Narrow Gauge Railroad Company. 1934. 64

pp. front., 3 illus., map. (University of Arizona Social
Science Bulletin No. 6)
A history of a road projected to run from Tucson to
Globe in the eighties, with a detailed account of its intricate financial aftermath.

.25

LOCKETT,. HATTIE GREENE

1933. 102 pp.
15 illus. (University of Arizona Social Science Bulletin
No. 2)
A brief survey of present day Hopi culture in Arizona and
an examination into the myths and traditions constituting
the unwritten literature of the Hopi. Includes a translation of seven legends as told the author by living Hopi
story tellers.
The Unwritten Literature of the Hopi.

.15

LOCKWOOD, FRANK C.

With Padre Kino on the Trail. 1934. 142 pp. 23
illus., map. (University of Arizona Social Science Bulletin No. 5)
Kino the familiar friend and comrade in a vigorous account of the work of the Seventeenth Century Jesuit priest
who established the famous Kino chain of missions in
Sonora and southern Arizona.

.50

Address orders to the Librarian, University of Arizona, Tucson,
Arizona.

