


Never underestimate your competition. Just ask Demetrius,

the unfortunate Greek general who set out to conquer

Rhodes in 305 BC. He assumed that a massive force of 40,000

men, a fleet of Aegean pirates and an arsenal of wall-smashing

war machines would be enough to crush the tiny Greek island.

He was wrong. The Rhodians were tougher than he thought. And

so is this watch. If you’ve always believed that the biggest, 

baddest watches had to cost big, bad money, the $49 Stauer

Colossus Hybrid Chronograph is here to change your mind.   

A monument to toughness. The people of Rhodes were ready

for Demetrius and repelled his attack. To celebrate, they built the

Colossus of Rhodes, a 107-foot bronze and iron giant that tow-

ered over the harbor like a ten-story trophy. It warned future

invaders that “Rhodes is tougher than you think.” You give the

same message when you wear the Stauer Colossus. 

The timepiece that works twice as hard. The Colossus

Hybrid Chronograph will keep you on schedule, but it’s about

much more than time. The imposing case features a rotating 

gunmetal bezel that frames the silver, black and yellow face.

You’ll find a battalion of digital displays on the dial arranged

behind a pair of luminescent hands and a bold yellow second

hand. Powered by a precise quartz movement, the watch is 

doubly accurate in analog and digital mode. 

The Colossus is packed with plenty of handy extras including a

bright green EL back-light for enhanced nighttime visibility, a

tachymeter along the outer dial and a full complement of alarms

and split-second countdown timers. It secures with a folded steel

bracelet that highlights a row of striking dark center links. It’s a

rugged watch that’s more than ready for your daily grind.  

More watch for less money. Big-name watchmakers raise

their prices because they can get away with it. But Stauer wants

to turn luxury on its head. We sent the Colossus Hybrid to an

independent appraiser who works with auction houses, luxury

estate sales and insurance companies. He valued the watch at

$199.* We thanked him for his professional opinion and then

ignored it. Because we still want you to wear it for ONLY $49.  

Your satisfaction is guaranteed. Wear the Stauer Colossus

Hybrid Chronograph for 30 days and if you are not 100% thrilled

with your purchase, return it for a full refund of your purchase

price. But once you get a taste of more watch for less money, it’s

likely you’ll be back for more... and we’ll be waiting. 

Colossus Hybrid Digital/Analog Watch
Appraised at $199* — $79 Now your price only $49 +S&P

Call now to take advantage of this fantastic offer.

Promotional Code CHW645-07
Please mention this code when you call.

14101 Southcross Drive W.,
Dept. CHW645-07
Burnsville, Minnesota 55337
www.stauer.com

WATCH SPECS: - Easy-to-read analog/digital modes - Back-lighting & 

luminescent hands  - Tachymeter, countdown timers & alarms  

- Folded stainless steel bracelet fits a 6 3/4"–9" wrist   - Case size 16x43mm

Forget sleek and subtle, the Stauer Colossus Hybrid is one tough timepiece…now for less than $50!

Stauer®

What Stauer Clients Are Saying
About Our Hybrid Watches


“Great watch... an 

impressive piece straight 
out of the box.” 

— C. FROM COLORADO

$49
Colossus

Watch with
FREE

Sunglasses!

* For more information concerning the appraisal, 
visit http://www.stauer.com/appraisedvalues.asp.
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stone, Arizona Territory, to bury younger brothers
Tom and Frank and to see their killers punished.
(Cover photos: Paul L. Johnson Collection)
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Frank McLaury is at far right and brother Tom is behind the horse in Clyde Forsythe’s Fight at O.K. Corral (compare to his work on P. 22).

Massacre at Dawn
In Arizona Territory
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Discussion: Regarding the gunfight that broke out

on October 26, 1881, near TombstoneÕs O.K. Corral:

Do you see it as a battle between good and evil

or a battle between two flawed frontier factions?

Which set of brothersÑthe Earps, Clantons or McLaurys

Ñdo you blame most/least for the bloody showdown?
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More on Paul Lee Johnson
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PROUDLYMADE IN THE USA

ll of us from coast to coast
have heard of the October
26, 1881, fight in a vacant lot
off Fremont Street in Tomb-
stone, Arizona Territory, even

if some of us (but nobody reading this
magazine) know it only by its not-quite-
accurate common name—Gunfight at
the O.K. Corral. We hear it was the most
famous gunfight in the OldWest, and we
hear that so often, we know it must be
true. We hear the shootout pitted two
factions against each other: the close-
knit, law-and-order-minded Earp broth-
ers (assisted by the incorrigible but true-
blue pal Doc Holliday) and two sets of
Cowboy outlaw brothers, the Clantons
and the McLaurys. And we hear the good
guys won. Of course, those of us who
have studied the fight to any degree
know it didn’t all happen in black and
white. The players cast plenty of gray
shadows that fall afternoon in Tomb-
stone. As Wild West History Association
President Pam Potter puts it, “The Earps
and Holliday were no angels either, but,
as we all know, history is written by the
winners.” We also know there was quite
an aftermath for the survivors, featur-
ing accusations, hearings, ambushes,
vendettas, extraditions and in some
instances new frontier adventures.

In “Gunfighters and Lawmen” (P. 16)
Arizona author Scott Dyke writes about
the Clanton family—not so much on
Old Man Clanton, who died violently
a few months before the gunfight, or
young Billy Clanton, who died of gun-
shot wounds suffered in the gunfight,
but on Ike Clanton, who ran from the

gunfight and lived to run another day,
and Phin Clanton, who was apparently
off tending family cattle (or someone’s
cattle) during the gunfight. Ike also sur-
vived Wyatt Earp’s vendetta against the
Cowboys, but he did not count his bless-
ings. Instead of reforming, he reverted
to form and, with Phin by his side, re-
mained active in the illegal cattle busi-
ness (i.e., rustling). Ike in due time met
his own violent end, and only Phin, as
Dyke tells us, “managed to accomplish
what his father and brothers could not”
—namely, dying with his boots off.

Brothers Tom and Frank McLaury, who
had no time to kick up their boot heels

in the gunfight, have always gotten sec-
ond billing as bad guys to the Clantons.
Potter, whose great-grandmother Sarah
Caroline McLaury was Tom and Frank’s
youngest sister, doesn’t mind that at all.
She mostly blames unlikeable Ike for the

gunfight that cost the lives of two of her
ancestors, arguing that things would
not have come to a head on October 26
if not for Ike’s drunkenness and threat-
ening behavior. Potter acknowledges
that Frank and Tom were not “innocent
cowboys caught in the crossfire,” but
she has researched them for a quarter
century and tires of them “being gen-
eralized as rustlers and stagecoach
robbers when they were never legally
charged or convicted of any crimes in
Arizona Territory.”

Author Paul Lee Johnson provides in-
sight into the characters of these two
“villains/losers” in his 2012 book The

McLaurys in Tombstone, Arizona: An O.K.

Corral Obituary and also in our October
cover story (P. 26). But the focus of his
fascinating Wild West article is Frank
and Tom’s older brother Will McLaury,
a Fort Worth attorney who traveled to
Tombstone after the gunfight and took
part in the effort to prosecute the Earps
and Holliday. Although Will remains far
lesser known than Frank or Tom, John-
son has uncovered far more information
about him, the man who sought justice
for his dead brothers. It didn’t work out
too well, at least not legally. “No doubt,”
writes Johnson, “Will McLaury, his fa-
ther and other members of his fam-
ily had no love for Earp—they bore a
grudge for the rest of their lives.” But
they did go on with their lives. “Every-
one in the [McLaury] family was devas-
tated by the killing of Tom and Frank,
and for at least a couple generations the
family talked little about Tombstone,”
says Potter. If nothing else, Potter, John-
son and Dyke have made it clear that,
for better or worse, the McLaurys and
Clantons enjoyed as much loyalty and
family togetherness as the Earp family.
Not that Tom and Frank always saw eye
to eye. Johnson even suggests the broth-
ers “might have parted company over
their differences” had they not become
victims together in the gunfight.

Gregory Lalire

EDITOR’S LETTER

®

SPECIAL
CONTRIBUTORS

A

About Those O.K. Corral ‘Losers’

Vol. 26, No. 3 October 2013

GROUPMANAGING EDITOR Roger L. Vance

WEIDER HISTORY GROUP
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World War II

Deserting the Army

Desertion was

commonplace

on the Western

frontier in the

19th century.

For instance, in

July 1867 Lt. Col.

George Custer

had 15 men

desert during a forced march, and he

ordered a search party “to shoot the sup-

posed deserters down dead and to bring

none in alive.” Custer soon after left his

command to be with his wife and was

suspended for a year without pay. Mili-

tary culture ranks desertion among the

worst crimes, but men regularly ditched

during World War II. Here’s an excerpt

from “Breaking Point,” by Charles Glass,

in the September-October 2013 issue:

By his own admission Eddie Slovik was

the unluckiest man alive. Nearly 50,000

American soldiers deserted during the

Second World War, but the 25-year-old

ex-convict from Detroit, Mich., was the

only one executed. Slovik’s desertion in

northern France on October 9, 1944, was

atypical. Most deserters were frontline

infantrymen escaping after long periods

of continuous combat, but Slovik never

saw combat. Nor did he go on the run.

His mistake was to make clear that he

preferred prison to battle. Instead, a court-

martial condemned him.

Of 49 Americans sentenced to death

for desertion during World War II, Slovik

alone saw his appeal for commutation

rejected, due at least partly to timing. His

case arose during the Battle of the Bulge—

no time for an army to be seen condon-

ing desertion. Many men broke. Some sol-

diers deserted when the rest of their units

had been killed and their own deaths ap-

peared inevitable.Those who showed de-

serters the greatest sympathy were fellow

frontline soldiers.They had, at one time or

another, felt the same temptation.The as-

tounding fact is not that so many men de-

serted, but that the deserters were so few.

MHQ:

Indian Attacks on Town

Early in the War

of 1812 British

soldiers and

Indian warriors

advanced on De-

troit and forced

the only surren-

der of a U.S. city

to a foreign army.

Sixty years later Dakota Indians (with

no foreign help) attacked the settlement

of New Ulm, Minn., on August 19, 1862,

and again four days later. But such at-

tacks on towns did not become common

practice in the American West. Here’s an

excerpt from “Detroit Showdown,” by

Jon Guttman, in the Winter 2013 issue.

On the night of August 15–16 about 600

Indians led by Tecumseh crossed the

river and began circling Fort Detroit,

weaving in and out of the wood line. On

the morning of the 16th Major General

Isaac Brock, who led the British forces in

Upper Canada, landed south of Detroit

at the town of Spring Wells with more

than 700 troops. Leading his men to the

fort, Brock lined them up with double

the normal spacing to suggest a larger

force. The Indian warriors were painted

for war and made a frightening sight.

It was “like the entrance to Hell,” wrote

one observer, “with the gates thrown

open to let the damned out for an hour’s

recreation on earth.”

When Brock and his troops arrived

at the fort’s gate, they found it guarded

by two 24-pounder cannons. But to the

gunner’s chagrin, General William Hull,

the American commander, ordered them

to hold their fire. All this time the general

had been stewing away in a shelter, safe

from fire. Officers later said he was drink-

ing heavily. He certainly overestimated

the British and Indian numbers; he

commanded nearly double the 1,330

men that Brock had. Regardless, he had

a white tablecloth raised as a sign of truce

and sent officers out to “accept the best

terms which could be obtained.”

American History

Epidemics Reach Alaska

In 1862 a small-

pox epidemic hit

Victoria, British

Columbia, and

officials forced

the Indians to

leave; they did,

causing the dis-

ease to spread

into southern Alaska. Some 56 years later

another epidemic, this time the Spanish

flu, hit Alaska. Read about it in “Here

Is Where,” by Andrew Carroll, in the

October 2013 issue. An excerpt follows:

Scientists had never seen anything like

it. Considered the worst pandemic in

history, the Spanish flu started in 1917

and in less than two years killed approx-

imately 50 million people around the

world. Other estimates put the global

tally at twice that, but the final number

won’t ever be known, because the doc-

tors, nurses and coroners who normally

recorded fatalities were either over-

worked to the point of exhaustion or

dead. Despite travel restrictions and

quarantines, the disease spread quick-

ly to the most remote corners of the

world. In November 1918 the Spanish flu

reached a tiny outpost in Alaska called

Brevig Mission and killed 72 residents

within five days, leaving alive only eight

children and teenagers.

In August 1997 scientist Johan Hultin

traveled to Brevig Mission and, with per-

mission of the town’s elders, excavated

the local cemetery to try to unearth a

victim of the outbreak buried in the

frozen tundra. He hoped to extract a

sample of human tissue that contained

a hibernating specimen of the 1918 flu

virus. On August 23, Hultin found a

well-preserved female body 7 feet down.

WEIDER READER
A sampling of decisive moments, remarkable adventures, memorable characters,

surprising encounters and great ideas from our sister magazines

To subscribe to any
Weider History magazine,
call 800-435-0715 or
go to HistoryNet.com.
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‘Fred Gerard served as a decoy to lure the enemy warriors away from the woods so
that those white survivors who had lost their horses were able to escape to Reno Hill’

MANSFIELD/MARCUS

In the August 2013 Wild West Interview

author Ann Kirschner (Lady at the O.K.

Corral: The True Story of Josephine

Marcus Earp) defends her conclusion

that known prostitute Sadie Mansfield

and Josie Marcus were different women

by stating, “Reasonable people can study

the same research and come to different

conclusions.” This is not the case as

far as Kirschner and I are concerned.

She allots three sentences in her book

(Pp. 48–49) to dismissing the possibil-

ity that Marcus could ever have been a

prostitute. I wrote a 12,000-word article

(“Face To Face: Sadie Mansfield/Jose-

phine Sarah Marcus,” February 2013

Wild West History Association Journal )

assembling evidence she was using the

alias Sadie Mansfield—evidence Kirsch-

ner gives no indication she knew existed.

Since we were not studying the same re-

search, our conclusions, though certainly

different, cannot be of equal value.

Roger Jay

Baltimore, Md.

PAXSON PAINTING

I purchased the June

2013 issue with Edgar

S. Paxson’s Custer’s

Last Stand on the

cover. It’s a beautiful,

eye-catching paint-

ing for sure. I will

be adding the cov-

er to my wall beside my Old West library.

Keep up the good work.

Paul Gordon

St. Thomas, Ontario

MARK KELLOGG PHOTO

The State Historical Society of North

Dakota [www.history.nd.gov] has ac-

knowledged a mistake in the credit for

the photograph of Bismarck Tribune

reporter Mark Kellogg sent to Wild West

for publication in John Koster’s “Pio-

neers and Settlers” article (June 2013).

The photo [at top of next column] should

not have been credited to the historical

society itself but to my photo collec-

tion.The Kellogg pho-

tograph in carte de

visite format has an

interesting history of

its own. Kellogg had

his picture taken in

about 1863 or 1864 by

H.C. Heath, then an

active photographer

in La Crosse, Wis., where they both lived.

During the Civil War years Kellogg was

first a telegrapher and then a newspaper-

man working for M.M. “Brick” Pomeroy’s

La Crosse Democrat. The Kellogg photo

is a half-body image and is signed on

the back “Mark Kellogg.”

I purchased the photograph in the

mid-1980s from a dealer who had bought

a collection of books and other artifacts

from mutual friend Norvelle Wathen.

The dealer also required I buy two other

photographs—one of Kellogg’s mother-

in-law, Hannah Paine Robinson, and one

of his sister-in-law, Eliza Jane Robinson

(also known as Lillie). Lillie’s photo, also

back-marked by Heath, has the date of

Feb. 18, 1864, on it. It is very likely Kel-

logg’s own photo was taken about the

same time. According to a letter that

accompanied the three photographs, as

of February 1975 they had been owned

by a Royal Oak, Mich., woman named

Irene Gurman. Other information sug-

gested they had previously been owned

by Fred Dustin, renowned in Custer cir-

cles as one of the first generation of

serious researchers of the Little Bighorn.

I began researching Kellogg’s life and

career in 1980, and my biography of him,

I Go With Custer: The Life and Death of

Reporter Mark Kellogg, was published in

1996. In all my years of research, includ-

ing since 1996, I have frequently seen

a head-and-shoulders shot of Kellogg,

obviously drawn from another copy of

my half-body photograph. I have never

located another full CDV as I have.

Finally, in writing his well-done piece,

John Koster avoided at least one seri-

ous error you often see in articles about

Kellogg. Some years ago the Associated

Press began claiming Mark Kellogg as its

first reporter to be killed in action. That

is not accurate. At the time of his death

in 1876 at the Little Bighorn, Kellogg was

working for editor Clement A. Louns-

berry’s Bismarck Tribune. Lounsberry

properly has received credit for writing

the first detailed account of the Little

Bighorn battle, in part based on Kellogg’s

materials. He likely made his reports

available to the then fledgling AP. Kel-

logg himself was not employed by the AP,

despite the news service’s claim today.

Sandy Barnard

Wake Forest, N.C.

SURVIVOR FRED GERARD

John Koster’s “Des-

perate Flight From

the Little Bighorn,”

( June 2013) made

me think of Fred

Gerard [see photo].

Gerard was not a

trooper but a white

scout and interpret-

er who also survived

the battle. I am told by my Blackfeet rela-

tives that I am related to him. It is my

understanding that he and other scouts

swam their horses across the river to

an island and watched the battle while

hiding, then escaped at night, because

they covered themselves with Indian blan-

kets and could speak Indian dialects.

Please tell me more.

Joan Sullivan

Zephyr, Texas

John Koster responds: Fred Gerard was

the interpreter for the Arikara scouts,

survived the Battle of the Little Bighorn

and in fact was something of a hero. But

Gerard and his scouts left the five doomed

companies in Lt. Col. George Custer’s

immediate command long before Custer

was encircled. He was caught in the tim-

ber after the enemy warriors routed Major

Marcus Reno’s three companies and the

Arikara scouts. Gerard served as a decoy

to lure the enemy warriors away from

the woods so that those white survivors

who had lost their horses were able to

escape to Reno Hill.

LETTERS

  



6 W I L D W E S T O C T O B E R 2 0 1 3

News of the West
Broome Receives

WWHA Award

Jeff Broome’s ar-

ticle “Wild Bill’s

Brawl With Two

of Custer’s Troop-

ers,” which ap-

peared in the De-

cember 2012 Wild

West, is the 2013

winner of theWild

West History As-

sociation’s Six-Shooter Award for best

general Western history article. The fea-

ture is about soldiers Jeremiah Lonergan

and John Kile, whom Wild Bill Hickok

shot in an 1870 saloon fight in Hays City,

Kan. “Lonergan and Kile annoyed the

wrong man,” says Broome (posing above

with son Kile), “one who knew how to use

a six-shooter better than almost anyone

and who was prepared to defend himself.”

TheWildWest History Association [www

.wildwesthistory.org] handed out its 2013

awards at the organization’s sixth annual

Roundup in Boise, Idaho, in July. Roy B.

Young, author of several books and retir-

ing editor of theWWHA Journal, received

the Lifetime Award. In 2008 Young, who

was interviewed in the April 2013 issue

of WildWest, helped facilitate the merger

of two outlaw and lawman associations

(WOLA and NOLA) to form the WWHA.

Ronald S. Ligon received the President’s

Silver Star Award for his distinguished

service toWWHA. The BoothWestern Art

Museum of Cartersville, Ga., is the corpo-

rate winner for outstanding contribution

to Western history.

Other winners: Rick Miller, best book

of 2012, Texas Ranger John B. Jones and

the Frontier Battalion, 1874–1881; John

Boessenecker, best article in a historical

publication, “Peter Gabriel: Gunfighting

Lawman of the Southwestern Frontier,”

Journal of Arizona History, Spring 2012;

Ann E. Collier, best WWHA Journal ar-

ticle, “Big Nose Kate and Mary Kather

Cummings: Same Person, Different Lives,”

October 2012; and Mark Lee Gardner,

best nonliterary achievement, for his CD

of ballads, Outlaws: Songs of Robbers,

Rustlers and Rogues.

R O U N D U P

AUTHOR PAUL LEE JOHNSON LISTS THE
BEST PLACES TO GO, NOT COUNTING SALOONS

OR GAMBLING HALLS, TO GET ACQUAINTED WITH
NEIGHBORS IN TOMBSTONE IN NOVEMBER 1881

1. Mining Exchange. Mine owners, speculators and capitalists are able
to “shake hands” via telegraph in this imitation of the mining exchanges of
New York, Boston, Philadelphia and San Francisco.

2.Volunteer Fire Companies. When Denny McCann of the “Hooks” was
elected fire chief last month, Billy Ives of the Engine Co., who lost, had to
convey him around town in a wheelbarrow.

3. Political Parties. Republicans hold the City Council, Democrats rule the
county. William “Counselor” Cuddy, a comic actor and aspiring playwright, is
organizing a People’s Independent Party for the municipal elections in January.

4. Fraternal Organizations. Three fraternal groups meet at the Masonic
Hall in Schieffelin Hall—the King Solomon Lodge No. 5 of the U. D. F. & A. M.
(Masons), the Knights of Pythias Lodge No. 4 and the Independent Order
of Odd Fellows, soon to be joined by the A.O.U.W. (Ancient Order of United
Workmen). To join the last you’ll need a health certificate from Dr. Nelson
Giberson or Dr. Daniel McSwegan.The temperance group I.O.G.T (Independent
Order of Good Templars) meets at the Methodist Church.

5.Turn Verein Society. The Turners include both men and women. Even if
you’re not German, you’ll want to attend their monthly balls. Need dancing
lessons? Go to Stewart and McCarty’s Dance Academy at the Turners’ hall.

6. Irish National Land League. If you’re Irish, or sympathize with their
struggle for independence, join Tombstone’s Red Path Branch. They meet at
the Turners’ hall every Wednesday evening.

7. Literary and Debating Society.This new group meets in Judge J.H. Lucas’
office above the courthouse. Schoolteacher Merritt Sherman is president,
and the treasurer is 19-year-old Bessie Brown, stepdaughter of merchant and
councilman George Pridham.

8.Tombstone Dramatic Relief Society. Will Cuddy started this charitable
group, which presented an alarm bell to Fire Chief McCann this month.
Besides Cuddy, the players are regular townspeople. Billy Hutchinson is
building a theater to be called the Bird Cage.

9. Band and Orchestra. Tom Vincent leads the Tombstone City Band
and a string orchestra. Saloon owner Myron Kellogg leads a dance band.
Kellogg’s band includes the other bandleader in town, Mendel Meyer, who
plays nightly at the Eagle Brewery. Go to Professor Emil Rehbein’s Tombstone
Academy for piano lessons.

10. Church. Try the Roman Catholic Church or the Methodist Church. The
Presbyterians have the Baptists meet in their church, too. The Episcopalians
meet in the courthouse. They’ve been given property at Second and Safford,
and the Ladies’ Aid Society will hold a Christmas bazaar to raise money for
a new building. The Hebrew Association meets in Masonic Hall.

WildWest ÕsTop10

  



Koch Collection

At Smithsonian

Florida-based billionaire William Koch

is teaming up with the Smithsonian

in Washington, D.C., to display his vast

Western art collection at the American

Art Museum [www.americanart.si.edu]

in 2014. According to the Washington

City Paper the exhibition will run March

28 to August 24. Among the anticipated

works on display will be Western paint-

ings by the likes of Frederic Remington,

Charles Russell and N.C. Wyeth, though

also plenty of Wild West guns (e.g., a rifle

owned by Sitting Bull and a six-shooter

worn by Jesse James) and historic West-

ern photos (including the Billy the Kid

tintype Koch bought in 2011 for $2.3

million). The museum houses the largest

collection of American art in the world—

some 41,000 works spanning more than

three centuries. George Catlin’s grand por-

traits grace its Indian Gallery. Does the

one and only universally accepted photo

of Billy the Kid belong in such a place,

even on a temporary basis? We like to

think so. One reason is selfish: The mu-

seum is only about an hour’s drive from

the Weider History Group (Wild West)

office. So we should all thank Billy the

Billionaire for this upcoming exhibition.

We only wish that after it’s all over, the

Kid could somehow bypass Florida and

return to his old haunts in New Mexico.

Blood and Thunder Tops

Blood and Thunder: An Epic of the Ameri-

can West (2006), by Hampton Sides, is

the best Western nonfiction book of

the past 60 years, according to a recent

vote by the Western Writers of America

[www.westernwriters.org], which is cele-

brating its 60th anniversary. The ground-

breaking classic Bury My Heart atWound-

ed Knee (1970), by Dee Brown, finished

second, and the 1985 George Custer

book Son of the Morning Star, by Evan

S. Connell was third. Rounding out the

WWA’s Top 10: (4) Undaunted Courage

(1996), by Stephen Ambrose; (5) Desert

Solitaire (1968), by Edward Abbey; (6)

Blood of the Prophets (2002), by Will

Bagley; (7) Lone Star Justice (2002), by

Robert M. Utley; (8, a tie) Tularosa: Last

of the Frontier West (1960), by C.L. Son-

nichsen, and Pat Garrett: The Story of a

Western Lawman (1973), by Leon C. Metz;

and (10) Empire of the Summer Moon

(2010), by S.C. Gwynne.

WWA members also voted on the top

Western novels of the past 60 years, and

Larry McMurtry’s cattle drive epic Lone-

some Dove (1985) took top honors. The

Time It Never Rained (1973), by Elmer

Kelton, was runner-up, while True Grit

(1968), by Charles Portis, placed third.

The rest of the Top 10: (4) The Shootist

(1975), by Glendon Swarthout; (5) The

Searchers (1954), by Alan Le May; (6, tie)

Monte Walsh (1963), by Jack Schaefer,

and The Good Old Boys (1978), by El-

mer Kelton; (8) Hondo (1953), by Louis

L’Amour; (9) The Homesman (1988), by

Glendon Swarthout; and (10) Bluefeather

Fellini (1993), by Max Evans.

Frank James in St. Louis

Mark Lee Gardner,

whose article “The

Other James Broth-

er” ran in the Au-

gust 2013 Wild West,

recently purchased

the 1898 dime novel

Frank James in St.

Louis.“Interestingly,”

he says, “Frank and his family were living

in St. Louis at the time this piece of pulp

fiction appeared, and the natural ques-

tion that comes to mind is, Did Frank

ever see it? Most likely he did; these dime

novels were everywhere.” Gardner adds

that even though Frank James got his

own Street & Smith title (No. 10 in its

Log Cabin Library series), “He was still

behind brother Jesse.” No. 2 in the Log

Cabin Library series was Jesse James,

the Outlaw, while No. 6 was Jesse James’

Oath. In real life Frank became a solid

citizen after Bob Ford assassinated Jesse

on April 3, 1882. In this genteel-looking

cover illustration, however, Frank is pull-

ing a pistol from his back pocket.

John Maley Manuscript

Explorer John Maley, a contemporary

of Meriwether Lewis, William Clark and

Zebulon Pike, traveled in 1808–12 through

present-day Illinois, Indiana, Ohio, Mis-

souri, Oklahoma, Texas, New Mexico,

Kentucky, Tennessee, Arkansas and Lou-

isiana and recounted his adventures

in a 188-page handwritten journal. The

second half of Maley’s journal has been

housed atYale University since 1824. And

now the first half, whose existence was

largely unknown until acquired by South-

ern Methodist University from a Phila-

delphia rare book dealer, has surfaced.

In June the SMU Board of Trustees pre-

sented it to the university’s DeGolyer

Library to celebrate the opening of the

George W. Bush Presidential Center. The

Maley manuscript has been digitized.

Visit www.smu.edu/cul/degolyer.

West Words
ÒWakantanka [Great Spirit],
pity me. In the name of the
tribe I offer you this peace
pipe. Wherever the sun, the
moon, the earth, the four
points of the wind, there you
are always. Father, save the
tribe, I beg you. Pity me. We
want to live. Guard us against all misfortunes
or calamities. Pity me.Ó

—Sitting Bull’s prayer at a ceremony of offering on a ridge overlooking the Little
Bighorn Valley the day before the 7th Cavalry attacked on June 25, 1876 (for more
see Robert M. Utley’s The Lance and the Shield: The Life and Times of Sitting Bull).
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Denver Old West Auction

A painting of an Indian quenching his

thirst (see detail at right), by E. Irving

Crouse (1866–1936, founding member

of the Taos Society of Artists), was the

top-selling item ($138,000) at Brian Le-

bel’s 24th annual Old West Auction in

Denver last June. A selection of cloth-

ing and gear (including a Bohlin double-

holster gun rig, a Stetson hat and three

pairs of boots) worn by Clayton Moore,

the famed Lone Ranger on television in

the 1950s, brought a combined $93,000-

plus in sales. For more items and prices

realized visit www.denveroldwest.com.

Colt Walker

A Colt Walker Model 1847 revolver in

good condition sold for $138,000 (in-

cluding buyer’s premium, see photo) at

a Rock Island Auction Co. firearms show

in April. It was one of 150 survivingWalk-

ers identified by Robert D. Whittington

III in 1984. Sam Colt designed the hard-

hitting .44-caliber, 9-inch-barreledWalk-

er in 1846 with guidance from Texas

Ranger Captain Samuel H. Walker. Sec-

retary of War William L. Marcy signed

a government contract for 1,000 Colt

Walkers on January 6, 1847, and the

auctioned Walker was one of them. It is

marked A COMPANY NO. 194.

Colts Sell Well

The second highest-selling lot at Cow-

an’s Auctions’ Historic Firearms and Early

Militaria Auction in May was a Colt Army

Model 1860 that went for $36,800. A fac-

tory-engraved official police .38-caliber

Colt realized $20,700. Top bids went to

a French and Indian War powder horn

engraved to Henry Livingston, which

realized $74,500. A C.H. Ridgon Confed-

erate revolver sold for $24,150, and a U.S.

Model Springfield musket with Morse

alteration for $29,900.

R O U N D U P

Famous LastWords
“My uncles, do not kill me.

I do not wish to die.”

—Crow Foot, the teen son of Sitting Bull,

said this to tribal police at Standing Rock

Agency in the Dakotas on December 15,

1890, minutes after they had killed his

father while attempting to arrest the

Lakota leader. Ignoring Crow Foot’s

pleas, Lone Man and two other police-

men knocked him to the floor before

also shooting him dead.

It was 160 years ago, in May 1853,

that the short-lived, 21-man Califor-

nia Rangers, headed by Captain Harry

Love, was born, and it soon succeeded

in its mission to kill (July 25, 1853) and

bring in the head of the notorious ban-

dido Joaquín Murrieta (for more see

William B. Secrest’s “Love and the Ban-

dit’s Head,” in the April 2012 WildWest).

Love called on Mexican War veteran

Patrick E. Connor to be his lieutenant.

CaptainWilliam Howard, a horse breed-

er in Mariposa, Calif., supplied most of

the fine horses needed to outrun Mur-

rieta and other outlaws.

As for the identities of the other 18

rangers, there is some disagreement.

“The earliest books on Murrieta—from

John Rollin Ridge’s 1854 book The Life

and Adventures of Joaquín Murieta

[sic] to Walter Noble Burns’ 1932 book

The Robin Hood of El Dorado—didn’t

exactly agree on who the other rangers

were,” said California collector, writer

and researcher Lee A. Silva.

But, explained Silva, absolute proof

of who all of the 21 rangers were turned

up in 1959. “A grandson of Patrick Con-

nor was searching through the Cali-

fornia State Archives in Sacramento

for information on his grandfather,

and he found an original muster roll

dated July 28, 1853, of the Califor-

nia Rangers,” Silva said. “But, adding

to the confusion, in his 1967 pam-

phlet Joaquín California historian

Bill Secrest states that some of the rang-

ers were replaced during the search

for Murrieta.”

Secrest printed the “Muster and

Descriptive Roll “ of Love’s company of

rangers in his pamphlet, and that ros-

ter appears above. The Rangers were

mustered out on August 28, 1853.

California Ranger List
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YES.  Please reserve the “Warrior Spirits” 
Tomahawk Pendant for me as described in this 

announcement. 

LIMITED-TIME OFFER
Reservations will be accepted on a 
first-come, first-served basis.  

Respond  as soon as possible to reserve 
your pendant.

*Plus $9.98 shipping and service.   
P lease a l low 4-6  weeks  fo r 
delivery of your jewelry after we 
receive your initial deposit.  Sales 
subject to product availability and 
order acceptance.

Shown larger than 

actual size of 2ʺ

Signature

Mrs. Mr. Ms.
                                                  Name (Please Print Clearly)

Address

City                                        State               Zip

E-Mail (Optional)

01-16701-001-E56301

9345 Milwaukee Avenue · Niles, IL 60714-1393

RESERVATION APPLICATION        SEND NO MONEY NOW

The tomahawk was a prized possession of Native 
Americans.  Used in traditional rituals, it was often 
decorated with beads, feathers, images of animal 
spirit guides and famous warriors.  The more 
elaborately decorated the tomahawk, the greater 
was the assumed power and strength of its owner. 
Now grab hold of the power for your very own with 
a new jewelry exclusive honoring a noble heritage—
the “Warrior SpiritsÓ Tomahawk Pendant.

Custom-crafted in an Original Design
Superbly hand-crafted, this bold men’s pendant is 
a powerful symbol of the Native American culture 
that inspired it.  Sculpted in the shape of a toma-
hawk, it features intricate detailing, like powerful 
raised relief images of eagles and a Native American 
chief in full headdress.  Even the  hammered-look 
blade has a cutout of a wolf howling at the moon 
at one end and free-hanging eagle feathers at the 
other.  Adding to the overall dramatic effect is the 
rich coloration of custom-cut Tiger’s Eye inlays and 
gleaming sterling silver plating... both highly prized 
by Native American artisans.  All of this power and 
imagery hangs from a matching 20ʺ chain.

A Remarkable Value 
with Satisfaction Guaranteed

Complete with a jewelry pouch, custom gift box 
and a Certificate of Authenticity, this hand-crafted 
pendant is an exceptional value at $99*, payable in 
four convenient monthly installments of just $24.75. 
To reserve yours, backed by our unconditional, money-
back, 120-day guarantee, send no money now;
 just fill out and mail the Reservation Application.  
But hurry... this is a limited-time offer! 

Arrives in a 
jeweler’s pouch 

and deluxe gift box

A FINE JEWELRY EXCLUSIVE
from The Bradford Exchange

◆ Genuine Tiger’s Eye

◆ Sterling Silver Plating

◆ Custom Sculpted Tomahawk Blade

◆ Detailed Wolf, Eagle and Warrior Spirits

◆ Free-hanging Eagle Feathers
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Events of the West

Briscoe Western Art Museum

The grand opening festivities of San

Antonio’s Briscoe Western Art Museum

take place Oct. 26–27. The new museum

showcases a collection of artifacts as well

as art. Call 210-299-4499 or visit www

.briscoemuseum.org.

Jesse James and Northfield

The annual Defeat of Jesse James Days,

paying tribute to the townspeople who

thwarted the James-Younger Gang’s Sep-

tember 7, 1876, bank robbery attempt,

returns to Northfield, Minn., Sept. 4–8.

Visit www.djjd.org.

Indian Dolls

“Grand Proces-

sion: Dolls From

the Charles and

Valerie Diker Col-

lection,” stays on

exhibit through

Jan.5,2014, at the

National Museum

of the American Indian in Washington,

D.C. Five Plains and Plateau tribe fe-

male artists have used buffalo hair, hide,

porcupine quills, glass beads and other

materials to craft 23 colorful and metic-

ulously detailed dolls such as Maternal

Journey (see photo), by Rhonda Holy

Bear of the Cheyenne River Lakota. Call

202-633-1000 or visit www.nmai.si.edu.

Autry’s Art of the West

As part of its 25th anniversary celebra-

tion the Autry National Center in Los

Angeles presents “Art of theWest,” which

explores the meaning of Western art.

The exhibit, which opened in June, in-

augurates the new Irene Helen Jones

Parks Gallery of Art, the first major ren-

ovation of a permanent gallery since the

museum opened in 1988. Call 323-667-

2000 or visit www.theautry.org.

Cowboy Symposium

The Southeastern Cowboy Festival &

Symposium is Oct. 24–27 at the Booth

Western Art Museum in Cartersville, Ga.

Visit www.boothmuseum.org.

Monterey Festival

The Monterey (Calif.) Cowboy Poetry &

Musical Festival is on tap Nov. 30–Dec. 2.

Visit www.montereycowboy.org.

Regulator and Vendetta Rides

Great American Adventures offers two

five-day historical rides of historical

interest in October—Billy the Kid’s Reg-

ulator Ride (Oct. 6–11) and Wyatt Earp’s

Vendetta Ride (Oct 13–18). Visit www

.great-american-adventures.com.

Helldorado Days

Gunfight reenactments and street en-

tertainment are part of Helldorado Days,

Oct. 18–20 in Tombstone, Ariz.Visit www

.tombstonehelldoradodays.com.

Cowboys of All Kinds

“Cowboys Real and Imagined,” at the

New Mexico History Museum/Palace of

the Governors in Santa Fe, runs through

March 16, 2014. Photos and artifacts

anchor an exhibit that asks, Who is the

real cowboy? Call 505-476-5200 or visit

www.museumofnewmexico.org.

Indian Tourism

The 15th annual American Indian Tour-

ism Conference (AITC), open to the public,

meets in Tulsa, Okla., Sept. 22–25. Call

505-266-3451 or contact the American

Indian Alaska Native Tourism Associa-

tion at www.aianta.org/aitc2013.

Western Art

Aug. 11–13—Whitehawk Antique Indian

Art Show, Santa Fe (505-992-8929).

Sept. 6 and 7—Quest for the West Art

Show & Sale, Indianapolis (317-636-

9378).

Sept. 20 and 21—Buffalo Bill Art Show

& Sale, Cody, Wyo. (888-598-8119).

Oct.11 and 12—Cowboy Artists of Amer-

ica (CAA) Sale & Exhibition, Oklahoma

City (405-478-2250).

Nov. 9 and 10—American Indian Arts

Marketplace at the Autry National Center,

Los Angeles (323-667-2000).

Send ÒRoundupÓ events submissions to

Wild West, 19300 Promenade Dr., Lees-

burg,VA 20176. Entries must be received

three months in advance of the issue date.

HISTORICAL VIDEOS

Bring the TRUE stories of
Colorado history and the ghost
towns of central Colorado into

your home with our award-winning
documentaries!

A detailed description of all
our titles are online:

www.ColoradoVideos.com

  



O
n November 25, 1963, just three days after the tragedy
in Dallas, the U.S. Mint began work on the 90% Silver
Kennedy Half Dollar.  It would prove to be one of the 

most popular half dollar designs in our nation’s history.  Not 
surprisingly, when Americans discovered that the brand new
Kennedy Half Dollar was the centerpiece of the 1964 U.S. Silver
Proof Set, demand immediately soared through the roof!

By January 11th, 1964, the Mint was forced to halt orders for the
1964 Silver Proof Set, and eventually had to reduce the original
maximum order of 100 Proof Sets down to just 2 sets per buyer 
in the face of such staggering demand.  Finally, on March 12, even
the limit of 2 sets was halted because the Mint received orders for
200,000 Proof Sets in just two days!

Fifty years later, the 1964 Silver Proof Set is still in great demand. 

Why? Because this set is chock full of “Firsts”, “Lasts” and “Onlys”:

As we approach the 50th Anniversary of JFK’s 1963 assassination
this year, the 1964 U.S. Silver Proof Set is back into the spotlight
again. Each set contains the 1964 Lincoln Cent and Jefferson

Nickel, along with three 90% Silver coins: the Silver Roosevelt
Dime, Silver Washington Quarter, and the 1964 Silver Kennedy
Half Dollar—the only 90% Kennedy Half Dollar ever struck for
regular production.

Saved from destruction—but how many 
sets survived?
Collectors know that the key is to find those sets still preserved in
the original U.S. Mint “flat pack” just as issued. And over the past
50 years, that has become more and more difficult! Since this set
was issued, silver prices have risen from $1.29 per ounce to over
$48 per ounce at the silver market’s high mark. During that climb,
it is impossible to determine how many of these 1964 Proof Sets
have been melted for their precious silver content. The packaging
on thousands of other sets has been cut apart to remove the silver
coins—so there is no way to know for certain how many 1964 U.S.
Proof Sets have survived to this day.  

Order now—Satisfaction Guaranteed
We expect our small quantity of 1964 U.S. Silver Proof Sets to 
disappear quickly, so we urge you to call now to secure yours. You
must be satisfied with your set or simply return it within 30 days 
of receipt for prompt refund (less s/h). Limit: 5 per household.

1964 U.S. Silver Proof Set $59.00 plus s/h

TOLL-FREE 24 HOURS A DAY

1-888-870-9343
Offer Code KPS178-01

Please mention this code when you call.

The First
The Last
The ONLY!

50 Years later the 1964 Silver Proof Set still shines bright

Prices and availability subject to change without notice. Past performance is not a predictor of future performance. NOTE: New York Mint® is a private distributor of worldwide government coin and currency issues
and privately issued licensed collectibles and is not affiliated with the United States government. Facts and figures deemed accurate as of April 2013. ©2013 New York Mint, LLC.

14101 Southcross Drive W., Dept. KPS178-01
Burnsville, Minnesota 55337

www.NewYorkMint.com

1964 Proof Set Firsts, Lasts & Onlys
✔ The FIRST year Kennedy Half Dollar Proof

✔ The FIRST Proof set to feature a former president on
every coin

✔ The LAST Proof Set struck at the Philadelphia Mint 

✔ The LAST year the Roosevelt Dime, Washington Quarter
and Kennedy Half Dollar were struck in 90% silver 
for regular production

✔ The ONLY 90% Silver Kennedy Half Dollar Proof 
ever minted for regular production

✔ The ONLY Kennedy Half Dollar Proof struck at the
Philadelphia Mint

Actual size 
is 30.6 mm

ADVERTISEMENT
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Jeff Guinn (The Last Gunfight) and others

have said the McLaury brothers were

simply in the wrong place at the wrong

time.What are your thoughts?

Jeff and I sat over coffee and discussed

this while he was in New York, viewing

the McLaury file at the New-York His-

torical Society [www.nyhistory.org] and

in the process of writing his manuscript.

I agree with that assessment, but calling

them “victims” must not absolve them

from culpability. Frank would have been

a good deal wiser to hand his gun over

to Sheriff [John] Behan. After his brother

was bludgeoned to the ground, he was

in no mood to receive the same treat-

ment. Still, their real interest in being in

town that day was to settle up their af-

fairs before traveling to Iowa to see their

little sister get married. It’s one reason

why Tom had so much money on him.

What are Tom and Frank’s origins, and

how did they wind up in Tombstone?

They were born in the fourth generation

of a family that emigrated from Scotland

to Ireland and then made their way to

the headwaters of the Delaware River in

the late 18th century. Being Scots, their

family valued three things in particular:

family, education and the church. In the

1850s, when the boys were still quite

young, their family moved to Iowa. Their

father was a farmer who also tried his

hand at land speculation. Their mother

died only two years after the move to

Iowa. There are still many things about

the McLaury brothers that remain to be

unearthed. Why they located in south-

eastern Arizona Territory is one. I be-

lieve they were part of a crew working for

John Chisum, who delivered cattle from

New Mexico Territory to the Vail ranch

in Arizona Territory. They were in the

vicinity of Camp Thomas for a short time,

relocated to the Babocomari Valley for

about a year and finally established their

own ranch on a quarter section in the

Sulphur Springs Valley.

What was their relationship with the

Clanton family?

This is another murky area. They may

have met the Clantons while working

for Chisum. There is a story of Billy Clan-

ton and Tom McLaury hitting it off in

the Camp Thomas area (where Clanton-

ville was meant to be). The McLaurys’

ambition to be ranchers is something

they worked toward. The Clantons es-

tablished them-

s e l v e s w i t h a

ranch in the San

PedroValley ear-

ly on, so there

may have been a

mentor/mentee

relationship. One

thing is certain:

As the McLaurys

became involved in the cattle trade, their

business involved both the legitimate

and black market. Ultimately, they were

middlemen for the cowboys who stole

cattle and sold them to local ranchers

(not just the Clantons and McLaurys)

who could resell them to local butchers

and the Army.

And the Earps?

Not much of a relationship there. Only

Frank McLaury seems to have had any

contact with them.

Where does Will McLaury factor in?

Will was Tom and Frank’s next older

brother. He was a late entry into the

Civil War (Iowa 47th). His older brother,

Edmund (Iowa 14th), was captured at

Shiloh and died at home after being

exchanged as a prisoner. Some of the

temper displayed by Frank is evident

in Will’s personality as well. After the

war he left home and settled in Dakota

Territory, where Iowa neighbors had gone

as a result of the war. There he became

a lawyer in Sioux Falls and married. His

younger brothers went to work with his

in-laws in Texas. That’s where they got

started as cattlemen. His wife’s health

began to fail, so Will and his wife and

children moved to Fort Worth.

New York Author Paul Lee Johnson Tackles
The McLaury Brothers and the O.K. Corral

Tom and Frank died in Tombstone; brother Will came to bury them By Johnny D. Boggs

INTERV IEW

or a 27-second gunfight, the October 26, 1881, clash pitting brothers Virgil,

Morgan andWyatt Earp and Doc Holliday against brothers Tom and Frank

McLaury, Billy and (unarmed) Ike Clanton, and (unarmed) Billy Claiborne

has certainly gotten a lot of fanfare. Surprisingly, however, two of the men

killed, the McLaury brothers, have received minimal attention. Although

he can’t answer all the questions, historian Paul Lee Johnson of New York finally

gives the McLaurys—and their attorney brother Will—their due in The McLaurys in

Tombstone, Arizona: An O.K. Corral Obituary, published by the University of North

Texas Press. Johnson has written several articles on the fabled gunfight and been

a guest speaker at the annual Tombstone Territory Rendezvous. Johnson took time

to talk to Wild West about the McLaurys, Tombstone and his book.

F
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How did he help/hurt in the Earp-

Holliday hearing?

Will learned of his brothersÕ deaths

the day after the shooting. He arrived in

Tombstone a week later, on the evening

of November 3, four days after the hear-

ing began. The lead prosecution coun-

cil was Ben Goodrich, assisted by James

Robinson and District Attorney Lyttle-

ton Price. Will attached himself to the

prosecution in order to have Wyatt Earp

and Doc HollidayÕs bail rescinded and

them confined to jail. In that he suc-

ceeded, but thereafter itÕs hard to see

what effect he had on the hearing, other

than to locate and bring in Tom Keefe as

a witness. His reasons for finding Keefe

went beyond the purposes of the hear-

ing, however. He also took credit for hir-

ing the lawyer Robinson. Hard to say

how smart that was; Robinson was

a corporate lawyer. His partner was a re-

nowned criminal attorney.

What happened to Will McLaury after

he left Tombstone?

WillÕs career in Fort Worth was a tough

slog. In the fall of 1882 he remarried. His

second wifeÕs family was from Georgia,

and with her he fathered five more chil-

dren. By the mid-1880s his law prac-

tice fared much better, and he achieved

being called ÒJudge McLauryÓ (although

he was never actually any kind of judge).

He was prosperous enough by 1904 to

retire and bought about 900 acres of

Oklahoma farmland.

Frank and Tom—good guys, bad guys

or somewhere in between?

ÒGood guysÓ and Òbad guysÓ is prima-

rily the stuff of fiction. Frank and Tom

McLaury were ordinary men with an

ambition to make money and provide

for their future. They adapted to the

climate of the cattle business and con-

sorted with law-abiding citizens and

outlaws alike. They were also differ-

ent from each other in temperament

and skill-set. Tom had the business skills,

Frank was good with his hands. Both

were good men in the saddle and handy

with a gunÑnecessary assets for men

living on the frontier.

Read more at www.WildWestMag.com.
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June 23, 1932, was the last day

of school in Bodie, Calif., and

little Bill Godward wanted

ice cream. Times were tough

in the eastern Sierra mining

town. Founded in 1859 as a

promising gold camp, Bodie

(pronounced BO-dee) had

boomed in the 1870s, its pop-

ulation approaching 10,000

souls. But by 1930 most of the

mines had closed, and folks

had moved on.That year’s fed-

eral census had recorded just

228 residents, including Bill

and his parents. Now Bill was

nearly 3, and he really wanted

ice cream. The teacher had

invited the boy and eight other

children to a party at school

but served them red Jell-O.

In a huff, Bill stormed out, went

home (mom and dad were at

work), found some matches

and headed for a vacant build-

ing behind the Sawdust Corner

saloon. The fire he kindled—

whether out of boredom or

plain mischief—soon spread,

destroying the bank and most

of the remaining hotels and

stores. Bill later shipped off to

military school, but Bodie was

unredeemable. It survives to-

day as a state park [www.bodie

.com], a ghost town held in a

state of “arrested decay.” To

learn more about Bill and his

hometown, read Big Bad Bodie,

by James Watson and Doug

Brodie. (Photo: Pomona Public

Library, Pomona, Calif., and

Frashers Fotos Collection)

Bad Boy
of Bodie

WESTERNERS
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ewman Haynes “Old Man”

Clanton arrived in Arizona

Territory in 1873 with three

sons—Phineas (“Phin,” the

eldest), Joseph Isaac (“Ike”)

and youngsterWilliam (“Billy”). Old Man

Clanton, a widower, had plans to corner

the lucrative cattle market, which sup-

plied several forts and reservations. After

he settled in, his plan got a boost from a

big silver strike. Tombstone and accom-

panying mill towns emerged overnight.

The Clanton clan had several ranches,

strategically placed so as to avoid scru-

tiny—the reason being that many of their

cattle were rustled from Mexico.The Clan-

tons found kindred spirits in a loosely

tied group of undesirables known as the

Cowboys. Since there was little organ-

ized law south of Tucson, the boys had

little trouble with their illegal herds.

They might have had less future trouble

were it not for Ike.

Ike, born in 1847, garnered a reputa-

tion in Cochise County as a loudmouthed

braggart and heavy drinker—a bad com-

bination. In her memoirs Josie Marcus

Earp, the widow of Wyatt, remarked that

Ike was uncivil, unkempt and chewed

with his mouth open. Young Billy was

sizable for a teenager and had a taste for

the saloons like his brother. Phin mostly

tended to ranching activities with their

cattle—or someone else’s.

By 1880 Tombstone and the surround-

ing area had experienced a population

surge. Miners, merchants, gamblers and

Cowboys intermingled in the roaring

silver camp. Ike was ever present and

often an instigator. The absence of the

law, however, was about to change, and

Ike and friends were slow to grasp it. The

Earps had come to town. In June 1881

Chief of Police Virgil Earp separated Ike

and another drunk before they could ex-

change gunfire. That summer Old Man

Clanton and five other drovers were fa-

tally ambushed down near the border by

a Mexican contingency that had tired of

gringo thieves. On the evening of Octo-

ber 25 Ike and Doc Holliday came close

to a fight, the result of a festering feud be-

tween the Cowboys and the Earp group.

The next day, October 26, made West-

ern history and forever linked the Clan-

tons and the Earps and the misnamed

Gunfight at the OK Corral. Ike’s threats

were, to that point, empty.When he blus-

tered that morning about wanting a fight,

Virgil and Morgan Earp offered him the

chance. Ike demurred. Later that af-

ternoon Ike would play out his best (or

worst) performance. Virgil, Wyatt and

Morgan Earp and Doc Holliday reso-

lutely marched down Fremont Street

and confronted their adversaries—Ike

and Billy Clanton, Frank and Tom Mc-

Laury, and Billy Claiborne (who fled

early). After the opening shots in a va-

cant lot, an unarmed Ike grabbed Wyatt

by the arm, pleading for mercy. One ver-

sion has Wyatt adhering to the “Code

of the West” and allowing Ike to flee.

This author believes Wyatt was thrown

off balance by Ike’s lunge and unable to

gun down the scurrying troublemaker.

In any case, Ike’s flight ended within the

safe environs of John Lucas’ law office on

Toughnut Street, far from the shootout

that cost his younger brother, Billy, and

the McLaury brothers their lives. The

casualties of the Tombstone gunfight

would not be the last to pay a steep price

for Ike’s behavior.

Ike twice filed charges against the Earps

and Holliday, and twice they were exon-

erated. Ike then turned to another venue.

In December he and cohorts ambushed

and crippled Virgil. In March 1882 gun-

men assassinated Morgan Earp, which

prompted Wyatt’s well-chronicled ven-

geance ride. His first target was Frank

Stilwell. He and Ike were lurking about

the train yards in Tucson, looking for a

shot at the Earp party that was seeing off

the wounded Virgil to safety in Califor-

nia. Friends tipped off Wyatt, who went

hunting for Stilwell and Ike. Luck was

with Ike again, as he managed to slink

away. Stilwell ended up shot to pieces

and left beside the tracks. One observer

commented, “He was the most shot up

man I ever saw.”

Wyatt and posse continued their ram-

page through southern Arizona Terri-

tory, seeking and killing Cowboys. Ike

remained in hiding, his whereabouts

unknown. But after the Earp party va-

cated Arizona, Ike and Phin resurfaced
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Clantons Had Reputations
For Rustling and Running

After escaping the Tombstone fight, Ike didn’t exactly mend his ways By Scott Dyke
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Phin, the eldest of the Clanton brothers,

died with his boots off in 1906 (not 1905).
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in Springerville, 175 miles north of Tomb-

stone near the New Mexico Territory

border. There they reunited with sister

Mary. The boys reverted back to form and

were soon making a bad name for them-

selves in Apache County. Among Ike’s re-

cruits was Eben Stanley, Mary’s husband.

Eben had earned the Medal of Honor

while serving with the 5th U.S. Cavalry

in Indian campaigns. Ike managed to

lure him to the dark side. Phin and Eben

were indicted for cattle theft. But the law

somehow missed Ike yet again.

In December 1885 masked men report-

edly forced an Apache County official to

open a safe and made off with more than

$11,000. The victim identified Ike, Phin,

Eben and pal Lee Renfro. No legal action

was taken, as the official himself was later

convicted of embezzling the money. In

May 1886 Ike shot Pablo Romero over

a card game in a Springerville saloon.

Ike fled to Jonas “Rawhide Jake” Brigh-

ton’s house for refuge. Although law-

men arrested Ike a few days later, a judge

dismissed the charges for insufficient

evidence. In November 1886 Ike was

present when Renfro killed Isaac Ellinger.

That was the last straw for Apache County

Sheriff Commodore Perry Owens.

The flamboyant Owens dispatched

Rawhide Jake Brighton—the same man

who had sheltered the fugitive Ike after

the Romero shooting—to clean out the

Clantons. Phin was indicted for rustling

and arrested. Ike remained elusive. On

June 1, 1887, while trailing their prey,

Brighton and a deputy were breakfast-

ing at a cabin on Eagle Creek, south of

Springerville, when fate entered. Ike

Clanton rode up to the cabin and en-

gaged his former friend in conversa-

tion. When another face appeared in

the cabin doorway, Ike smelled a rat. He

wheeled his horse, and two shots rang

out. Ike dropped from his mount, dead.

Brighton later claimed Ike had reached

for his rifle. But Clanton’s inclination was

to vamoose from trouble. Perhaps Brigh-

ton was carrying out orders to “make

things right,” by any means. He finished

Lee Renfro off in like manner. Eben Stan-

ley wisely packed off to New Mexico

Territory. He died in 1904 and is buried

in Hillsboro, N.M. Ike Clanton’s grave

remains undiscovered.

Phin Clanton managed to accomplish

what his father and brothers could not.

He died with his boots off. After serving

time at the Yuma Territorial Prison, he

won a pardon and went to Globe. In 1894

he was arrested for armed robbery but

acquitted. In 1902 he married Laura Jane

Bound. She led her own full life, having

married at least seven times. Ironically

after Phin died, in 1906, Jane married

Pete Spence, former Tombstone badman

and ex-con.When Pete died, Jane buried

him beside Phin, in the Globe Cemetery,

without benefit of a marker.

Author and noted Earp expert Bob

Palmquist shared a take on the Clanton

legacy, as told by the late Glenn Boyer:

“Savvy visitors to his [Phin’s] grave might

mention sighting a calf that passed by

and then may see him rear out of the

ground, branding iron in hand, yelling,

‘Whichaway did he go?’”
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Ike Clanton, posing in a Tombstone photograph by C.S. Fly, stayed low during Wyatt

Earp’s vengeance ride, but then resurfaced with brother Phin and went back to rustling.
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urprisingly, one of the ques-

tions I have been asked most

often during my 25 years of re-

search on the legend of Wyatt

Earp has nothing to do with

the famous 1881 gunfight near the O.K.

Corral or the size of his six-shooter. That

question is, Were Wyatt and Josephine

Sarah Marcus Earp, who met in Tomb-

stone and spent 47 years together as

husband and wife, legally married?

I, frankly, just hadn’t cared whether or

not Wyatt and Josie, as she was com-

monly known, had ever stood before a

preacher. Nevertheless, during my early

research I did learn some interesting

bits and pieces that provide strong oral

history that Wyatt and Josie had, indeed,

officially tied the marital knot.

I interviewed Ray Enz and his sister

Alice in Vidal, Calif., in 1988. Ray was

born in 1915 and Alice in 1913. As young-

sters in the 1920s they had lived in Vidal,

where their grandfather John Harger

had a merchandise store and sold mining

supplies to Wyatt Earp for Wyatt’s claims

in the nearby Whipple Mountains. Both

Enzes got to know Wyatt and Josie in-

timately, and Ray often accompanied

Wyatt to his claims.

After Wyatt died in 1929, Josie gave Ray

the tuxedo jacket (with tails) and gold-

colored vest Wyatt had worn when he

married Josie. In 1984 Ray gave the jacket

and vest to an Earp historian to donate

to a museum, along with a notarized

statement of facts verifying their history.

But Ray couldn’t remember the name

of the historian or the museum, and nei-

ther he nor his sister could remember

when the wedding had been.

I had thought that this evidence of

Wyatt’s wedding ended there. But when

I met Earp historian Truman Fisher, I

discovered that it had been he to whom

Enz had given the jacket and vest, and

that Fisher, in turn, had donated them

to John Bianchi’s Frontier Museum in

Temecula, Calif. And the jacket and vest

had, in turn, gone into the Autry West-

ern Heritage Museum (now the Autry

National Center) in Los Angles when

Bianchi sold out his museum to the Autry

in 1985. I documented the valuable his-

tory of the tuxedo jacket and vest for

Autry curator James Nottage, but ever

since Nottage left the museum, no one

there seems to know what happened to

these Earp “wedding” clothes.

In 1988 Earp historian Glenn Boyer

gave me the name and address of Mar-

jorie MacCartney, the granddaughter of

Josie’s sister Henrietta. Mrs. MacCartney

told me that Wyatt and Josie had defi-

nitely been married, but she couldn’t

remember where or when. So she sug-

gested I go to Bakersfield, Calif., and con-

tact George Scofield, whose father, Fred,

had been involved in various “business”

ventures with Wyatt all his life. And Fred

Scofield becomes a key figure in the ques-

tion of whether Wyatt and Josie were

actually married.

George Scofield was terminally ill and

not up to talking to me. But his wife, Thel-

ma, said that Fred Scofield andWyatt had

hooked up in Tombstone during its hal-

cyon days, and Fred had secretly been

a liaison for Wyatt’s federal posse during

Wyatt’s vendetta ride after the Cowboys

had assassinated Morgan Earp in March

1882. As the story was told to me, Scofield

had covertly delivered messages and sup-

plies to the posse during that time.

Born in Michigan in 1858, Frederick

Newton Scofield was a mining and real-
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TheyWere a Couple for Nearly 50 Years,
ButWere They Ever Legally Married?

Wyatt Earp and Josie Marcus met in Tombstone and roamed the West together
By Lee A. Silva

P IONEERS AND SETTLERS
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In the 1920s Josie and Wyatt Earp and dog

enjoy a meal at one of their mining camps.

Wyatt’s wedding ring, according to Josie.

Left: Fred Scofield in 1890. Right: Wyatt in

the January 23, 1908, Los Angeles Times.
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estate speculator when he moved to

Phoenix in either 1879 or ’80. After the

legend-making Tombstone days of the

early 1880s, Scofield was involved in real

estate with Wyatt in San Diego in the late

1880s. Scofield then relocated back to

Arizona Territory and earned the rank of

captain in the Arizona National Guard.

Cut from the same cloth as Wyatt, Sco-

field was something of a wandering rogue

and was involved in horse racing. He was

even arrested during a “legal” faro game

in Los Angeles in 1892.

After the turn of the century Scofield

moved to Bakersfield, where he got rich

in the oil boom there and probably also

influenced Wyatt to join him in oil field

speculation. According to that city’s Daily

Californian, Schofield won a shooting

match on New Year’s Day 1906 with a

score of 91 out of a possible 100. His

March 18, 1937, obituary in The Bakers-

field Californian states, “For many years

he resided at Phoenix, Ariz., where he

was associated with Wyatt Earp in nu-

merous mining ventures.” And the Los

Angeles Times of March 19, 1937, head-

lined Scofield’s obituary withWYATT EARP

ASSOCIATE DIES in a size 10 times larger than

the letters in Scofield’s name.“He was also

interested in an Alaska mining venture,”

the obit reads. “For many years he was

associated withWyatt Earp, famousWest-

ern law officer, in mining ventures.”

So Wyatt and Scofield were “business

friends” in Arizona Territory and Califor-

nia. But Scofield does not show up in any

Tombstone census.The earliest I can place

him there is February 13, 1886, when

The Daily Tombstone noted there was a

letter addressed to him at the post office.

And in 1887 Scofield divorced his first wife,

Fanny Kigar, in Tombstone. Interestingly,

however, Scofield does not show up in

any census for Phoenix or Tucson either.

Because of his peripatetic mining and

real-estate ventures, Schofield apparently

slipped through the cracks of Earp history

during Tombstone’s glory days.

So what does Scofield have to do with

the Wyatt Earp marriage? His daughter-

in-law Thelma Scofield also sent me to

a rest home in Santa Cruz, Calif., to look

up Jesse Sinclair, Scofield’s son-in-law.

According to Sinclair, Josie had never

learned how to drive a car, so afterWyatt’s

death in 1929, Sinclair had often driven

her around L.A. Josie had told him that

she andWyatt had gotten married in Ari-

zona, but he couldn‘t remember in what

town. And Sinclair also told me that Fred

Scofield had been the best man at the

Wyatt-Josie wedding.

And there are other tidbits that pro-

vide further evidence there was an offi-

cial marriage.

In Suppressed Murder ofWyatt Earp and

I MarriedWyatt Earp, Glenn Boyer notes

that, according to Marcus family history,

Wyatt and Josie were married aboard

Elias J. “Lucky” Baldwin’s yacht. Land

speculator Baldwin, who at one time was

considered the richest man in Califor-

nia, was heavily involved with Wyatt in

horse racing and gambling in southern

California in the 1880s and ’90s. But in

1988 when I interviewed Sandy Snyder,

who had done her Ph.D. thesis on Bald-

win and was curator of the Los Angeles

County Arboretum at Baldwin’s Santa

Anita Ranch, she assured me that Lucky

had never even owned a yacht.

In Los Angeles in 1908, Wyatt and Josie

testified as husband and wife as witnesses

in the sensational murder trial of a friend

of theirs, Estelle Corwell, for shooting and

killing her paramour, George T. Bennett.

But I don’t know if either Wyatt or Josie

actually swore under oath that they were

legally married. And interestingly, the

Los Angeles Times of January 23, 1908,

featured a drawing of Wyatt (see image

on opposite page) as a lead-in to his

testimony.

In the 1910 federal census for Los An-

geles, Wyatt is listed as head of house-

hold, 62 years old, occupation “miner”

in “gold and copper.” Josephine Earp, 41

years old, is officially listed as his “wife.”

And both entries state they had been

married for 25 years, which would make

the year of their marriage 1885.

In March 1929, just two months after

Wyatt died, his biographer Stuart Lake

filled out a three-page form for an Earp

entry in the Encyclopedia Americana.

Lake wrote thatWyatt and Josie had been

married in San Francisco in 1886.

And after Wyatt died in 1929, Josie gave

or sold a batch of photos, letters, a Colt

revolver in a holster andWyatt’s wedding

ring to famed Arctic/Antarctic explorer

Lincoln Ellsworth, who named his Ant-

arctic support ship Wyatt Earp; Ells-

worth’s widow, in turn, donated most

of it, including the ring, to the Arizona

Historical Society in 1987.

So there you have it. When all of this

information is stirred into the stewpot,

we have Wyatt’s wedding tuxedo jacket

and vest, the name of his best man,Wyatt’s

wedding ring, and the claim that the

wedding had taken place somewhere in

Arizona or in San Francisco in either 1885

or 1886. And so, I am one historian who

is convinced that the marriage did take

place, even though the question of where

or when remains unanswered.
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Ray Enz wrote a statement of facts (the first paragraph and his signature are above)

about the Earp marriage. Ray, at right, modeling Wyatt’s wedding tuxedo jacket in 1984.
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ohn P. Clum, a former Indian

agent who acquired the weekly

Arizona Citizen in 1877 and

added a daily edition two years

later, quit his job in 1880 to es-

tablish the Tombstone Epitaph that May.

On the north side of Fremont between

Third and Fourth streets he bought a

town lot—today a parking lot. He had a

hand-cranked printing press shipped

from San Francisco to Tucson, then on to

Tombstone by oxcart. “I got busy and fi-

nally was fortunate enough to contract for

the immediate erection on our lot of a light

skeleton frame measuring 20 feet by 40

feet,” he later wrote.“Hastening toTucson,

I purchased sufficient heavy canvas to

serve as roof and walls for this temporary

structure and had the canvas sewed to fit

the dimensions of the frame in course of

construction. Rushing back toTombstone,

the canvas was then stretched over and

around the frame, and the Epitaph was

provided with a shelter against the day of

its birth. The equipment having arrived,

it was not long before the interior of our

canvas home presented all the earmarks

of an efficient printing establishment.”

With a hefty dose of optimism, edi-

tors like Clum came to Arizona Territory

armed only with a handpress and a case

of type. They had to do everything from

gathering the news to writing stories,

assembling the type, laying it on the press

bed and running off copies. A good edi-

tor operating a hand lever might turn

out 300 copies an hour. The operation

was financially precarious, and the read-

ership parsimonious. Only a sublime

faith kept the frontier editor on the job.

In 1856, two years after the Gadsden

Purchase opened up southern Arizona

lands, mining engineers Charles Poston

and Herman Ehrenberg organized the

Sonora Exploring and Mining Co. and

the Santa Rita Silver Mining Co., which

shared expenses, including the purchase

and transport of a printing press and

the publication of a newspaper to pub-

licize the district’s mining potential. They

tapped editor Edward Cross to launch

The Weekly Arizonian. At the time this

land was part of sprawling Doña Ana

County, New Mexico Territory, and Tuc-

son and Tubac were the only settlements

of note in the western section. That first

press arrived in Tubac in early January

1859. It was a Washington hand-lever

press made by the Central Type Found-

ry and purchased in Ohio by William

Wrightson, a director of the Santa Rita

Silver Mining Co. In the first issue of the

Arizonian (Vol. 1, No. 1, dated March 3,

1859) Cross stated the paper would be

devoted to the area’s interests and the

development of its resources.

The biggest expense of the frontier

newspaper was a printing press, which

could cost a couple of hundred dollars

for a used model or several thousand

for a new one. A paper cutter could run

as high as $1,000. Then there was the

cost of type, newsprint and ink. If a pub-

lisher hired an editor, he might receive

a starting salary of $20 to $40 a week, as

in the case of JohnWasson at the Arizona

Citizen (renamed the Tucson Citizen in

1901), which published its first edition

on October 15, 1870. Tombstone Prospec-

tor owner Stanley C. Bagg said in Octo-

ber 1888 that he paid $150 a month to

his press foreman. Louis C. Hughes, who

in 1877 began publishing a newspaper

that had a number of name changes

before becoming the Arizona Daily Star,

claimed to pay his top editors $300 per

In Arizona Territory Optimistic Frontier
Editors Fueled the Newspaper Business

The Weekly Arizonian was the first paper to appear, in March 1859 By Jane Eppinga
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In 1880 editor John Clum, above, started

the Tombstone Epitaph, producing it on

the hand-cranked printing press below.
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month; however, he only paid editor

George Kelly $21 per week in 1887. Com-

positors (aka printers’ devils) worked by

the “em”—the width of a block of type, or

about one-sixth of an inch. Male compos-

itors got 50 cents per thousand ems, while

females received about half that much.

Publishers often failed to meet their pay-

roll. In 1913 Frank Wells bought TheWil-

liams News and was soon accosted by an

irate, drunken and armed employee who

demanded his back wages. After Wells

handed over the cash, the desperate

employee tried to sell him the gun.

Frontier presses were blatantly polit-

ical, and much of their livelihood de-

pended on the largesse of a political party.

Tombstone’s first newspaper, the Demo-

crat-leaning, cowboy-backing Nugget,

launched in October 1879. The next year

Clum’s Epitaph provided a Republican

counterpoint. The Nugget ceased oper-

ations in 1882, but on March 7, 1887, mer-

chant Bagg, hotelier Joseph Pascholy,

cabinetmaker Andrew Ritter, Dr. E.C.

Dunn and Mayor Charles N. Thomas

launched the Democrat Daily Prospector.

In 1888 Bagg bought the Epitaph press,

type and building from W.J. Cheney for

$600. The next year Bagg bought out

Pascholy for $100, Thomas for $190 and

Dunn for $225 to become sole owner

and editor. He changed the paper’s name

to the Tombstone Prospector in 1891. Bagg

became so disgruntled with fellow De-

mocrats that from October 2 to Novem-

ber 7, 1888, he leased the paper for $500

to the Republican Central Committee.

While editors and publishers initially

insisted that subscribers and advertisers

pay up front, they soon learned that

to stay in business they would have to

operate on the credit system. Hard cur-

rency was in short supply on the frontier.

However, initial subscriptions to the Ari-

zonian were $3 a year and had to be paid

in cash. Advertising rates for one square

of 10 lines or less were $2 for one inser-

tion, $4 for three insertions, $10 for a

quarter year and $30 for one year. Most

likely, though, founding editor Cross was

paid in produce, beef, chicken, pork, etc.

Delivery of the paper was at best hap-

hazard and frequently late.

Few Arizona Territory newspapers

prior to 1900 counted more than 500

paid subscribers. In 1877 George Tyng,

editor ofYuma’s Arizona Sentinel, count-

ed only 43 paying subscribers, some of

whom were three months in arrears.

His advertising income totaled only $70

per month. John H. Marion, editor and

publisher of the Prescott Morning Cou-

rier, had a penchant for sarcasm. He

made a special appeal to advertisers

on June 5, 1869: “Our foreman says he

must have a cradle for his baby, a new

set of teeth for his old cow, a few broom-

sticks for his better half and a glass

eye for himself.” Nevertheless, in 1886

four Tucson papers—the Arizona Citi-

zen, the Arizona Daily Star and Weekly

Star, and the Arizona Mining Index—

all claimed circulations of more than

1,000. In 1895 The Southwestern Stock-

man in Wilcox boasted it had the widest

circulation in the territory—2,980. In

1890 and 1891 The Arizona Republican

in Phoenix claimed it had two to three

times the circulation of any other news-

paper in the country.

Newspapers frequently changed own-

ership. An argument Weekly Arizon-

ian owner-editor Cross had with promi-

nent Tubac citizen Sylvester Mowry led

to a bloodless duel between the two men

on July 8, 1859. Less than two weeks later

Mowry and William Oury purchased The

Weekly Arizonian for $2,500, which in-

cluded the press and type, and moved

the paper to Tucson, publishing the first

issue from there on August 4. Around

1871 the newspaper sold its printing

press to Carlos Velasco, publisher of

the Spanish weekly Los Dos Republicas,

for $100. He later sold the press to Arte-

mus E. Fay, who took it to Tombstone

to launch the Nugget on October 2, 1879.

In 1887 Tom Weedin sold the Arizona

Weekly Enterprise in Florence for $3,000.

In Phoenix in the mid-1890s The Arizona

Gazette went on the auction block for

$6,750, and The Enterprise brought $5,000

at a sheriff’s sale.

What really kept the frontier news-

papers afloat was the subsidy from gov-

ernment printing jobs. When Arizona’s

first territorial officials arrived in Prescott

in 1864, they brought with them a print-

ing press and type, with which they es-

tablished the FortWhipple Arizona Miner

along with an appropriation to print the

laws and notices of the territory. Federal

policy allowed the secretary consider-

able discretion in assigning public print-

ing, which was supposed to be fairly

distributed throughout the territorial

papers. He could not pay more than $1

per folio page, but he could advance as

much as 20 percent of the cost. The first

legislature spent $1,121 to print its pro-

ceedings and an additional $2,994.75 for

the session laws.When the capital moved

to Tucson in November 1867, the terri-

torial legislature allotted $3,500 to $4,000

for government printing to the Arizona

Citizen. In 1887 the Prescott Morning

Courier collected $15,000 for federal

printing, $500 for printing the school law,

$4,000 for the new territorial code and

another $4,000 for official reports. There

was considerable criticism over the lack

of accountability in the distribution

of these funds. When the onetime feder-

ally appropriated funds dried up, so did

many of the newspapers.

In the 1890s the advent of the linotype

machine made the mass production of

newspapers possible. Other techno-

logical advances included the telephone

and the typewriter. Electricity converted

the presses from manual to power pro-

duction. No longer were newspapers

subservient to the political machines.

One thing did not change—the intense

desire of editors, publishers and re-

porters to provide readers with the

news of Arizona.

For further reading see Those Old Yellow

Dog Days, by William Henry Lyon.
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Sylvester Mowry had a bloodless duel with

an editor, then bought the press and type.
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alifornia native Victor Clyde

Forsythe (1885–1962) was a

comic strip artist and illus-

trator who painted some of

the earliest renditions of the

California desert. “To those who do not

know it,” he once said, “the desert may

mean a land of drab and barren waste;

to those who have walked alone in its

silence, it is a land of opal beauty, infi-

nite peace and grandeur and of abun-

dant life.” But in some circles Forsythe is

better known for his artwork associated

with a certain drab town lot where Wyatt

Earp did not walk alone, where there was

ear-ringing gunfire instead of silence

and infinite peace, and where three men

suffered fatal lead poisoning.

Forsythe’s father (W.B. For-

syth; he spelled the surname

without the “e”) and uncle

(Ira Chandler) claimed to have

been present in Tombstone,

Arizona Territory, on October

26, 1881, to witness the con-

frontation popularly known as

the Gunfight at the O.K. Corral

—though it actually erupted

in a vacant lot behind the cor-

ral and spilled out onto Fre-

mont Street. The men owned

a mercantile store, Chandler

& Forsyth C.O.D., at 328 Fre-

mont Street, only a few doors down from

the gunfight site. From childhood Victor

had heard stories about what his father

and uncle and their Tombstone friends

had observed whenWyatt,Virgil and Mor-

gan Earp and Doc Holliday squared off

against the Clantons (Ike and Billy), Mc-

Laurys (Tom and Frank) and Billy Clai-

borne. W.B. Forsyth preserved his rec-

ollections in a diary. Clyde studied this

diary and interviewed other eyewitnesses

when visiting Tombstone to research his

43-inch-by-60-inch oil painting Gunfight

at O.K. Corral (1952), which some critics

praised as the next best thing to an actual

photograph of the fight.

In 1955 Los Angeles’ Biltmore Art Gal-

lery (co-founded by Forsythe and artist

friend Frank Tenney Johnson) sold the

painting, and this significant depiction

of the gunfight vanished from the public

eye. An article in the Orange County

Register of February 22, 1966, noted that

the masterpiece had been recovered

and stated, “Clyde Forsythe returned [to

Tombstone] years later [after the gun-

fight], studied the structure of every

building, inside and out, interviewed

people who witnessed the blazing gun

battle and completed many prelimi-

nary sketches before he arrived with the

final draft.” Forsythe did an earlier, more

basic version (called Fight at O.K. Corral)

that is on display at the Bowers Museum

in Santa Ana, Calif. (see P. 1 in this issue).

Forsythe’s widow, Cotta, said Clyde pro-

duced this preliminary painting “after

many years of research…in preparation

for the final…work.”

As for the final painting, a limited edi-

tion reproduction came out in May 1988,

making it readily available to the public

and to those researching and writing in

the Earp field. The participants are not

labeled, so for more than 35 years people

Clyde Forsythe Painted California Deserts
And One Little Vacant Lot in Tombstone

His father and uncle witnessed the famous 1881 gunfight By Dr. David D. de Haas
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In 1952 Forsythe painted Gunfight at

O.K. Corral (above), based in part on

stories from eyewitnesses. At left is

a pen-and-ink copy of the painting—

a schematic that identifies each man.
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looking at the painting had to decide for

themselves who was who. But that all

changed in 2010 when Earp biographer

and Wild West contributor Lee A. Silva

visited a desert community in Southern

California to appraise a cache of old

Western photos and rediscovered a rare

pen-and-ink schematic of Forsythe’s

Gunfight at O.K. Corral. Even Silva had

not previously seen this important dia-

gram, in which all combatants and ob-

servers are numbered and labeled (see

images on opposite page and also“Round-

up” in the April 2012 Wild West).

Among those named in the diagram

is R.F. Coleman, whose presence as an

eyewitness to the fight and subsequent

ever-changing testimony historians have

debated for years. In Forsythe’s de-

piction Tom McLaury fires a gun while

shielded by Billy Clanton’s horse, just as

the Earps stated; some Earp detractors

insist Tom had no gun. Cochise County

Sheriff (and bitter Earp enemy) John

Behan helps Cowboy Billy Claiborne

(who fled the fight early) to safety at C.S.

Fly’s photo studio (a position from which

he could back-shoot at the Earp party, as

Wyatt would later attest). Whether these

and other pertinent actions portrayed in

the painting are actually what Forsythe’s

father, uncle and friends observed and

documented on that fateful day in 1881,

or were added in for dramatic and artis-

tic effect, will probably never be known

for certain. The landmark Earp books by

Walter Noble Burns and Stuart Lake may

have influenced the artist, but Forsythe

completed his painting three years be-

fore the TV program The Life and Legend

of Wyatt Earp debuted in 1955.

While Forsythe was generally metic-

ulous in his artwork,

he did admit to taking

liberties with the facts

in his Gunfight at O.K.

Corral. For one thing he

moved the store owned

by his family a few doors

west, so he could place

it beside Fly’s studio

and thereby include his

father and uncle in his

depiction. But aside from

a few other minor site er-

rors, his painting is con-

sistent with the known

details of the fight. Cer-

tainly he had access to

some of the eyewitness-

es and participants, and

it stands to reason he

would want to portray

the fight accurately. To

research his Califor-

nia desert paintings, he

would roam the region,

camp in ghost towns and

interview prospectors

and desert rats.

Born on August 24, 1885, in Orange,

Calif., Forsythe spent most of his life in

his home state, initially in Los Angeles as

an art student and newspaper illustrator.

But in 1904, at 19, he moved to New York

City to study at the Art Students League.

In 1906 he married Cotta Owen of Los

Angeles and soon after began illustrat-

ing for several NewYork newspapers and

launched a three-decade career draw-

ing comic strips (Tenderfoot Tim, Joe’s

Car, Way Out West, etc.). He befriended

lawman-turned-sportswriter Bat Master-

son and shared Frederic Remington’s old

studio in New Rochelle, N.Y., with the up-

and-coming artist Norman Rockwell. In

the 1920s, Forsythe returned to Califor-

nia to concentrate on his Western desert

paintings. He shared a studio in Alham-

bra with Frank Tenney Johnson. While

Forsythe remains best known for peace-

ful desert scenes of a lonely prospector

and his burro, fans of the Wild West are

forgiven if they think first of his violent

fight scene in a vacant city lot.

Read much more about Clyde Forsythe

at www.WildWestMag.com.
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Forsythe rendered his signature scenes of a prospector and burro in his holiday cards.

Forsythe (1885—1962) poses by one of his desert works.
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any an Indian, from the

Minneconjou Sioux Red

Horse to the Santee Sioux

Walks Under the Ground,

claimed to have killed 7th

Cavalry Lt. Col. George Armstrong Custer

at the Little Bighorn. But only one Indian

ever claimed to be the Lost Dauphin and

heir to the throne of France—and had

people take him seriously. That Indian,

Eleazar Williams, wasn’t the only claim-

ant to the title of Dauphin. Mark Twain

ridiculed such Bourbon imposters in

Huckleberry Finn, set in the same ante-

bellum era when Williams’ adherents

took him at his word, but written after

Williams died without a coronation.

Williams began circulating the story

he was the Lost Dauphin around 1839,

when he was living in western New York

after a long sojourn in the Green Bay

area of Wisconsin. Two years later, when

François d’Orléans, Prince de Joinville,

younger son of King Louis Philippe I of

France, visited Green Bay, he encoun-

teredWilliams—they appear to have met

on a steamboat on the Great Lakes—

and they had an acknowledged conver-

sation. Eleazar later claimed the prince

had confirmed Williams was indeed

Louis XVII, surviving son of Louis XVI

and Marie Antoinette and rightful heir

to the French throne. The prince sup-

posedly offered him a sizable amount

of money to sign a quit-claim on the

contested throne, but Williams refused

to sign. The Prince de Joinville denied

having made such an offer, insisting he

had stopped off to see Williams only be-

cause he was curious to meet a Christian

clergyman who was also an Indian. He

saw no resemblance to Louis XVII, who,

after all, had officially died in prison at

age 10 in 1795 under the custody of abu-

sive revolutionary and cobbler Antoine

Simon and then been buried after an

autopsy had established his identity.

Complicating matters, however, was a

portrait painted of the Dauphin while he

was in prison. It shows a feral-looking

boy with black hair and fierce black eyes,

not at all like the blond, blue-eyed boy

in official portraits from happier times.

The suspicion was that somebody stuck

a fake Dauphin in prison and helped the

real Dauphin escape—though the feral

painting looks more like a preadolescent

Williams than the royal portrait.

The Dauphin story had legs. In 1849 an

anonymous article in The United States

Magazine and Democratic Review as-

serted Eleazar Williams truly was the

Dauphin, though prevailing opinion

holds the anonymous author was Wil-

liams himself. The story found a staunch

advocate in the Rev. John Hanson, whose

1854 book The Lost Prince supported

Williams’ claim to royal blood. Hanson

had met Williams on a train ride in 1851

and been struck by his unusual ap-

pearance: Williams had a full head of

somewhat unruly black hair, but his

features were classic and rather hand-

some.Williams told the Rev. Hanson that

the first years of his life were a blank. He

had always supposed he was a mixed-

blood Indian, until he met the Prince

de Joinville on the steamboat ride a de-

cade before and was told of his true her-

itage and offered a bribe to abdicate.

Hanson showed Williams a painting

of the cobbler Simon, and Williams

exclaimed, “Good God! I know that face.

It has haunted me through life!” The Lost

Prince was feted in NewYork City, where,

according to The NewYork Times, “levees

were held in his honor; his portrait was

in all the galleries; and for a time he was

extensively lionized.”

A year later Williams showed Franklin

Hough, a local historian, “a dress of

splendid brocade silk with a long trail,

which he says he received from France

as the dress of his mother the queen. It

is really a most splendid quality of silk.”

Williams offered to write out a history

of the local Indians for Hough. He kept

his word, and Hough made good use of

the manuscripts. But Williams’ claim to

be a full-blood French prince did not sit

well with his Mohawk relatives. When he

returned to Akwesasne territory in New

York and tried to convince the Mohawks

there to relocate to Green Bay, they met

his proposal with scorn. That turned into

outright indignation when the Mohawks

were shown a document, supposedly

signed by his Mohawk birth mother,

avowing he had been adopted and was

not an Indian at all. At that revelation

the old mother burst into tears and won-

dered how Eleazar could be so bad as to

“deny his own mother.”

Williams died among the St. Regis Mo-

hawks on August 28, 1858, but according

to white witnesses, not a single Mohawk

attended the formal funeral, conducted

with both Masonic and Episcopalian

rights. A New York Times correspondent

who attended the funeral reported that

Williams had a collection of books about

the French Revolution, which could ex-

plain how he knew Simon the cobbler-

jailer at first glance. Rumors persisted

thatWilliams might have been telling the

truth—his purported status as Dauphin

was debated into the 1890s, and in 1901

author Mary H. Catherwood published

a novel, Lazare, about the Lost Dauphin.
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Eleazar Williams, the ‘Lost Dauphin,’
Claimed to Be Real Bourbon French

The Mohawk who would be king also envisioned an Indian empire By John Koster
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In 1947Williams’ remains were exhumed

for shipment to Wisconsin and burial

among his Western descendents. Sci-

entific measurements at the time re-

portedly confirmed the skeleton was

that of an American Indian. The final

blow came in 2000. Dr. Philippe-Jean

Pelletan had preserved the heart of the

Dauphin in alcohol after his autopsy

of the boy in 1795, and it survived the

centuries. Modern-day tests for mito-

chondrial DNA measured the heart tis-

sue against hair samples from Marie

Antoinette and other Hapsburg relatives.

The tests confirmed the heart was of

Hapsburg lineage—which meant the

real Dauphin did die in Paris in 1795.

Who, then, was Eleazar Williams? Rec-

ords show he was the son of Thomas

(Tehorakwaneken) and Mary Anne (Kon-

watewanteta)Williams, born about 1788

in Caughnawaga (present-day Kahna-

wake Mohawk Territory, Quebec). The

family had adopted its surname from

Eunice Williams, a 7-year-old white girl

taken captive by Mohawks in 1704 dur-

ing the French and Indian wars who

later married a Mohawk warrior from

Caughnawaga. The Williams name was

handed down, along with a modicum

of white blood, and in 1800 Deacon Na-

thaniel Ely of Longmeadow, Mass., whose

wife was a whiteWilliams, sponsored the

education of brothers John and Eleazar

Williams. John dropped out, but Eleazar

struck it out and learned to read and

write. Brought up in Ely’s Congregational

Church, Eleazar ultimately switched to

the Episcopal Church and, as a fluent

Mohawk speaker, became a missionary

to his people.

In 1820 NewYork land speculatorThom-

as Ludlow Ogden approached Williams

with a grand scheme to create a Chris-

tian Indian nation of many tribes some-

where in the unsettledWest, withWilliams

as its leader. Secretary of War John Cal-

houn, eager to remove the Indians from

New York, sent a commissioner to in-

vestigate sites in the Fox River Valley (in

what would become Wisconsin). Mean-

while, Williams, with money from Og-

den, led a group of Oneida Indians west

to investigate buying land. Williams met

with Winnebago and Menominee chiefs

in the Fox River region and then, with

the support of Michigan Territorial Gov-

ernor Lewis Cass, persuaded the chiefs

to sell the New York tribes a four-mile

strip of land for $3,950 in trade goods.

The first group of Oneida and Stock-

bridge Indians established a settle-

ment at Duck Creek in 1822. Williams

appears to have planned a Christian In-

dian empire expanding west from his

base in Green Bay, where in 1823 he mar-

ried Madeleine Jordan, the 14-year-old

daughter of a prosperous French black-

smith and a Menominee woman. Made-

leine came with a generous dowry of

land, but the marriage was not a happy

one, as Williams spent much of his time

rallying Iroquoian and Delaware Indi-

ans for his fantasized “Indian empire”

in the West.

Governor Cass betrayed Williams by

negotiating a treaty that transferred

most of the Fox River valley from the

Winnebagos, the Menominees and Wil-

liams’ transplanted Iroquois and Dela-

ware followers to the U.S. government.

Williams, still dreaming of an Indian em-

pire with himself as emperor, traveled

around the Midwest trying to persuade

Indians to move into the territory of

the formidable Plains tribes—but they

knew better. In 1830 Williams went to

Washington, D.C., seeking to inter-

est Congress in his grandiose scheme,

but at that point the Indian Removal

Act had been promulgated, and tribes

from all over the South were being force-

marched to Indian Territory. Most of

the Indians themselves wrote off Wil-

liams as an eccentric or a crook, and he

headed back to western NewYork, minus

Madeleine and their three children. He

reportedly visited her only once in the

last seven years of his life, which ended

in August 1858. Madeleine died in 1886

and was buried, “very homely at her

death and very corpulent,” in the dress

Williams had claimed once belonged

to Marie Antoinette.

It was only after Williams had failed

as a new Napoléon of an Indian empire

sponsored by Congress that he seems

to have settled for being a Lost Prince of

an actual kingdom that wasn’t really his.

The mysterious discoveries of his pur-

ported European heritage seem to have

taken hold of his personality only after

the Episcopal Church and the Western

Indians had dismissed him as a nobody.

This is known in psychology as a “delu-

sion of grandeur”—but amazingly, Wil-

liams had persuaded some educated

white people to fall for it.

This feral-looking little prince is said to be

Louis XVII, as sketched while in captivity.

Here is the same Louis a few years earlier

in a 1792 portrait by Alexander Kucharsky.
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TheWillof

McLaury
‘It was as cold-blooded and foul a murder as

has been recorded,’ Texas lawyer Will McLaury
wrote after brothers Tom and Frank fell

in the gunfight near the O.K. Corral

By Paul Lee Johnson
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O
n Thursday afternoon, October 27,

1881, an incoming signal rattled

the telegraph key in Leonard Trim-

bleÕs Fort Worth grocery store.

The half-rate message came from

Luther Halstead, formerly of Fort Worth and now

living far to the west, in Arizona Territory. Trimble

rushed the telegram to its destination five blocks

awayÑthe home of William R. McLaury. In it was

the terrible news that McLauryÕs two brothers had

been killed in Tombstone the day before. Not only

was the news appalling, the timing couldnÕt have

been worse. McLauryÕs wife of nine years had died

only 10 weeks before, leaving him with three young

children to raise by himself. And this day was his

sonÕs eighth birthday.
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Top left: On display in a Tombstone funeral parlor after the famous

gunfight are (from left, according to Paul Johnson) Frank McLaury,

Tom McLaury and Billy Clanton. Above: The telegram that informed

Will McLaury of his brothers’ deaths. Left: Will in 1882. Far left: A.B.

Mignon of Fort Worth photographed Frank (top) and Tom in 1876.
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Despite his responsibilities, 36-year-old Will McLaury was

determined to settle in person the affairs of his slain younger

brothers—33-year-old Robert, who went by the name “Frank”

after leaving the Iowa family home in 1875, and 28-year-old

Thomas. Frank, who sometimes had

trouble managing his anger, left Iowa

after serving 30 days in jail for assault

with a deadly weapon. The weapon

was a knife. He had been convicted

after three rounds in circuit court and

two hung juries, and the conviction

was upheld on appeal to the district

court. Tom, the more even-tempered

of the two, went west with his broth-

er. They eventually became partners in

a cattle ranch in Pima County, Arizo-

na Territory. When U.S. Army quarter-

master Lieutenant Joseph H. Hurst

accused Frank of participation in the

theft of Army mules, Frank answered

his accuser in the Tombstone Daily

Nugget with scathing prose and coun-

teraccusations. After that episode the

brothers continued to ranch and farm

together, but Tom alone handled busi-

ness matters.

Early in 1881 Tom and Frank moved to the Sulphur Springs

Valley in newly created Cochise County, where they built

a substantial adobe ranch house, a barn, two corrals, a well

and a series of irrigation ditches for farming. They owned

a herd of 140 cattle, eight horses and

two mules. The ranch was something

to be proud of, and they were plan-

ning a visit to Iowa, where Sarah Caro-

line McLaury, the youngest of their

siblings, was due to be married on No-

vember 30. Along the way they figured

they would stop off at Fort Worth to

see older brother Will. Of course, all

that changed with the October 26 gun-

fight near the O.K. Corral, in which the

McLaurys, two Clanton brothers and

Billy Claiborne (who ducked out early)

faced off with brothers Virgil, Wyatt and

Morgan Earp and friend Doc Holliday.

Both sides fired many shots in just 30

seconds, but Tom and Frank McLaury

and Billy Clanton got the worst of the

flying bullets. All three died with their

boots on.

So now Will (as the family called him; he used his initials,

W.R.) was headed to Tombstone instead. He lived closer

to Arizona Territory than his 48-year-old eldest brother, Ebe-

nezer, or their 71-year-old father, Robert. An attorney, Will

was also more qualified to settle the affairs of his late

younger brothers. His brother-in-law, David D. Appelgate,

was a far more experienced attorney, but like Will’s other

siblings and in-laws he lived in Iowa. After sending Luther

Halstead’s devastating telegram to married sister Marga-

ret Appelgate, Will packed for the 900-mile journey to

Tombstone. He left his law practice in

the hands of his capable partner, Cap-

tain Samuel P. Greene, and his three

children in the care of Fort Worth

wagon yard owner Jonathan W. Bil-

lingsley and wife Ellen, who were rais-

ing Ellen’s 11-year-old daughter from

an earlier marriage.

From Fort Worth, McLaury took the

Texas & Pacific Railway as far as Sierra

Blanca, Texas—the end of the line until

the rails could be completed to El Paso.

He traveled the 90 miles from Sierra

Blanca to El Paso by stage, and it was

a rough trip. At one point the horses

ran away with the coach; McLaury and

fellow passengers were unhurt but all

badly shaken. In El Paso he read some

lurid press dispatches about his broth-

ers’ tragedy. One newspaper report de-

scribed how, before the shootout, Tom

and Frank were among a group of row-

dies who were drinking heavily, parading the streets of Tomb-

stone and threatening to take over the town. That didn’t

sound like his brothers. He also read that Cochise County

Sheriff John H. Behan had arrested their killers for murder.

Will then boarded a Southern Pacific

train, which took him to Benson, Ari-

zona Territory. The last leg of his trip

was 25 miles on the Benson-to-Tomb-

stone stage. He arrived in Tombstone

on Thursday evening, November 3,

and checked into the Grand Hotel on

Allen Street. He had much on his mind

and much to do, not the least of which

would be to ensure his brothers’ kill-

ers got what was coming to them. But

the long trip had exhausted him. So the

best thing for Will McLaury to do was

to turn in for the night and hope to get

some sleep.

T
he lawyer from Fort Worth had

already seen much of the West.

After his discharge from the

47th Iowa Volunteer Infantry after the

Civil War, Will McLaury was unemployed, broke and in ill

health. For five or six months he recuperated in the com-

pany of his family in central Iowa. During the next two years

he worked as a freighter in Colorado, Wyoming, Montana,

Utah, Nebraska and Dakota. By 1870 he had settled in Da-

kota Territory, where he determined to become a lawyer.

This photo lacks provenance, but Paul

Johnson says he believes that Tom (left)

and Frank McLaury are standing and

that journalist John Finerty is seated.

Samuel Percival Greene of Fort Worth

was Will McLaury’s capable law partner.
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He applied himself to “reading the law” in Sioux Falls and

was active in local politics. In February 1872 he received an

interim appointment as clerk of Minnehaha County. When

he ran for re-election, however, he was turned out of office.

He did become a member of the bar, an achievement he

celebrated with his three examiners and other members

of the legal community. To the amusement of all, he had

so much to drink that he was unable to deliver his speech

thanking the judge and the rest of the group.

During the summer Will met a woman who had come to

town as a seamstress and milliner. On December 19, 1872,

he married Malona (“Lona”) Dewitt. John Dewitt McLaury

was born the following fall, on October 27, 1873, during

a blizzard.

Years later W.R. McLaury recalled his approach to further-

ing his legal education: “When something comes up you

don’t know,” he said, “go over to the saloons on Main Street

and find a fair son of Harvard Law School that his family sent

west to earn his mark. They are broke, drunk and gambling

and will readily draw any writ instanter on a sheet of paper

on the bar for a few dollars or a drink or two. What better le-

gal education could one get than from Harvard?” McLaury

helped to lay out the town of Wicklow on the Dakota prairie,

while his legal practice handled small lawsuits and divorces.

His wife’s sister Katherine visited them in Sioux Falls in

summer 1875, and the next year, when Will and Lona had

their second child, they named her Elona Katherine McLaury.

It is uncertain whether Frank and Tom McLaury also paid

brother Will a visit that year before making their way to learn

the cattle business from a pair of Lona’s uncles who lived out-

side of Paris, Texas. At the same time Lona’s health was frail,

and she needed a more favorable climate. In June 1876 Will

and Lona and their two young children moved from what

would become South Dakota to Fort Worth, Texas.

Will saw little of his younger brothers in the Lone Star State,

as Frank and Tom soon moved to either west Texas or New

Mexico Territory and then farther west to Arizona Territory.

Early on they stopped in the Gila Valley, where the Clan-

ton family ran a ranch and faltered in an attempt at town-

building. While they were there, Constable Melvin Jones dep-

utized Frank, who helped round up three soldiers who had

stolen property and run. Tom worked for neighboring ranch-

ers, including Jack McKenzie, who co-owned a ranch and

stage station at Croton Springs with Tom Steele. Before long

the McLaury brothers set themselves up in a ranch above

the Babocomari Valley, near Mustang Springs, and hired on

Wesley Pearce, a young man they knew from Paris, Texas.

Back in Texas, Will McLaury established a law practice and

was soon involved in politics, but Fort Worth was not very hos-

pitable to a Northerner hanging out his shingle—let alone

running for office—in the South. His first partnership, with

a man named Johnson, lasted less than a year. In his first

bid for public office he ran for county attorney. It only

netted him 16 votes, the least votes polled by anyone run-

ning for office in the fall of 1878. Lona bore their third child,

Margaret, that year.

Despite Will’s difficulties in the political realm, his social

activities expanded. He joined the Independent Order of

Odd Fellows and helped found the Fort Worth chapter of the

Caledonian Club for the propagation of all things Scottish.

The Caledonians met at his home on 15th Street and named

Will their first secretary. Among his friends he counted Jona-

than Y. Hogsett, a prominent lawyer who wrote the city char-

ter of Fort Worth, and attorney Captain Samuel Greene, a

Confederate veteran of the Civil War who had served with the

Georgia 39th Infantry, the “Gilmer Tigers.” Greene and Union

veteran McLaury formed an unlikely partnership in the au-

tumn of 1880. With the help of these and other friends, Mc-

Laury exercised some political muscle, replacing Fort Worth’s

postmaster in the spring of 1881.

Unfortunately, the spring of 1881 also marked the return of

Malona’s chronic illness. Her health slipped so quickly that

she made a will in July and died just four weeks later, on the

morning of Saturday, August 13. Hogsett and Greene were

Left: Johnson says this most likely is Will McLaury. Middle: Will’s children (from left) Elona Katherine, John Dewitt and Margaret in

circa 1880. Right: Will’s first wife, Malona Dewitt McLaury, died in Fort Worth 10 weeks before the gunfight near the O.K. Corral.

  



witnesses to the will and later

acted as appraisers of the Mc-

Laurys’ community property.

O
n the very day Malona

died, Mexican rivals am-

bushed a half-dozen of

the so-called Cowboys in Guada-

lupe Canyon, on the Mexican bor-

der near the Arizona–New Mexico

line. Among the slain Cowboys

was Newman H. “Old Man” Clan-

ton, the father of Phin, Ike and

Billy. The incident was part of a

pattern of reciprocal violence that

had been escalating along the

international border for more

than a year. The deaths of Mexi-

can smugglers had immediately

preceded this ambush, and the

deaths of American cattle thieves

had preceded the smugglers’

murders. The border violence

hadn’t extended to the McLaury

ranch, now on the open range

of Sulphur Springs Valley, but

it did affect their business. While

raising their own legitimate herd, Frank and Tom also had

dealings with the Cowboys, who rustled cattle south of the bor-

der. They then sold cattle—legal and illegal alike—to quarter-

masters at Army outposts and to the butchers in Tombstone.

The McLaury brothers were doing

pretty well, but the people they

did business with were creating

mayhem in the countryside.

Some were notorious outlaws.

When people suffered at their

hands, they cried out for stricter

enforcement of the law.

But law enforcement in Co-

chise County, founded in Febru-

ary 1881, was tangled in person-

al and political rivalries. Deputy

U.S. Marshal Virgil Earp was also

Tombstone’s chief of police. The

ambitious Earp brothers, Virgil,

Wyatt and Morgan, did not get

along with or cooperate with

Cochise County Sheriff Behan,

friend of the Cowboys. Likewise,

Milton E. Joyce, chairman of the

Cochise County Board of Super-

visors, was a rival of Tombstone

Mayor John P. Clum.

Since the dreadful day Will Mc-

Laury learned of his brothers’

deaths, the business that lay be-

fore him in Tombstone was the

settling of his brothers’ estates

and the daunting task of con-

victing their four killers in court.

An evidentiary hearing, presided

over by Justice of the Peace Wells

Spicer, had already begun in the

district courtroom on Fremont

Street, just 300 feet from where

Frank and Tom had died. On his

first full day in Tombstone, Will

was astonished to find two of

the defendants, Wyatt Earp and

Doc Holliday, sitting at the hear-

ing fully armed. The other two

defendants, Virgil and Morgan

Earp—wounded during the ex-

change of gunfire—were con-

fined to beds in the Cosmopoli-

tan Hotel. Will met Ike Clanton,

who had fled the gunfight and

whose brother Billy had been

killed. Clanton was the one who

brought murder charges against

the Earps and Holliday.

During that first day McLaury

also introduced himself to District Attorney Lyttleton Price

and the other attorneys on the prosecution team—John

M. Murphy, James Robinson and Ben Goodrich. Will wasted

no time making known his opinion, blasting the prosecu-

tion lawyers for allowing the

defendants to walk about on bail

armed as they were in court. He

demanded their bail be revoked.

No argument from the district

attorney as to the enormous

support the Earps had within

the community would dissuade

McLaury from his determina-

tion to see them put in jail. The

district attorney allowed Will to

associate himself with the prose-

cution. If anyone was to make

the motion to revoke bail, Price

figured to let McLaury do it.

Three days later, on Monday,

November 7, Spicer did revoke

bail. McLaury’s argument pre-

vailed: The testimony heard thus

far made a case for holding Wyatt

Earp and Doc Holliday in jail. On

the day following the court de-

cision Will wrote to his sister: “I

send you papers containing the

evidence. I shall try to have these
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A success in law and politics, David Dailey Appelgate

was an inspiration to his McLaury brothers-in-law.

Margaret McLaury Appelgate, David’s wife, questioned

brother Will about his long absence from his children.

  



men hanged.” To his law part-

ner, Captain Greene, he wrote,

“As to the perpetration of the

crime, I can only say it was as

cold-blooded and foul a murder

as has been recorded.” Both let-

ters bragged of his own cour-

age in putting the defendants

behind bars and exuded con-

fidence he would be able to get

a conviction. He also boasted

of being the center of atten-

tion: “Last night after it was

known the murderers were in

jail, the hotel was a perfect jam

until nearly morning. Everybody

wanted to see me and shake my

hand.” It led McLaury to believe

he had the backing of the whole

town. But in this he was badly

mistaken. Will also believed Ike

Clanton’s version of events, say-

ing, “After Frank was mortally

wounded, he shot Holliday, Mor-

gan and Virgil Earp, wounding

Morgan and Virgil severely.” It is

uncertain whether Ike truly believed all he told Will, but Mc-

Laury was convinced the Earps and Holliday had opened fire

from behind a veneer of law enforcement and were complicit

in a scheme to rob stages.

Will’s passion was to see his

brothers’ killers convicted by

law and punished by whatever

means. In a letter to law partner

Greene, a Presbyterian church

elder, McLaury waxed spiri-

tual: “This thing has a tenden-

cy to arouse all the devil there

is in me—it will not bring my

dead brothers back to prosecute

these men, but I regard it as my

duty to myself and family to see

that these brutes do not go un-

whipped of justice.”

On Wednesday November 9,

Will wrote to brother-in-law

David Appelgate, an eminent

attorney in Toledo, Iowa. He

described his court victory and

gave a complete rendition of the

chain of events, as he under-

stood them. “[T]he cause of the

murder was this,” he wrote.

“Some time ago [Doc] Holliday,

one of the murderers, attempted

to rob the express of Wells Fargo

& Co. and in so doing shot and

killed a stage driver and a pas-

senger, and the other parties

engaged in the murder with

him, the Earp brothers, were

interested in the attempt at

the exp[ress] robbery.” On the

same day McLaury wrote to

Appelgate, Ike Clanton began

his testimony and made the

same allegations from the wit-

ness stand. Both men claimed

it had all started when Holli-

day shot stage driver Eli “Bud”

Philpott and a passenger dur-

ing a botched holdup on March

15, 1881, and the Earps want-

ed it covered up. Clanton was

the last witness to testify for

the prosecution.

The defense lawyers, led by

Thomas Fitch, picked apart

the prosecution’s case, and the

Spicer hearing wrapped up on

November 30 with the judge

exonerating the Earps and Hol-

liday, ruling, “When, therefore, the defendants, regularly or

specially appointed officers, marched down Fremont Street

to the scene of the subsequent homicide, they were going

where it was their right and duty

to go; and they were doing what

it was their right and duty to do;

and they were armed, as it was

their right and duty to be armed

when approaching men whom

they believed to be armed and

contemplating resistance.”

Will McLaury had a different

take on events. “It was in my

opinion on this proof as brutal

and cowardly a murder as has

been recorded—the men who

committed the murder caused

the sending out of the dispatch-

es in the manner it was done,”

he wrote to Appelgate. The folks

back in Iowa, he added, needn’t

be ashamed because of the lurid

news stories.

M
eanwhile, Will Mc-

Laury had his hands

full with the task of

paying his brothers’ debts and

collecting from those who owed

them money. He was joined by
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Charles R. Appelgate, son of David and Margaret, went

to Tombstone and tried to get Uncle Will to return home.

These four men are unidentified, but that is likely Sheriff

John H. Behan, second from left, and Ike Clanton, seated.
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Charles R. Appelgate, his 21-year-old nephew (his sister’s

oldest son) from Iowa. A recent graduate of the University

of Iowa law school in Iowa City, Charles had gone into

partnership with his father. The young Appelgate came to

Tombstone to assist his uncle and encourage him to return

to Fort Worth. McLaury and his sister sharply disagreed

over Will’s usefulness in Tombstone. Her stated concern

was for Will’s motherless children, anticipating his return

to Fort Worth. McLaury responded to her on November 17.

“I do not like your letter,” he wrote. “It does not suit my

mind or temper. My children will be provided for, and I

don’t think a father would be any great advantage to them

who would leave it to God to punish men who had mur-

dered their uncles.”

While McLaury wanted to see the Earps and Holliday pay

for killing his brothers and Billy Clanton, he repeatedly de-

clared he wanted this done lawfully. That said, if all else

failed, he seemed willing for others to take measures beyond

the law. In the same letter to his sister, he wrote: “I am trying

to punish these men through the courts of the country first.

If that fails—then we may submit.” He said he had the sym-

pathies of “Texas friends here who are ready and willing to

stand by me, and with Winchesters if necessary.”

Even after Judge Spicer’s decision McLaury remained in

town, waiting for the grand jury to bring an indictment

against the Earps. But an indictment was unlikely. Several

grand jury members were Earp partisans, including Mar-

shall Williams, the Wells,

Fargo & Co. agent whom

both McLaury and Clan-

ton accused of being com-

plicit in the attempt to rob

the stage.

Before departing Tomb-

stone, Will wrote a hasty

note to his sister: “Court

will adjourn here about

[December] 20th, and I

will then leave for home.

Don’t send mail to me here

after that. I think the post-

master here is a scoun-

drel—my health is much

improved today. I am truly

your brother.” Less than a week later someone fired on a stage

carrying Mayor (and postmaster) Clum, likely in an attempt

to scare or assassinate the mayor. McLaury finally left town on

Monday, December 26. Two days later unseen assailants fired

on Virgil Earp in a night ambush that crippled his left arm for

life. Meanwhile, Ike Clanton continued to pursue legal means

to punish Billy’s killers. In February 1882 he again brought a

murder charge against the Earps and Holliday using the same

legal team that failed to get an indictment the first time. The

legal maneuvers lasted five days, bouncing from one judge to

another, trying to settle a defense motion of habeas corpus.

The case was dismissed.

Wyatt Earp, who replaced brother Virgil as deputy U.S. mar-

shal, twice led posses into the countryside, only to come up

empty-handed. In January the Earp posse was looking for

Johnny Ringo and Ike Clanton, who managed to elude the

posse and turn themselves in to Sheriff Behan. In February the

Earp posse went after stage robbers but never found them.

Then, on Saturday night, March 18, 1882, gunmen ambushed

and killed Morgan Earp while he was playing billiards (Wyatt

was watching) in Tombstone. The news reached Will McLaury

in Fort Worth the following Monday. If he was somehow

responsible for the assassination, he was not present at the

time. Years later he would claim a personal involvement in

avenging his brothers’ deaths.

For the next three weeks press dispatches held the na-

tion’s attention as Wyatt and his vendetta posse killed some

of the Cowboys suspect-

ed of involvement in the

killing of Morgan, if not

the crippling of Virgil,

while Sheriff Behan’s pos-

se pursued Wyatt and his

associates. Because the

situation in southeastern

Arizona Territory seemed

so lawless, on May 4, 1882,

U.S. President Chester

A. Arthur threatened to

declare martial law.

Back in Fort Worth, W.R.

McLaury no longer had

a law partner. Soon af-

ter his return from Tomb-
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This is a portion of a form Will filled out to apply for a federal veteran’s pension in 1904, the year he retired from his law practice.

This is part of a letter Will sent from Tombstone to David Appelgate.

  



I
t is often the case that old-timers will pass on stories that

are highly colored, whether to vilify an old enemy or to

lionize the speaker. Subsequent generations in turn pass

down these stories—especially those that hold listeners in

wonder at the fantastic deeds. The following excerpt is from

a narrative describing the Tombstone exploits of W.R. “The

Judge” McLaury (see photo), as written by his grandson:

He listened to the whispers of Ike Clanton, who promised

sweet revenge, he said nothing and went to his room in the

hotel. He contemplated his gun, he consulted with a bottle.

Some time passed as the shinning [sic] thread of the law

held him swayed between revenge and compassion. The law

is good, whether it is right or wrong, he mused. A wrong deci-

sion will right itself and carry more actual force for good, and

a good decision will—but…The shot rang out as he crossed

the room, breaking the glass and piercing the green window

shade. It missed the Judge. He crouched low, worked his way

to the door, ran downstairs and out to the front, galluses

flapping. No one in sight. The night clerk looked fearfully

at him, and a few persons in the lobby left pronto. Back

upstairs he went, thinking to himself that one should never

stand between the lamp and the window, at least in this town.

The assassin must have fired at his shadow on the window,

and the reflection was not in alignment with the target.

Nothing resolved, or was it? The Judge’s mind was made up

that instant. He could see Ike Clanton in the morning.

But now for the Devil’s work for sure. He crossed to

the dresser and took Frank McLaury’s pearl-handled Colt

.45 revolver from its holster,

same being all of both dece-

dents’ effects.

Sheriff Behan had said, “This

is it, Judge, all there is.” He had

arrived too late, the under-

taker had gotten all the cash

on hand for the funeral, $3,000

on Frank and Tom. Billy Clan-

ton had only a few dollars in

his pockets. The money was

used to put on the grandest funeral with a full march with

a band to the cemetery.…

The Judge shoved the gun in his waistband, disregarding

the holster. He was not really a fast-draw holster man, and

he had been advised by the Court not to wear a gun. He was

a bulky built man, and he could have hidden several hog-

legs on his person. Quietly he closed the door, locked it,

went to the landing and watched until the night clerk left the

room, quickly he crossed the lobby and into the night. Down

the back alley, behind Bob Hatch’s bar and billiard room.

Stealthily he climbed up on a barrel and looked through

a broken pane of glass. One of the Earps was there. The first

good view, and the Judge pulled off the trigger. It was a dif-

ficult angle, and he would have no opportunity for a second

shot. Quickly he ran back toward the hotel, in the back door,

and as he suspected, the night clerk had run into the street

to look and inquire as to the shot and tumult that followed.

He made it upstairs without being seen.

The next morning he caught the stage back to Fort Worth,

leaving $1,000 with Ike Clanton to finish the job.

P.L.J.

33O C T O B E R 2 0 1 3 W I L D W E S T

stone, Captain Greene ended their partnership for reasons

unknown. Greene then went into partnership with Jonathan

Hogsett. In December 1882 widower Will married Lenora,

the daughter of grocery store owner Leonard Trimble. The

children of his first marriage continued to live with him

and their stepmother. He and Lenora had four boys and

a girl of their own.

Not long after their first son was born, Will wrote a letter

to his own father, who evidently had inquired about any

further debt collections made on Frank and Tom’s behalf. Will

said there were two remaining debts, but they could not be

collected. With his Tombstone memories clearly still raw, Will

added, “My experience out there has been very unfortunate—

as to my health and badly injured me as to money matters

—and none of the results has been satisfactory.” He noted

the death of Morgan Earp and the crippling of Virgil Earp

(and wrongly stated that Earp posseman Sherman McMaster

had been killed), concluding there was nothing more to add,

“Unless it would be to talk over a matter that we ought to think

about as little as possible.” By that time the McLaurys had

collectively turned their backs on the troubles in Tombstone.

They did not seek sympathy; no family member sought re-

venge or any further publicity.

In his later years, while relating his Tombstone exploits, Will

McLaury never lost his passion about his brothers’ deaths.

He embellished and exaggerated the details, holding listeners

spellbound with tales of dark conspiracies and a miscarriage

of justice. In the main, however, Will continued to dutifully

practice law in Fort Worth until 1904. He retired with his

family to a 960-acre farm outside Snyder, Okla., and died there

at age 68 in 1913.

Paul Lee Johnson (see Interview, P. 12) writes from New York

City, where he lives with his wife and works for Young Life

Capernaum, a ministry to teens with special needs. His 2012

book The McLaurys in Tombstone, Arizona: An O.K. Corral

Obituary is the fulfillment of a promise to elderly twin sisters

whose grandmother was Margaret McLaury Appelgate, Tom

and Frank’s elder sister. Also suggested for further reading:

Wyatt Earp: The Life Behind the Legend, by Casey Tefertiller;

Doc Holliday: The Life and Legend, by Gary L. Roberts; and

Tombstone, A.T., by William B. Shillingberg.

Tombstone Legends  



B
y 1871 citizens in Tucson, then capital of Ari-

zona Territory, had such utter disregard for all

Apaches—men, women and children—that the

phrase “nits make lice” was as commonplace

around town as saguaro cacti were in the sur-

rounding desert. Tucsonans regarded the killings of Indians,

regardless of the reason, as laudable, but when Indians, jus-

tified or not, killed white settlers, that was an unpardonable

offense that could not go unpunished. The local Arizona

Citizen fostered the notion that Indians were outlaw raiders

who should be eliminated, and the people felt justified in

their outrage, as Apaches had staged stock raids and com-

mitted murders, including a recent strike on nearby Mission

San Xavier del Bac.

At Camp Grant, about 60 miles north of Tucson, though,

commanding officer Lieutenant Royal Emerson Whitman

fervently denied that his Apaches had committed any recent

depredations, citing a system of counting that would have

recorded the departures of any Apaches from the region.

Oral narratives of the Aravaipa and Pinal Apaches living near

Camp Grant likewise reflect their bewilderment at the accu-

sations against them in a time of peace.

Nevertheless, a civic group of prominent Tucsonans known

as the Tucson Committee of Public Safety, with prompting

from disgruntled citizens, decided to do something about

the “Apache problem.” Together, the whites, led by influ-

ential William Sanders Oury, and the Mexicans, led by Jesús

María Elías, came up with a plan of attack. Their target was

most visible, very accessible and rather vulnerable—namely

the Apaches at Camp Grant. The committee recruited To-

hono O’odham headman Francisco Galerita at San Xavier to

convince his people, who had long considered the Apaches

their enemy, to do most of the dirty work. On April 28, 1871,

92 O’odhams, at least 42 Mexicans and six whites (including

Oury) set out on their secretive mission. In the pre-dawn

hours on Sunday, April 30, they surrounded the camp of

Aravaipa and Pinal Apaches. The slaughter that ensued has

come to be known as the Camp Grant Massacre, and unlike

many other so-called massacres in the West, this one is hard

to call by any less inflammatory name.

T
oday, State Route 77

runs south from the

San Carlos Apache

Indian Reservation toward

Tucson through the lower

Sonoran life zone domi-

nated by saguaros, the road

climbing some 2,000 feet

within the first 10 miles. Skirt-

ing the eastern side of the

Pinal Mountains, in the shad-

ow of the jagged cliffs of El

Capitan, the road soon at-

tains the saddle separating

the Pinal from the Mescal Mountains to the east. Here in

the upper Sonoran, big cacti have given way to piñon pine,

manzanita and yucca. Farther up the mountain the stately

ponderosa pine replaces the scrubby piñon. To the north

is the panorama of Cassadore Knob and other landmarks on

the San Carlos Reservation (which was established in 1872).

The southern expanse presents equally spectacular views

of the Galiuro Mountains and, on clear days, the Santa Cata-

linas on Tucson’s northern outskirts. Then the highway

plunges with a vengeance into the lower Sonoran zone while

temperatures soar and towering saguaros, ocotillos and

century plants return to riddle the sprawling valley of Drip-

ping Springs Wash. Wending ever downward, the road drops

through the lush canyon bottom of the Gila River to the

mouth of the San Pedro.

Signs of human habitation are sparse—scattered ranches

and villages—as the highway approaches easily missed

Aravaipa Road. Where present-day Central Arizona College

stands, Fort Breckenridge briefly stood at the outset of the

Civil War, defending the settlers of Tucson, Sonoita Creek

and the Santa Cruz River Valley from Apaches. After the war

on this same ground Camp Grant sought to protect the set-

tlers from the Apaches, and vice versa, but with less suc-

cess. Most travelers pass this intersection without a glance,

unaware of the dramatic and tragic events of more than 142

years ago deeply impacting all involved. There is no marker,

Tohono OÕodham Indians spearheaded an attack against
sleeping Apaches in 1871, but Mexican and white residents
of Tucson were behind the notorious Camp Grant Massacre

By Carol A. Markstrom and Doug Hocking
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MASSACRE AT DAWN IN

ArizonaTerritory

An 1870 photograph of

the parade ground at

old Fort Grant, a baked

and barren post 60 miles

north of Tucson. Aravaipa

and Pinal Apaches living

nearby were targets of the

deadly raid the next year.
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no apparent ruin, nothing significant to relate the events

or repercussions that linger to this day.

The surrounding mountains and valleys were the geo-

graphic anchors for the Aravaipas (Tséjìné, or “Dark Rocks

People”) and Pinals (’Tìs’évàn, or “Cottonwoods in Gray

Wedge Shape”), Western Apaches today numbered among

the four bands associated with the San Carlos Reservation

(the other two being the San Carlos proper and Apache

Peaks). The Aravaipas’ traditional homeland was Aravaipa

Creek and the lower San Pedro Valley, while the Pinals dwelt

in the Pinal Mountains to the north. Apaches know this re-

gion as Arapa. Both Aravaipas and Pinals lost relatives in

the Camp Grant Massacre.

At the time of the massacre the Aravaipas were under the

leadership of Eskiminzin, or Haské Bahnzin (“Angry Men

Stand in Line for Him”), a Pinal who had married into the

band. Described as strong, well postured and intelligent,

he commanded respect and was savvy in the ways of both

his people and the Americans. Still, he occasionally made

bad decisions, which combined with bad luck, bad Apaches

and bad whites to undermine his work toward peace and

assimilation. The assault near Camp Grant on the last day

of April 1871 would be enough to demoralize and destroy

any leader, but he was a resilient, adaptive survivor who

continued to reinvent his life as well as the lives of those

around him (see sidebar, P. 39).

The actual assault was quick and lethal. Once the Tucson

force had completed its stealthy early-morning approach

on the 30th, it attacked the sleeping Apache village with

a vengeance. The attackers used guns, but also knives and

clubs. Most of the victims were women and children, as

almost all the Aravaipa and Pinal men were off hunting in

preparation for an upcoming celebration Lieutenant Whit-

man had encouraged. Exactly how many Apaches died in the

massacre is not known, perhaps as few as 85 or as many as

144. It is known that only eight of the corpses were men, the

rest women and children. Nearly 30 Apache children were

captured, most forever lost to surviving relatives. Some en-

tered the households of their captors, while the rest were

sold into Mexican slavery in Sonora.

Distrust, betrayal and disdain had festered for some time

among the people of the territory, and now those endemic

emotions ran rampant. The Americans ignored the reality

of the poverty and starvation forced on a proud people by

overhunting and occupation of prime lands. The success of

unscrupulous traders relied on the continued presence of

both the Army and the dependent Indians to whom they

could sell, through Indian agents, flour, hay and cattle. Indi-

ans who did successfully feed themselves or who sold hay

directly to the cavalry were thorns in the sides of influential

merchants. Stories of Apache depredations filled the papers,

as did pleas for more soldiers to patrol the territory. The

  



perception that white and Mexican Americans were at the

mercy of unprincipled Apaches is somewhat misleading,

however. Chip Colwell-Chanthaphonh studied territorial

newspapers and reports in his book Massacre at Camp Grant

that between 1866 and 1878 in southern Arizona a total of

1,759 Apaches were killed compared to 493 non-Apaches.

Apache raids and depredations, as well as attempts by the

Army and settlers to retaliate, would continue to some de-

gree until the Apache wars ended in 1886, with the surrender

of Geronimo, and even into the 1920s there were several

smaller, less-publicized hostilities.

E
vents leading to the Camp Grant Massacre have their

roots in preceding centuries when the Spanish

at Mission San Xavier encouraged their allies the

O’odhams to protect their colony from raiding Apache bands.

Western Apaches hunted, gathered, traded and raided well

into Sonora, Mexico, and as far as the Gulf of California.

They raided the O’odhams, the Spanish, the Mexicans and,

ultimately, the Americans, who made their presence felt af-

ter the 1848 Treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo officially ended

the Mexican War and after the 1854 Gadsden Purchase from

Mexico further expanded the American domain.

The Apaches regained some control over their territory

during the Civil War, but not entirely. In fact, in a prelude

to the better known and bloodier Camp Grant Massacre, in

May 1863 Captain Thomas T. Tidball led a force of California

volunteers, Mexican and American civilians and their Indian

allies on an attack of Apaches in Aravaipa Canyon, killing 50

and wounding and capturing dozens more. The stakes kept

getting higher for the Apaches, who had moved beyond raid-

ing to more serious depredations as they fought for their way

of life and livelihood. But by 1871 many Apaches liked the

idea of peace better. That February five older women from

Eskiminzin’s band, destitute in appearance, arrived at Camp

Grant, and Lieutenant Whitman treated them with kind-

ness and courtesy. Such conduct reassured Eskiminzin, his

father-in-law, Santo, and Pinal chieftain Capitán Chiquito.

Eskiminzin expressed desire for a peaceful, stable existence

for his people on their ancestral homeland along Aravaipa

Creek. Whitman lacked the authority to establish a treaty

with the Apaches, but he made an arrangement in which

the Apaches would provide hay for the military in exchange

for needed supplies, and he encouraged local ranchers to

hire these Apaches as workers. Peace and stability actually

seemed possible with the growing trust between this vision-

ary lieutenant and the dynamic Eskiminzin.

Eskiminzin, a Pinal who married into the Aravaipa band, was the

leader of the Aravaipas at the time the raiders struck in 1871.

Pinal chieftain Capitán Chiquito, posing with a post-massacre

wife, trusted Fort Grant commander Lieutenant Royal Whitman.
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In Tucson, though, most citizens ignored or dismissed re-

ports of the good relationship forming between the Army

and Apaches in the Aravaipa region. The conviction to elim-

inate the “hostiles” was too deeply ingrained. Vigilante jus-

tice gained momentum there during the winter of 1870–71.

Tucsonans did not trust Apaches, nor did they trust the Army

to protect their lives and property, especially after Captain

Frank Stanwood visited Camp Grant, expressed satisfaction

with the Apaches’ conduct and endorsed the truce. With

citizens up in arms, the Tucson Committee of Public Safety

devised its preemptive strike. Whites

and Mexicans alike were ideologi-

cally committed to the plan of violence

against the Camp Grant Apaches, but

they proved reluctant to commit to

the action. Though some 80 whites

promised assistance, only a half-

dozen of them marched with the

force to Camp Grant. Nearly twice as

many Tohono O’odhams as Mexicans

participated, and the Indians were

the primary fighters on April 30.

It is easy to be misled by the small

number of whites involved in the

actual massacre, but without their

planning and influence, the attack

never would have occurred. For in-

stance, Arizona Territory Adjutant

General Samuel Hughes, a promi-

nent Tucson merchant and politi-

cian, did not go to Camp Grant but

vigorously approved and supported

the well-conceived attack plan. To

prevent word of the impending strike

from reaching Lieutenant Whitman,

the planners arranged to block the

Cañada del Oro military road to Camp

Grant, while the main body took a

concealed trail over the mountains

by way of Redington Pass to the east

(see map at right). The Apaches were

more vulnerable than usual at the

time, as they had recently moved,

with Whitman’s permission, well up-

stream from Camp Grant to Gash-

dla’á Cho O’aa (Big Sycamore Stands

Alone), preferring its free-flowing

spring water to the sand-choked streambed near the fort.

When the shooting and screaming broke out just before

dawn on the 30th, the soldiers at Camp Grant were too far

away to hear. And when some of the terrified Apaches ran

for their lives, the whites and Mexicans in reserve were in

position to pick them off. In short, historical accounts that

emphasize the large number of Tohono O’odhams involved

in the massacre obscure and distort the central roles of the

whites and Mexicans.

A
ll the killings took place within a half-hour, and the

casualties were all on one side. Not a single white,

Mexican or Tohono O’odham was so much as wound-

ed. When Whitman finally did get word of what was happen-

ing, he dispatched soldiers upstream, but they arrived too

late to help the Apaches. All the soldiers could do was bury the

dead and try to reassure survivors hiding in the mountains.

Eskiminzin had been one of the few Apache men in camp.

He had barely escaped after fleeing from his wickiup with his

infant daughter in his arms. His wives and other children died.

Whitman and many of his soldiers were no doubt horrified

by what they saw at the massacre site. But in Tucson the reac-

tion was completely different, with newspapers, citizens and

government leaders celebrating the victory over the enemy

and honoring as heroes the leaders of the surprise attack.

Back East the response was quite different, with President

Ulysses S. Grant calling the Camp Grant attack “purely mur-

der.” District Attorney Converse W.C. Rowell was directed

to obtain indictments against the perpetrators but met with

Instead of taking the road to Camp Grant, the raiders went by a concealed trail to the east.
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stiff local resistance and was even burned in effigy. Grand jury

secretary Andrew Cargill snuck a peek at a telegram from U.S.

Attorney General Amos Akerman instructing Rowell to get

an indictment in three days, or he would declare martial law,

which would mean a military court with Army officers serv-

ing as a court-martial board in lieu of a jury. As a result of the

threat the grand jury quickly named Sidney R. DeLong the

lead defendant among 100 (many identified only as Indians

of San Xavier del Bac) on an indictment for the murder of 108

Apaches. The defense focused on Apache depredations in

an attempt to justify what happened near Camp Grant—not

a massacre, they insisted, but self-defense. After deliberating

just 19 minutes, the Tucson jury, as might be expected, found

all defendants not guilty. At the time the perpetrators ex-

pressed little remorse for what they had done. Much later De-

Long stated that his only regret in life was having taken part

in the Camp Grant affair.

Today the area around the unmarked and relatively un-

known Camp Grant Massacre site is largely home to non-

Apaches, though the Bureau of Indian Affairs holds 160 acres

in trust for the 100-odd Apache descendants of the massacre

victims. This group is sharply divided over disposition of

the site. One concern is that if its location is disclosed, the

site would be left vulnerable to exploitation and desecration.

Under consideration since 1996 is a plan to erect a descrip-

tive historical roadside marker on State Route 77 that would

inform the public about the infamous event without jeopard-

izing the anonymity of the site. Those who seek something

more lasting, namely a historical and cultural interpre-

tive center at the site, suggest a sensitive telling of the

tragedy would not only educate the public about the horrific

event but also promote discussion about broader issues of

human aggression.

Memorializing the site could cause greater pain for de-

scendants of the victims. On the other hand, it might aid in

the healing process. On April 30, 1984, near the Camp Grant

ruins, Senator Edward Kennedy of Massachusetts and Rep-

resentive Morris K. “Mo” Udall of Arizona joined many

Apaches, including Apache spiritual leader

Philip Cassadore, for a memorial event

on what Governor Bruce Babbitt had de-

clared Apache Memorial Day. In October

1996, a group of 80 Tucsonans came to

the San Carlos Reservation to apologize

to the Apache people for the Camp Grant

Massacre. San Carlos and White Mountain

Apache elders and leaders were among the

Indians on hand for this day of forgiveness

and reconciliation. The group established

a fund for a permanent marker in the re-

gion to remember the massacre.

Two years later, thanks to the efforts of

people like Dale Miles, a San Carlos Apache

who was tribal historian from 1993 to 1998,

the site was listed on the National Register

of Historic Places. John Hartman, direc-

tor of the executive board of Apaches of

Aravaipa Canyon, praised the move to pro-

tect the site. Printers release new Camp

Grant Massacre studies nearly every year,

evoking profound emotions among West-

ern Apaches. As Western Apache scholar

Keith H. Basso noted in his book Wisdom

Sits in Places, Apaches form an intricate

connection between place and identity.

Despite all the loss and sorrow in the Arapa

region, the Western Apaches’ connection

to it will last and even lift spirits at least

as long as the saguaros stand.

Carol A. Markstrom is a professor at West Virginia University,

but she has a home in Tucson and is working to help preserve

the Camp Grant Massacre site. Doug Hocking, raised on the

Jicarilla Apache Reservation and now living in Sierra Vista,

Ariz., researches and writes about Apache history. Suggested

for further reading: Massacre at Camp Grant: Forgetting and

Remembering Apache History, by Chip Colwell-Chantha-

phonh; Shadows at Dawn: A Borderlands Massacre and the

Violence of History, by Karl Jacoby; The Camp Grant Massacre,

by Elliott Arnold; and Wisdom Sits in Places: Landscape and

Language among the Western Apaches, by Keith H. Basso.
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It was mostly Apache women and children who fell in the massacre that claimed only

eight Apache men. These two Apache children were among nearly 30 young captives.
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S
ome Apaches fault Aravaipa

leader Eskiminzin for the role

he played—or didn’t play—

in the 1871 Camp Grant Massacre.

Because he was in his wickiup sleep-

ing with his family when the attack

began (lack of vigilance) and some-

how managed to escape (should have

fallen while fighting back), he quali-

fies as a scapegoat. “We’ve been

taught that first thing in the

morning a leader should put

on his shoes in case something

happens like a surprise attack

from the enemy,” one San Car-

los Apache source told us. Hind-

sight is always incisive, but it

seems unlikely that increased

vigilance could have prevented

the well-planned and -executed

attack. And Eskiminzin did save

one of his children.

Whether or not there was any-

thing more he could have done,

Eskiminzin lived with the knowl-

edge that people who entrusted

their lives to his leadership and pro-

tection had been massacred. Guilt

and regaining status must lie be-

hind the oft-repeated story of Eski-

minzin’s shooting of friend Charles

McKinney. The two shared a pleas-

ant dinner at McKinney’s San Pedro

farmhouse in June 1871, just two

months after the massacre, and then

the chief up and killed the Irishman.

He was never prosecuted for the

murder. “I did it to teach my people

that there must be no friendship be-

tween them and the white man,” Eski-

minzin supposedly said. “Anyone can

kill an enemy, but it takes a strong

man to kill a friend.” It was said to be

his first killing of a white.

Eskiminzin’s life remained eventful.

He became a successful rancher and

farmer in the San Pedro–Aravaipa re-

gion with the San Carlos Agency’s ap-

proval and assurance that he and

other Apaches were settling within

the boundaries of the reservation.

He frequently traveled to Tucson on

business, having established lines

of credit in the thousands at several

businesses. Pinal chieftain Capitán

Chiquito also established connec-

tions to those from Tucson with ties

to the massacre; for instance, it was

reported he became very good friends

with Mexican leader Jesús María Elías.

For Eskiminzin and his kinsmen, how-

ever, the fertile land of the San Pedro–

Aravaipa region remained a curse, as

non-Apaches relentlessly hounded

and intimidated the Apaches into re-

locating closer to the agency for their

own protection.

Eskiminzin, Chiquito and other

Apaches had resettled and were

again peacefully farming at San

Carlos when Captain John L.

Bullis, Indian agent there, had

them removed to Mount Ver-

non Barracks in Alabama on

the grounds they were aiding

the renegade Apache Kid, an

Aravaipa Apache. Bullis aside,

the intelligent and forthright

Eskiminzin claimed high-rank-

ing American friends who spoke

in his defense throughout his

life—Lieutenant Royal E. Whit-

man at Camp Grant, San Car-

los Indian agent John P. Clum

and the pious Maj. Gen. Oliver

O. Howard. Lieutenant Britton Da-

vis summed up in The Truth About

Geronimo the unsettling life of Eski-

minzin: “If the day ever comes when

the white man can find it in his heart

to really sympathize with the red man,

a volume can be written of Es-ki-

mo-tzin and his little band of fol-

lowers that will excel in pathos and

tragedy anything ever conceived by

Fenimore Cooper.”

C.A.M. & D.H.

O
n February 12, 2013, reported The Apache Messen-

ger, the remains of two Apaches were laid to rest

in a “nonpublic, respectful and traditional cere-

mony” at Aravaipa. Military personal had initially collect-

ed the remains and sent them back East for study, and the

remains had been held in storage at the Smithsonian for

more than 100 years. The identities of these individuals

are unknown, but one was killed at the massacre site and

the other nearby, also likely a victim of the massacre.

C.A.M. & D.H.

Eskiminzin, Massacre Survivor

Aravaipa Apache Remains

Eskiminzin remarried and had more kids in later life.

Teddy-bear cholla populates the Camp Grant Massacre site.
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O
ld West historian Paul Cool

says that the phrase “good-

natured holy terror” fits sev-

eral Wild West characters.

William “Curly Bill” Brocius and John

Henry “Doc” Holliday come to mind.

One character who definitely fills the

bill is Robert Clay Allison, who report-

edly considered himself a “shootist”

rather than a gunman.

From 1956, when Franciscan friar Stan-

ley Francis Louis Crocchiola wrote the

first biography of Allison, until the early

2000s, when onsite and electronic re-

search was easier, Clay Allison was por-

trayed as an unglued Southerner who

poured his bitterness and vile onto

former Union soldiers and anyone else

who crossed him. Unfortunately this is

how most people still view Allison. Early

research on the man was iffy at best, and

subsequent writers—and readers—have

paid the price. In fact, disregarding the

myths laid at his feet by modern writers,

Clay in his early Texas years was a young

man matured by four years of war and

evidently trustworthy enough that two

prominent Texas cattleman made him

foreman of a 700-mile trail drive.

He then tried to make his mark ranch-

ing in New Mexico Territory but got

wrapped up in the Colfax County War.

He was essentially on his way out of

New Mexico when he ran into some

serious difficulty in Colorado. Once free

of that problem, he returned to Texas

and became something of a family man

and a model citizen.

A
t the end of the Civil War thou-

sands of Southern men headed

west for new beginnings and

to seek healing for their uprooted and

fractured lives. Clay Allison, who was

born in Tennessee’s Wayne County on

September 2, 1840 (some sources say

1841), was one of those men. He had

served two terms of enlistment in the

Confederate Army. After the war, in ei-

ther late 1865 or early 1866, he landed in

Texas’ Palo Pinto County. Circa 1867–68

Allison was foreman of a trail drive from

Stephenville, Erath County, Texas, to

Colfax County, New Mexico Territory,

with a herd of cattle thrown together for

convenience and safety by Irwin W. Lacy

and Lewis G. Coleman. In Colfax County

the drovers split the cattle between the

two owners, Coleman settling north of

Lacy, both along the Vermejo River. Alli-

son, in payment for his work as fore-

man, took 300 head (one in every 10) of

the combined herd and moved them

onto a small piece of land on the Poñil

Creek, a northwest offshoot of the Ver-

mejo. Unknown to the men at the time,

they were “squatting” on the 1.7-million-

acre Maxwell Land Grant.

Until Clay Allison arrived in New Mexi-

co Territory, his reputation as a hell-

raiser was mythical, with no supportive

documentation, and it has since been

embellished with further yarns and

legends and used as a literary vehicle.

Examples of Allison’s fairy-tale derring-

do include the oft-quoted story of his

bare-assed horseback ride though Cana-

dian, Texas, and the rehashed anecdote

of his knife fight in a grave with a Texas

neighbor who, if one is to believe the

tale, obviously lost that scrap.

‘Good-Natured
HolyTerror’

How much trouble he ever caused in Texas is debatable,
and during his time in Colfax County, New Mexico Territory,

he mostly did his fighting for a cause

By Sharon Cunningham
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The death of the Rev. F.J. Tolby, enemy

of the Santa Fe Ring, triggered violence.

CLAY ALLISON:

P
H

O
T

O
B

Y
S

H
A

R
O

N
C

U
N

N
IN

G
H

A
M

  



O C T O B E R 2 0 1 3 W I L D W E S T 41

Allison’s time in New Mexico Territory

is somewhat better documented. In

an August 9, 1878, deposition taken by

Federal investigator Frank Warner Angel,

Colfax County attorney Frank Springer

stated, “There had been some troubles

in Colfax County…growing out of con-

troversies between the Maxwell Land

Grant and Railroad Co. and settlers in

regard to title and possession of por-

tions of a large Mexican grant claimed

by the company.” Subsequent to the

1869–70 sale by Lucien Bonaparte Max-

well of his multimillion-acre tract, the

English-owned grant company tried to

move squatting ranchers and families

off the land. Many of those people were

Mexican families who had lived there

since the days of the Beaubien and Mi-

randa families, original recipients of

the 1841 Mexican grant. The more the

grant company pushed, the more the

settlers staunchly dug in their heels,

and violence begat violence. Cattlemen

Lacy and Coleman managed to keep

pretty much to themselves, but Alli-

son got caught up in the conflict now

known as the Colfax County War.

In the late 19th century New Mexico

was a federal territory, with a gover-

nor appointed by the president of the

United States. From 1875 through 1878

Samuel Beach Axtell assumed the gover-

nor’s chair in Santa Fe and was the tool

of a political cadre—the Santa Fe Ring—

with considerable power and control of

various sections of the territory.

Members included U.S. District Attor-

ney Stephen B. Elkins (alleged found-

er and leader of the ring), New Mexico

Territory Attorney General Thomas B.

Catron and Judge Joseph G. Palen, terri-

torial chief justice and district judge for

the judicial constituency that included

Cimarron, the Colfax County seat. The

leading members in Colfax County it-

self were Dr. Robert H. Longwill and

attorney Melvin W. Mills; in Las Vegas,

south of Colfax County, the ring power

was held by Benjamin Stevens, district

attorney of the 2nd Judicial District,

whose court was in San Miguel County.

For a time Clay Allison was in league

with the ring, lending a hand to pow-

erful men who did not hesitate to use

threats and coercion to protect or ex-

pand their interests.

C
alvin Horn, in New Mexico’s

Troubled Years: The Story of

the Early Territorial Governors,

writes, “The worst of the violence came

after the September 1875 murder of

the Rev. F.J. Tolby, whom many Colfax

County residents believed was killed for

interfering with attempts by the Santa

Fe Ring to control the Maxwell Land

Grant Co. and the county.” Before the

murder of Tolby, Allison had been an

at-large tool of the ring, but with Tolby’s

death, laid at the feet of the men from

New Mexico’s territorial capital, Allison

switched sides and took a fierce part

in the rebellion of the settler-citizens of

Colfax County against the Santa Fe Ring.

In October 1875, according to the No-

vember 9, 1875, issue of the Weekly New

Mexican in Santa Fe:

Friends of [Tolby], particularly his fel-

low preacher Oscar P. McMains, were

convinced Cruz Vega, a part-time post-

Robert Clay Allison

broke his leg some

time after he moved

from Texas to New

Mexico Territory in

1868. He fought but

was not hurt in the

Colfax County War.

Sharon Cunningham

says the story that

Allison accidentally

shot himself in the

foot is a myth.
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al delivery man who had

been seen in the vicinity

of [Tolby’s] murder, had

actually killed the [Meth-

odist] minister. McMains

led a masked mob, which

allegedly included Allison,

grabbed Vega and strung

him up to a telegraph pole

near the Poñil Creek. [The

mob] lifted and lowered

Vega until he accused Man-

uel Cardenas as having

killed Tolby.

This mob action in the

fall was most likely the

first of Allison’s turnabout

adventures against the

Santa Fe Ring. Clay was a man who went

to extreme lengths to extract retribu-

tion when he felt he had been slighted

or wronged. His Bible Belt upbringing

demanded a settling of scores for the

death of a Methodist minister.

A relative of Vega, Francisco “Pancho”

Griego, a minion of the Santa Fe Ring,

let it be known around Cimarron that

he blamed Clay Allison for the death

of his kinsman and was gunning for

the cattleman. On November 1 Griego

confronted Allison at Lambert’s Saloon

in the St. James Hotel, and Clay left him

dead, lying on the floor in a pool of his

own blood. “Francisco Griego was shot

and killed by R.C. Allison,” the Daily

New Mexican stated in its November 5,

1875, issue. “Both parties met at the

door of the St. James, took a drink and

… walked to the corner of the room

and had some conversation.” At some

point Griego reportedly fanned his

sombrero in an effort to

distract Clay. It didn’t

work. “Allison,” the paper

continued, “drew his re-

volver and shot three

times.…Griego has killed

a great many men and

was considered a danger-

ous man; few regret his

loss.” Griego’s body was

laid to rest in Cimarron,

but in 1877, according to

the Daily New Mexican of

March 5 of that year, it

was reinterred at Santa Fe, where his

mother and family lived.

On November 10, 1875, 10 days after

Allison killed Griego, the authorities ar-

rested Manuel Cardenas and confined

him to the hoosegow in Cimarron. But

the Rev. McMains and his merry men

grabbed the prisoner from the jail and

beat him until he confessed that he and

Vega had ambushed and murdered the

Rev. Tolby. Cardenas disclosed that

Griego, Florencio Donoghue of Santa

Fe, and the Cimarron duo of attorney

Mills and Dr. Longwill had paid for that

killing. The gang decided to turn Car-

denas loose, but by evening he was

back in jail, having been rearrested by

local officials based on his confession

of murder. That same night a Cimarron

mob again dragged him from the jail,

and this time the angry citizens shot

and killed him. Allison was fingered

as a member of the group that co-

erced Cardenas’ confes-

sion and/or the vigilan-

tes who killed him. Not

that anyone publicly ex-

pressed disapproval over

the fate of the short-lived

prisoner. “Cardenas had

a bad reputation,” one

territorial newspaper re-

ported the next day. “At

one time he had been sen-

tenced for murder and

only a short time before

he was killed had been

publicly whipped in the

Plaza of Taos.”

After Cardenas’ death,

Longwill and Mills as-

sumed Allison was a mem-

ber of the vigilantes who killed him,

and both made the mistake of stating

in public that it was he who needed

killing. They also knew that Allison,

said to have “a flair for getting his man,”

would likely try to get them first. Long-

will and Mills fled Cimarron to Fort

Union and, reportedly with the aid of

officers from the fort, eventually ar-

rived in Santa Fe.

In early January 1876 Allison took um-

brage at editor William D. Dawson of

The Cimarron News and Press for pub-

lishing items with leanings toward the

Santa Fe Ring. On January 21, accord-

ing to one account, “Clay Allison and

some of his cohorts, angered by an item

in the newspaper, battered in the door

of the building, smashed the press with

a sledgehammer and finally dumped

the type cases and office equipment

into the Cimarron River.”

That ended Dawson’s stint as editor.

On January 28 editors Wil-

liam R. Morley and Frank

W. Springer took control

of the newspaper. “Having

obtained another press,

they put out a four-page

paper,” writes David L.

Caffey in his 2006 book

about Springer. “Under

the headline RICHARD IS

HIMSELF AGAIN, the new

management published

a lengthy article stating

the paper’s [new] editorial

Left: Cattleman Lewis G. Coleman trusted Allison to head a trail drive.

Right: John W. Allison, with brother Clay, ran into trouble in Colorado.

This building housed The Cimarron News and Press in Allison’s day.
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philosophy.” The article concludes, “The

News and Press [will be] the recognized

organ of the people, the exponent of

their rights, as against the abuses and

outrageous laws and practices inflict-

ed upon a long suffering territory by a

servile and corrupt legislature.” Indeed,

Morley and Springer began to actively

oppose the ring politically and to attack

all other parties connected with Gover-

nor Axtell’s decision earlier that month

to remove the judiciary of Colfax County

to Taos County. The move meant that

Colfax citizens had to travel some 60

miles over a high mountain pass to

attend court, and that the ring would

probably try to control the selection

of juries in Taos.

C
lay Allison, with his self-pro-

claimed fight against the Santa

Fe Ring and its underlings, had

become a thorn in the side of the politi-

cos, one too big to ignore. Springer, the

newspaperman and lawyer who had

arrived in Cimarron in 1873 and quick-

ly become a Colfax County leader, ad-

dressed the ring’s solution to the Allison

problem in his August 1878 deposition

with Department of Interior special

investigator Frank Angel, whom the

feds had sent to the territory to get

to the bottom of Axtell’s shenanigans.

“What was done, if anything, by the

governor in regard to Colfax County

after passage of the act [attaching Col-

fax County to Taos for judicial purpos-

es]?” Angel asked Springer, who replied:

“After my interview with Gov. Axtell…

I returned to Cimarron and had a meet-

ing with a number of citizens, at which

an invitation was prepared, directed

to the governor … requesting him to

visit Colfax County.…This was signed

by…some 10 or 12 [citizens]. I mailed

it to the governor, who received it, as

I afterwards learned, but he never made

any direct reply.”

In early March 1876 in Albuquerque,

Springer ran into Ben Stevens, a ring

member in Las Vegas and district at-

torney of the 2nd Judicial District. Ste-

vens told Springer he was “going to

Cimarron and…perhaps locate there

[although it was not of his district].”

Stevens did reach Cimarron and told

citizens he would try to induce the gov-

ernor to visit Colfax County. Instead of

going to Santa Fe, though, Stevens went

to Fort Union and returned to Cimar-

ron with 30 members of L Company of

the 9th Cavalry under Captain Francis

Moore. Stevens showed townspeople

a telegram from Axtell, reading, “Do not

let it be known that I will be at Cimarron

on Saturday’s coach.”

“[Stevens] said it was proof his efforts

with the governor had been success-

ful,” Springer later told Angel, “and that

the governor was coming to visit…and

would expect to meet those who had

signed the invitation.…He especially

mentioned Allison as one that ought

to be on hand. He also urged on Mr.

[William] Morley, with whom he was

talking, to keep the matter quiet, as the

governor did not want a crowd.…The

governor did not intend to be present

to visit Colfax at the time and did not

in fact arrive on Saturday’s coach, but

the telegram and the action of Stevens

was in furtherance of a plot of which

the details are set forth in a letter which

the governor wrote to Ben Stevens.”

Axtell’s “Dear Ben” letter, which prob-

ably came into Springer’s possession in

early April 1878, exposed the conspiracy

to kill Colfax County’s leading citizens

if necessary. The letter also revealed the

extent of the Santa Fe Ring’s power and

influence over others in positions of

authority in New Mexico Territory, most

notably Stevens. Although the district

attorney evidently later opted out of the

plot to kill those on Axtell’s hit list, he

was the instrument of its initiation.

The infamous letter follows:

Dear Ben—I do not think your defi-

nite business is suspected.…[Colonel

Edward] Hatch [commander of the

military department] says their opin-

ion is that you weakened and do not

want to arrest the man. Have your men

placed to arrest him and to kill all the

men who resist you or stand with those

Clay Allison left troubled Colfax County to return to Texas, where he lived till his death.
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who do [not] resist you. Our man signed

the invitation with others who were

at that meeting for me to visit Colfax—

Porter, Morley, Springer, et al.…Do not

hesitate at extreme measures. Your hon-

or is at stake now, and a failure is fatal.

—Yours, etc., S.B. Axtell

Springer talked about the letter in his

federal deposition:

The person referred to as “our man,”

as I afterwards learned from the com-

mander of the troops—was Mr. R.C.

Allison. He was not under indictment

for anything, nor was there any charge

known to be pending against him. He

occupied a prominent place in the eyes

of the public on account of his well-

known desperate courage and resolute

character.…He was one of the signers

of the invitation to the governor and

was a perfect guaranty of courteous

treatment on his part, as Allison was

known to be keenly scrupulous in such

matters.…If he had come to the coach

upon the invitation of the governor…

and had found himself beset with sol-

diers seeking to arrest him, his first mo-

tion would have been one of resist-

ance; in that case, according to the

instructions of Gov. Axtell, not only he,

but those who stood with him, were

to be killed.…

[I was convinced] that the arrest of

Allison was not the real object of the

expedition. If it had been, it could easi-

ly have been done in a straightforward

manner…and there would have been

no necessity for the significant cou-

pling of the names of Messrs. Porter,

Morley and myself, with suggestions

to kill…those who resisted.

Having smelled a rat in Governor Ax-

tell’s plans, the Cimarron men did not

show up for the arrival of Saturday’s

coach, nor did the governor travel to

Cimarron. After the failure of the gover-

nor’s plan to kill Colfax County’s lead-

ers, the Fort Union soldiers remained in

Cimarron for several weeks. At the end

of the first week they marched out into

the country, surrounded Clay Allison’s

house and arrested him. Surprisingly,

he went quietly in custody to Cimarron.

After several hours he was released and

went about his business. Such was Alli-

son’s reputation with the military and

local officials, the posse sent to arrest

him included a sheriff, a captain and

lieutenant with 45 U.S. cavalrymen.

I
n December 1876 as the Colfax

County War wound down—at least

Clay Allison’s part in it—Clay was

ready for a break from that troubled

county in New Mexico Territory. He and

youngest brother John William went on

a cattle-selling trip to neighboring Las

Animas, Bent County, Colorado, but

then became embroiled in a fatal shoot-

ing in a local dance hall.

On December 21, coming off the trail

and ready to celebrate the upcoming

Christmas season, Clay and John en-

tered the Olympic dance hall and, true

to their unrestrained natures, began to

run roughshod over the other patrons.

Informed of the ruckus, Bent County

Deputy Sheriff Charles Faber strode into

the dance hall armed with a double-

barreled shotgun and accompanied by

two armed special deputies appointed

on the spot. Without warning, Faber

fired at John Allison, who was on the

dance floor. Clay, standing at the bar,

whirled, drew his revolver and fired four

shots at the deputy. One bullet struck

Faber in the chest, and as he fell, mor-

tally wounded, the jolt accidentally trig-

gered the second barrel of his shotgun,

the charge again striking John Allison.

Meanwhile, Sheriff John Spiers heard

the shooting and arrived in time to ar-

rest the Allison brothers. Although John
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These three men—(from

left) New Mexico Terri-

torial Governor Samuel

Beach Axtell, U.S. District

Attorney Stephen Benton

Elkins and Territorial

Attorney General Thomas

Benton Catron—were

powerful figures in the

Santa Fe Ring. Allison

changed allegiances

during the Colfax County

War and turned against

the ring. This trio, in turn,

wanted to get rid of Clay.

Clay Allison and his wife, Dora, moved into this rock house near Pope’s Wells in 1883.
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had not fired a shot, a coroner’s jury

brought murder charges against both

Allison brothers in the death of Charles

Faber. Prosecutors later dropped the

murder charge against John, while Clay

faced a lesser charge of manslaughter.

However, witnesses testified that Faber

had fired into the crowded dance hall

without warning, and by the end of

March 1877 prosecutors had not located

any witnesses who could/would testify

against Clay Allison. The court released

Allison on a $10,000 bond.

Earlier that month, perhaps antici-

pating a long jail sentence, Clay sold

his interest in the Allison ranch on the

Vermejo River in Colfax County to broth-

er John, and in 1878 he left New Mexico

Territory. After a cattle-selling trip to St.

Louis and a stint in Kansas, Clay settled

at the junction of Gageby Creek and

the Washita River in Wheeler County

(present-day Hemphill County), Texas.

The Cimmaron News and Press ran the

following item on October 31, 1878:

We learn from a correspondent in Texas

that R.C. Allison has been the hero of a

brilliant encounter with Indians. The

scene of the fight was somewhere near

Fort Elliott. Allison and a number of

ranchmen were with a company of sol-

diers, as volunteers. When they came

in sight of the Indians, they found that

the red devils had surrounded the house

of an American settler and were about

to massacre the family. The officer com-

manding the troops, thinking there

was an ambush laid for his party, re-

fused to attack.

Allison, with his usual courage and

daring, asked permission to lead 25

soldiers to the rescue. This was refused,

and he then called for volunteers from

the ranchmen. Fourteen responded to

his call and, with Allison at the head,

charged the Indians. They succeed-

ed after a hot engagement, in which

they had one man killed, in rescuing

the family.

Allison, though his horse was shot,

escaped any in-

jury. It was a hero-

ic affair and re-

flects great credit

upon the gallant

man who led the

charge.

In spring 1880

Allison registered

t h e n e w b r a n d

“ACE” in Wheeler

County. The next

year, on February

15, Clay married

America Medora

McCulloch, whom

he called “Dora.”

John and another

brother, Jeremiah

Monroe (who had

a r r i v e d i n Co l -

fax County circa

1877), also left the

ranch in northern New Mexico Territory

to follow Clay to the Texas Panhandle.

Clay Allison left his Gageby Creek

ranch in Hemphill County in 1883 and

moved with Dora into a two-room rock

ranch house near Pope’s Wells in south-

west Texas on the Texas–New Mexico

border. Clay bought supplies in Pecos,

about 40 miles south. It was on one of

these buying trips that Allison, who had

lived through two Civil War enlistments

and several Western gunplay actions,

died on July 3, 1887, in a freak accident

that still has OldWest historians scratch-

ing their heads. As Clay was crossing

the Pecos River, his wagon evidently

hit a large clump of salt grass, which

pitched him off onto the ground, where

a rear wagon wheel ran over his neck.

Later that afternoon a cowboy came

upon the driverless wagon and back-

tracked it until he found Allison lying

dead with a broken neck.

With his marriage Clay Allison had

become an ideal family man and fa-

ther, stopped drinking and settled down

to serious cattle ranching without the

violence of land wars and political

assassinations that had taken up his

time in New Mexico Territory. He was

one of the signers of a petition to form

Reeves County, Texas, and according

to those who personally knew him in

the late 1880s, he was a man respected

by his neighbors.

Tennessee author Sharon Cunningham

has long been interested in the life and

legend of Clay Allison. She is the retired

editor of Pioneer Press (Dixie Gun Works’

publishing division) and the National

Muzzle Loading Rifle Association’s Muzzle

Blasts magazine. For further reading,

Cunningham suggests: Maxwell Land

Grant, by William A. Keleher; O.P. Mc-

Mains and the Maxwell Land Grant

Conflict, by Morris F. Taylor; The Mor-

leys: Young Upstarts on the Southwest

Frontier, by Norman Cleveland and

George Fitzpatrick; and Frank Spring-

er and New Mexico: From the Colfax

CountyWar to the Emergence of Modern

Santa Fe, by David L. Caffey.
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A peaceful Texan, Clay Allison signed a petition (other names

not shown in above detail) for the formation of Reeves County.

Allison was laid to rest in Pecos, Texas.
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I
n late November 1870 two grizzled, weather-beaten prospectors

visited San Francisco financier George D. Roberts, whose own

fortune had started in 1850 when he struck gold while working

as a lumberman. Philip Arnold, the leader of the two men,

had once worked for Roberts as a prospector. The other

man was Arnold’s cousin John Slack. The visitors were not there to

talk gold. They produced a grubby-looking leather bag that contained

uncut diamonds and other gems worth an estimated $125,000—

supposedly picked up not in India or South Africa but in the American

West. Roberts quickly shared news of the find with his Ohio-born friend

William Ralston, who had become rich off Nevada’s Comstock Lode and

founded the Bank of California. Roberts and Ralston knew little about

diamonds but plenty about opportunity. It didn’t take much to get them

hooked on Arnold and Slack’s diamond field, wherever it was, and to

make a deal that promised big profits for everyone involved.

Knowing that diamonds are an investor’s best friend,
two prospecting cousins, Philip Arnold and John Slack,
pulled off a sparkling con game and never looked back

The Great

of 
Diamond Hoax

  



A
rnold, born in 1829 in the same Kentucky

county as Abraham Lincoln, was a Mexi-

can War veteran with a spotty education but plenty of ex-

perience as a prospector. Cousin Slack, born in 1820, was

also a Hardin County native. Roberts and Ralston brought in

another investor, William M. Lent, who had helped finance

the Comstock Lode silver mining operations. The three

San Francisco investors contacted Asbury Harpending, who,

like Arnold and Slack, was a Kentuckian who knew some-

thing about prospecting. A would-be Confederate swash-

buckler paroled by President Abraham Lincoln for his part in

a scheme to raid Union merchant shipping along the Pacific

coast, Harpending had earlier volunteered to soldier for

freebooter William Walker in his attempts to wrest control of

several Central American countries (the young Kentuckian

never got there to join Walker in front of a Honduran firing

squad in 1860). Harpending was in London, trying to raise

funds for a California mining venture, when Ralston cabled

that he must rush back to San Francisco to join him in the

diamond business. Harpending’s 1913 memoir contains per-

haps the most detailed account of the early 1870s Western

diamond venture.

“I had some knowledge of the prospectors,” Harpending

wrote. “Arnold generally had borne a good reputation among

the mining fraternity. Slack seemed to be a stray bird who

had blown in by chance, probably picked up by Arnold be-

cause of a marriage relationship. It seemed they had told

a straight enough story. It was impossible to tangle them

in any detail.” But Harpending and the three well-to-do

investors were in for the surprise of their lives—and the

surprise was anything but pleasant.

E
ven before Harpending arrived in San Francisco to join in

the quest in May 1871, Arnold and Slack had offered to

return to the mysterious diamond field and bring back

another load of gems before discussing a deal with the invest-

ors to form a mining coalition, the San Francisco and New York

Mining and Commercial Co. The three investors, holding the

leather bag of gems as collateral, handed them a $50,000 grub-

stake. In August Harpending met the prospectors at the Lath-

rop, Calif., train station on their return from the second expe-

dition. “Both were travel-strained and weather-beaten and had

the general appearance of having gone through much hardship

and privation,” he noted. “Slack was sound asleep like a tired-

out man. Arnold sat grimly erect like a vigilant old soldier with

a rifle by his side, also a bulky-looking buckskin package.”

Arnold and Slack told Harpending they had struck a spot

rich in diamonds and other gems, dug them up and stuffed

them into two buckskin bags—a haul worth some $2 million

by their estimate. On the way back, the men claimed, they hit

a stream in flood stage and cobbled together a raft to cross,

losing one bag of gems when the raft tipped. “As the other

contained at least a million dollars’ worth of stones,” the men

told Harpending, “it ought to be fully satisfactory.”

Harpending handed the trusting prospectors a paper re-

ceipt for the surviving bag, and the Kentucky cousins left the

train at Oakland. Back in San Francisco, Har-

pending took a waiting carriage home and

called together the potential stockholders. “We did not waste

time on ceremonies,” he recalled. “A sheet was spread on

my billiard table. I cut the elaborate fastenings of the sack

and, taking hold of the lower corners, dumped the contents.

It seemed like a dazzling, many-colored cataract of light.”

The cataract was soon on public display, and potential

stockholders bought in frantically. Roberts, Ralston, Lent

and Harpending decided to hold on to three-quarters of

the stock and offer shares to prominent and influential

men of business. They hoped to assemble $10 million in

capital and to locate and purchase the entire diamond field

through what Harpending blandly described as legal chi-

canery—“a plan to facilitate the passage of a law whereby

a great territory of mining land could be taken up so as to

ensure to ourselves the entire field, no matter what the
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Kentuckian Philip Arnold did most of the fast-talking when he and

cousin John Slack produced a bag of diamonds and other gems.

BY JOHN KOSTER
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extent.” The partners offered a share to Maj. Gen. Benjamin

Franklin Butler, a U.S. congressman from Massachusetts

widely loathed for his toughness as military commander of

New Orleans during the late Civil War but now a useful ally

in keeping the great diamond field in as few hands as possi-

ble. The partners also agreed to take a large sample of the

diamonds to Charles Lewis Tiffany in New York City for a

thorough appraisal. Lent (the new president), Harpending

(the general manager) and two other stockholders set off

with prospectors Arnold and Slack for New York City on the

transcontinental railroad.

The partners had retained New York attorney Samuel L.M.

Barlow as general counsel. In October 1871 they met Tiffany

at Barlow’s house in the presence of General Butler, Maj.

Gen. George B. McClellan, Brevet Brig. Gen. George S. Dodge,

newspaper editor Horace Greeley and notable bankers. Tiffany

looked over the gems—diamonds, emeralds, rubies, sapphires

—sorted them into little heaps and held them up to the light.

“Gentlemen, these are beyond question precious stones of

enormous value,” Tiffany said. “But before I give you the exact

appraisement, I must submit them to my lapidary and will

report to you further in two days.”

Two days later Tiffany issued the private appraisal: The

gems he had examined, just one-tenth of one bag, were worth

about $150,000. “The hardier class of plungers were only

too eager to get aboard even at this early stage of the game,”

Harpending recalled. Arnold was no doubt more pleased than

anyone to hear how much his gems were worth.

P
rospectors Arnold and Slack agreed to take an expert—

albeit blindfolded on the last stage of the journey—

to actually look over the diamond field. Some of the

stockholders proposed San Francisco–based mining engineer

Henry Janin, who had reportedly examined more than 600

mines and never made a mistake that cost the owners a dime.

Janin’s best terms were $2,500, all expenses paid, and an op-

tion to buy 1,000 shares of stock. Lent found this excessive,

but he was overruled. Thus in early June 1872 Janin set out

from NewYork for the diamond country with Arnold and Slack,

General Dodge, Harpending and Alfred Rubery, an English ad-

venturer and friend of Harpending.

“The country was wild and inhospitable,” Harpending re-

called. The prospectors seemed to have gotten lost several

times on the zigzagging four-day excursion from the railroad

junction to the diamond field, although it was only about

20 miles as the crow flies. Rumor placed the field in Arizona

Territory or Wyoming Territory, but it turned out to be in

Colorado Territory. Arnold and Slack pointed out their initial

diggings, and the investors quickly tethered their pack animals

and got out their picks and shovels.

“Everyone wanted to find the first diamond,” Harpending

noted. “After a few minutes Rubery gave a yell. He held up

something glittering in his hand. It was a diamond, fast

enough. Any fool could see that much. Then we began to

have all kinds of luck. For more than an hour diamonds were

being found in profusion, together with occasional rubies,

emeralds and sapphires.…Mr. Janin was exultant that his

48

Diamond field investors (clockwise from

left): San Francisco financier George D.

Roberts was the first to see Arnold and

Slack’s gems; his banker friend William

Ralston saw a chance to make a killing;

William M. Lent, who had helped finance

the Comstock Lode, agreed with him; and

Asbury Harpending approved the deal.
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name should be associated with the

most momentous discovery of the age,

to say nothing of the increased value of

his 1,000 shares.…Two days’ work sat-

isfied Janin of the absolute genuine-

ness of the diamond fields. He was

wildly enthusiastic.…Janin pointed out

that this new field would certainly con-

trol the gem market of the world and

that the all-essential part of the pro-

gram was for one great corporation to

have absolute control.”

The investors staked out claims they

hoped would hold up in court and left

Rubery—despite his initial protests—

to guard the diamond field along with

prospector Slack. They telegraphed

ahead and, perhaps through the work

of bribed telegraphers, soon learned

the entire financial world had heard

about Janin’s confirmation of the diamond field. The Roths-

child banking house, which had recently loaned Great Brit-

ain the money to buy the Suez Canal from France, was more

than interested. Janin estimated that 20 diggers could wash

a million dollars a month out of this unique diamond field

in Colorado, and there were plenty of Chinese idling about

after the completion of the Central Pacific Railroad. Ral-

ston decided that while investors were impressed with the

Rothschilds—Rothschild agent Albert Gansl was added to

the board of directors—the Americans themselves could

probably raise $10 million in San Fran-

cisco alone. A dozen Western and New

York financiers joined Lent, Ralston,

Barlow and General McClellan on the

board of directors.

Almost as an afterthought the man-

agers dipped into the $2 million in

cash already in hand and paid Arnold

and Slack, the all-but-forgotten discov-

erers, $300,000 for all rights to the dia-

mond field. With the diamond samples

already sold off, Arnold and Slack cleared

about $600,000. Arnold lost no time

in heading home to retirement in Ken-

tucky, while Slack seemingly vanished.

Meanwhile, independent investors

quickly organized three maverick min-

ing companies to exploit any gems that

might be found outside the Roberts-

Ralston-Lent-Harpending claim staked

out with the help of Arnold and Slack.

T
he sky caved in on November 11, 1872. Clarence King, a

respected geologist and surveyor with almost a decade

of federal employment, sent a telegram from a small

railroad station in Wyoming to the office of the San Fran-

cisco and New York Mining and Commercial Co. that the

“diamond field” prospected by Arnold and Slack was “fraud-

ulently and plainly salted.” Arnold and Slack had deliber-

ately planted gems in the ground to dupe gullible investors.

Congressman Benjamin F. Butler accepted

an invitation to become a mining partner.

As this receipt shows, Arnold got $300,000 from Harpending for 15,000 “shears” (that is, shares) of stock in the mining company.
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The whole thing was a hoax, according

to King, who had been suspicious from

the first.

King held a doctorate in chem-

istry from Yale and knew, among

other things, that emeralds,

rubies and sapphires don’t

usually turn up in proxim-

ity to diamonds. All pre-

cious stones are crys-

tallized carbon formed

under great pressure, and

each group tends to stratify

with gems of similar color:

rubies with rubies, emeralds

with emeralds, diamonds with

diamonds. King himself had co-

led a federally sponsored geologi-

cal survey (40th parallel) of the same

general region and hadn’t seen anything

that looked even vaguely like good diamond

country. Diamonds are usually found in rock. The Colo-

rado field looked like a dry potato patch. On his own initia-

tive King set out with a couple of sidekicks who also knew

something about gold and silver prospecting to have a look

for himself at what all the fuss was about. If there were actu-

ally diamonds in the lands King had sur-

veyed, and he had overlooked them, his

reputation would be damaged.

Harpending, who didn’t like King for ob-

vious reasons, said that some of King’s

travelogue adventures seemed hyperbolic

and that the actual hero—as Harpending

only learned later—was an anonymous

German prospector King had dragged

along with him. Two prospectors who

knew about the Roberts-Ralston-Lent-

Harpending claim showed King, the mid-

dle-aged German and the other field geol-

ogist to the claim. “Both [King and the

German] began washing for diamonds

and naturally enough found what they

were looking for,” Harpending recorded.

“In fact, the geologist [King] came very

near being fooled as badly as anyone else

—wanted to leave instantly and thought

of going to San Francisco to have a talk

with the directors of the company.”

The fortuneless German disagreed

and wanted to stay and pocket a

few more diamonds, and a few

more after that. But then, re-

called Harpending, “he came

on a stone that caught his

eye and filled him with

wonderment. It bore the

plain marks of the lapi-

dary’s art.”

“Look here, Mr. King,”

the German said. “This

is the bulliest diamond

field as never was. It

not only produces dia-

monds but cuts them

moreover also.” King

grabbed the half-cut di-

amond from the sarcas-

tic German, and the whole

thing was as clear as day.

The geologists rummaged

around and found more evi-

dence of salting: King had ar-

rived on November 2, and by

November 10 he was back at the

railroad sending the telegram.

King stayed on-site until a party of the

investors, including the mortified Henry Janin,

arrived a few days later by train. With the field’s credi-

bility compromised, the hoax became glaringly obvious.

“Mention has been made of ant-hills sparkling with minute

but veritable diamond and ruby dust,” Harpending re-

flected. “Perhaps because they were so pretty, no one had

ever disturbed them.…They weren’t ant-

hills at all. They were fakes; the work of a

sinful man, not of the moral insect. They

were also works of art; no one would have

suspected guile from looking at them.”

The investors found three small holes

bored in the ground, each with a large

gem nested inside. The salters had for-

gotten to fill in these holes, as they had

obviously closed the others, but as Har-

pending pointed out, “In such exten-

sive operations a little reckless work was

likely to slip in.” Harpending capped

off the evidence: “Finally, on the top of

a large flat rock, several rubies and dia-

monds were found pressed into crev-

ices to hold them in place. This was so

grotesquely raw that it seems incredible

and led to a story that some of the dia-

monds were in the forks of trees. Un-

fortunately for the story, there weren’t
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Clarence King (far right),

the man who exposed

the great diamond hoax,

posed for this photo in

1867 when conducting a

federal geological survey

of the 40th parallel.

King knew his reputation would be

damaged if a diamond field existed.
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any trees in the neigh-

borhood.”

T
he Associated Press

wired the hoax story

around the world,

and the company prin-

cipals—Janin having

glumly confirmed the

findings of King and the

anonymous German—

admitted they too had

been fooled by Arnold

and Slack. During the

subsequent hearings

in San Francisco a man

named James B. Cooper

turned up and claimed

credit for having given

Arnold and Slack the

idea. Arnold had served

as bookkeeper Cooper’s assistant at a company that made

diamond-tipped drill bits. The salting of gold claims, Coop-

er had explained to his two cronies, had been overdone.

Prospectors who wanted to sell pay dirt to greenhorns some-

times blasted small nuggets into the earth from shotguns or

smoothbore muskets and sold the claims to the gullible as

soon as the smoke had drifted away. Diamond salting, he

said, was a challenge, but he knew where he could find some

small diamonds of the type used for drill tips. Arnold and

Slack had slipped out of town and never gave Cooper his

share of the money. Cooper was indignant.

Charles Tiffany can only have been embarrassed when

word came back from London that the diamond specimens

from his appraised lot of $150,000 were coarse, almost worth-

less, originally mined in South Africa and part of a lot sold to

Arnold in London more than a year before. With the mystique

of the diamond field dis-

sipating, a new apprais-

al revealed that the total

worth of all the stones in

hand was about $30,000.

Arnold and Slack, per-

haps advised by Cooper,

had obviously secured

some cheap industrial

diamonds used in drill

tips or watches for their

first visit to Roberts, then

used the $50,000 grub-

stake generated by the

disclosure to buy some

better but still mediocre

stones in London for the

second salting—some

still bearing the telltale

marks of the diamond

cutter’s chisel.

On November 27, 1872, the San Francisco and New York

Mining Co. held its final meeting, confirmed that the dia-

mond field was a hoax and refunded whatever money was

still on hand. Asbury Harpending and William Lent chival-

rously bought back the 1,000 shares from the hapless Henry

Janin, whose consulting business probably suffered more

than any of the bankers did. None of the conspirators, not

even the talkative Cooper, was indicted.

Philip Arnold, who had returned to Elizabethtown, Ky., in

late 1872 and bought a handsome farm, was there when the

bubble burst. Lent soon filed a suit to recover $350,000.

Arnold denied everything, said someone else must have

salted the field and accused the “California scamps” of having

sullied his reputation.

“Did Arnold suffer any in the estimation of his compatriots

by reason of the grave accusations preferred against him?”

General George McClellan was

taken in by the hoax for a while.

Charles Tiffany’s appraisal of the

diamond field was in gross error.

Regarded as a hero back home in Kentucky, Arnold got into the banking business with friend John Polk, but it proved his undoing.
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Harpending asked dryly.

“Rather the reverse. They

gloried in what they were

pleased to call his ‘spunk.’

The old [Confederate Brig.

Gen. John Hunt] Morgan

raiders and thousands of

their way of thinking looked

with pride, almost with rev-

erence, on one of their kind

with nerve and wit enough

to make a foray into Yankee-

dom and bring away more

than half a million in spoils.

To tell the truth, Arnold was

the very hero of the hour,

for the old war feeling was

still rampant.”

Lent and Harpending head-

ed for Kentucky to negoti-

ate a settlement. In March

1873 Arnold agreed to re-

turn $150,000 to them in ex-

change for immunity from

further litigation. The un-

reconstructed residents of

rural Kentucky perceived

him as something of a hero,

which in turn aroused envy

among some of his peers.

Slack, the lackluster cousin,

remained at large.

Arnold used most of his re-

maining spoils to open a bank

in Elizabethtown that did a

thriving business in Hardin

County. He even loaned mon-

ey to a struggling rival bank.

But the rival refused to re-

pay the interest on the loan,

and in June 1878 Arnold’s

bank filed suit. Soon after,

one of that bank’s clerks,

Harry Holdsworth, called

into question Arnold’s bank-

ing practices. Arnold re-

sponded by cane-whipping

the clerk on the public square.

Running into one another

again in town that August, the

two men exchanged words,

blows and then gunfire. Ar-

nold had a six-shooter but

missed with all of his shots.

Holdsworth had a double-

barreled shotgun and blast-

ed a charge of buckshot into

Arnold’s shoulder. Local phy-

sicians despaired of his sur-

vival, and on February 8,

1879, Arnold, 49, died from

complications of his wounds

compounded by pneumo-

nia. Holdsworth stood trial

two months later and was

found not guilty. Going over

Arnold’s books, Lent and Har-

pending found that Slack

had received about $30,000

of the ill-gotten gains, while

most of the rest of the mon-

ey remained in the safe at

Arnold’s bank or secured in

real estate. Everything be-

yond the $150,000 quit-claim

purchase went to Arnold’s

heirs, and Ralston, assisted

by Roberts and Harpending,

paid off the second tier of

stockholders at 100 cents on

the dollar. “Mr. Ralston had

the receipts in full of the var-

ious parties neatly framed,”

Harpending wrote, “and I

am told that it was one of

the mural decorations of his

private office in the Bank

of California.”

M
ortified by his unwit-

ting role in the great

diamond hoax of 1872,

Harpending sold off all his

property holdings and in-

vestments in San Francisco

and along the Pacific coast,

cleared well over a million

dollars, returned to Ken-

tucky and invested in farm-

land—none of it said to hold

any gold, silver, or diamonds.

While neighbors respected

him, disenchanted invest-

ors continued to suggest the

plot had been conceived “in

the active brain of Asbury

Harpending”—a charge, he

said, easily disproved by a

look at the paperwork.

In a stor y in The Times

of London, British invest-

ors accused Harpending’s
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Slack, Arnold’s largely silent partner, died in New Mexico Territory.

These diamonds are small reminders of Arnold’s fantastic field.
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friend Alfred Rubery, the first to find a (salted) diamond

at the Colorado diamond field, of complicity. The

Englishman promptly sued for libel and won a judg-

ment of 10,000 pounds (U.S. $45,000 at the time) from

his detractors. Officially cleared, Rubery nevertheless

bore the stain of the libelous accusation in Britain

as Harpending had in the United States, and that

stigma eventually drove him to immigrate to Austra-

lia, where friends lost track of him.

Banker Ralston, despite his integrity or perhaps be-

cause of it, was also a collateral casualty of the dia-

mond hoax. He had reached deep into his pockets to

cover the $2 million the second-tier stockholders had

invested, and his reputation, while somewhat shaken,

apparently survived. Ralston invested the bank’s capi-

tal in building the Palace Hotel, at the corner of New

Montgomery Street and Market Street in San Fran-

cisco. The aptly named Palace cost $5 million, was

designed by the renowned architect and engineer

John Painter Gaynor and was among the first build-

ings to feature electric call buttons and “rising rooms”

(elevators). Ralston failed, however, in an attempt to

buy and then resell the Spring Valley Water Co. and

was caught in the back draft of the international fi-

nancial Panic of 1873. These expanding ripples, likely

augmented by the damage Ralston’s reputation suf-

fered in the great diamond hoax of 1872, led to a

plunge in the stock value of the Bank of California.

On August 26, 1875, Ralston’s bank closed its doors

during business hours, leaving what Harpending de-

scribed as “a packed mass of pale-faced men antici-

pating ruin” wrapped around the block.

Ralston admitted the precarious state of the bank’s

finances but pledged his own considerable hold-

ings to make good any losses. On August 27 the

bank’s board of directors called a meeting—

but locked out Ralston. He left in a daze.

After heading home to change, Ralston,

as was his custom, took a swim at North

Beach. “His body did not sink, but he was

floating face downward,” Harpending wrote

after talking to witnesses. “A boatman was

quickly at his side. This boatman declared

that the banker was still living. Be that as it

may, when he reached the shore with his

burden, the once master spirit of the Pacif-

ic coast was dead.” Questions lingered over

whether Ralston had committed suicide,

but he was a regular swimmer who enjoyed

exercise, and those who saw the body said

his expression was stunned rather than

tormented, suggesting a massive stroke.

The Virtual Museum of the City of San

Francisco [www.sfmuseum.net] says an autopsy

showed signs of a stroke. About a third of San Fran-

cisco’s 150,000 citizens turned out to watch his fu-

neral procession, and 8,000 turned out at a memorial

ceremony in his honor two weeks later. Whether

the notoriety of the diamond hoax caused his self-

destruction or merely contaminated his fiscal repu-

tation and brought on a stroke through nervous

tension is conjectural.

John Slack, the nearly silent partner among the Ken-

tucky prospector cousins, eventually turned up in

St. Louis. Perhaps taken with the opportunities pre-

sented by planting expensive things in the ground,

he operated a casket-manufacturing company, first in

St. Louis and later in White Oaks, New Mexico Territory,

where he died in 1896, at age 76, solvent but not rich.

Clarence King, the hero of the diamond hoax, was

also a collateral victim in a paradoxical sense. He had

warned stockholders in time to head off a catastro-

phe, thus earning the gratitude of some of America’s

and Britain’s top financiers. Once satisfied to spend

months at a time roaming the West with rough-and-

tumble sourdoughs, horse wranglers and packers,

King moved into a whole new social milieu when

visiting east of the Mississippi, rubbing shoulders

with the Prince of Wales and Baron Rothschild as

well as friends Henry Adams and John Hay and their

wives. All of this cost money, and as King was too hon-

orable a man to dip into the public purse, he couldn’t

support his big-ticket socializing. He dropped out

of the solid but fiscally stodgy realm of government

service as the first head of the U.S. Geological Survey

to become a mining speculator and owner-manager.

His mines, mostly in Mexico, failed to make his for-

tune, so he filled in the gaps by serving as an

expert witness in mining cases. Worn out and

in debt, he died of tuberculosis in Phoenix,

Arizona Territory, in 1901, at age 59. Clarence

King was a hero rather than a villain of the

diamond hoax, but in the end he may have

been the final victim of one of the West’s most

spectacular frauds.

New Jersey newspaperman John Koster is the

author of Custer Survivor: The End of a Myth,

the Beginning of a Legend. For further reading

try American El Dorado: The Great Diamond

Hoax of 1872 (2012), by Ron Elliott, who was

kind enough to review this article and whose

book (which presents the facts of the con-

vincing scheme while employing made-up

dialogue) is reviewed in this issue (P. 69);

and The Great Diamond Hoax (1913), by

Asbury Harpending,edited by James H.Wil-

kins, which, Koster says, “provides local

color but needs to be salted a mite.”
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The Arnold family monument is in

the Elizabethtown, Ky., cemetery.
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B
loodcurdling war whoops

break the stillness of a

pleasant summer morn-

ing as a band of painted

savages gallops from the

tallgrass, bearing down on a family of

settlers. The panic-stricken whites grab

weapons and run for cover, but they

don’t have a prayer. The raiders slaughter

most and carry the others into captivity.

Indians, mostly Comanche and Kiowa

war parties, mounted hundreds of such

raids on the Texas frontier in the 1830s

and 1840s. They killed, stole livestock

and carried off women and children.

Few of those captives ever returned

to civilization. Some of those who did

contributed to the “captivity narrative,”

a peculiarly American literary genre that

dates from Colonial times. After the

mid–19th century, large-scale Indian

raids were mostly a thing of the past,

but they lived on in stories told to later

generations. Old-timers who related

such harrowing tales counted on the

credulity and overactive imaginations

of their audiences.

One of the biggest tellers of such tall

tales was Howard W. Peak, scion of one

of the distinguished old families of Dal-

las and Fort Worth. His father, Dr. Car-

roll M. Peak, relocated his family from

Dallas to Fort Worth in September 1853

when the latter was little more than

a hamlet on the bluff overlooking the

Trinity River. There Howard was born on

June 14, 1856. The next year Dr. Peak’s

sister Juliette (Howard’s aunt) married

Fort Worth attorney Archibald Fowler,

whose only claim to fame would be the

murder of Tarrant County Sheriff John

York in August 1861 (see “Double Killing

in Fort Worth,” by Richard Selcer, in the

June 2010 Wild West). Dr. Peak is re-

membered as the first historian of Fort

Worth, and when he died in February

1885 after a distinguished public career,

his son assumed that mantle.

Years later Howard Peak was among

the few surviving old-timers who reg-

ularly regaled audiences with tales of

deadly Indian raids. Peak told the grand-

daddy of local tall tales, about “the last

Indian raid on Fort Worth” by fearsome

Comanches, those self-styled “Lords

of the Plains” who terrorized the Texas

frontier for decades. Comanches usu-

ally targeted isolated homesteads, but

in Peak’s telling they uncharacteris-

tically swooped down on a U.S. Army

post—the first clue that the whole story

may be flapdoodle.

PHANTOM
RAIDERS
on the TRINITY

In 1850 a Comanche war party attacked Fort Worth—
at least according to early settler and self-styled historian Howard Peak,

whose titillating tall tale remains part of local lore

By Richard F. Selcer
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This obelisk for a battle that never took

place is on Fort Worth’s Summit Avenue.

ABOVE: PHOTO BY RICHARD SELCER; OPPOSITE: THE GREENWICH WORKSHOP, SEYMOUR, CONN.

  



Comanche horsemen,

as depicted in Frank

McCarthy’s Comanche

War Trail, were such

skilled raiders they

became known as

“Lords of the Plains.”

But their raid on Fort

Worth was a mirage.
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F
ort Worth began life in 1849 as

an Army outpost on the Trinity

River founded by a troop of 2nd

Dragoons under Major Ripley Allen Ar-

nold. In military parlance an “outpost”

was a satellite of a major fort, in this

case Fort Graham, some 70 miles to the

south on the Brazos River. Camp Worth

occupied a high bluff on the Trinity

overlooking the confluence of the West

and Clear forks. Its garrison never num-

bered more than 80 men and usually

included both dragoons and infantry,

based on a counterintuitive U.S. Army

doctrine that called for mounted troops

to serve as a trip wire on the frontier,

while the infantry would chase down

any Indians who slipped through. The

dragoons at Fort Worth conducted reg-

ular scouts 50 to 100 miles up and down

the line to seal the frontier against In-

dian depredations.

When the Army arrived in north Texas

in 1849, the frontier was rife with ten-

sion. Middleton Tate Johnson, an influ-

ential landowner and an officer in the

Texas Rangers, wrote Brig. Gen. William

S. Harney, commanding all dragoons in

Texas, to complain that “the Indians are

stealing continually.” Of greater con-

cern to Johnson was that settlers were

“killing the Indians whenever they see

them,” without regard for guilt or inno-

cence. “This must soon lead to general

hostility,” he warned, begging for troops

to be sent to the area.

Major General George M. Brooke, com-

manding the department that com-

prised most of settled Texas, likewise

predicted a general Indian uprising

all up and down the frontier. But Major

Arnold, from his vantage point on the

Trinity, did not share Brooke’s concern.

In May 1850 he reported, “Indians peace-

able in my vicinity…[being principally]

engaged at their corn patches.” At the

time he had just 39 dragoons and 33

infantry present for duty, so he had good

reason to be grateful for peace and quiet.

Lieutenant William H.C. Whiting, who

came through the area on an inspec-

tion tour in 1849, also reported all quiet

on the northwestern frontier, adding

this qualifier: “Occasionally a horse or

beef is stolen, but murders are of rare

occurrence.” The bottom line was that

no one on the scene saw any threat of

Comanche war parties on the upper

Trinity. Thus in June 1850 the garrison

at Fort Worth was reduced to 39 men

and officers—a skeleton force appro-

priate for a peaceful outpost.

By 1853 the frontier had bypassed Fort

Worth on its westward march, so the

Army shut down the post and redeployed

the troops to other threatened points.

Nobody really knows

what early Fort Worth

(1849–53) looked like,

but this drawing by

the late Bill Potter is

a good approximation.

The Trinity River and

its bluffs wind into the

distance behind the post.
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For the first time in four years the little

settlement on the Trinity was bereft

of its military garrison. Fortunately, the

tribes in the vicinity, including the Ton-

kawa, Delaware, Anadarko and Hainai,

were not warlike; on the contrary, U.S.

troops and Texas Rangers often used

them as scouts and protected them from

the Comanches and Kiowas. The gov-

ernment collectively referred to these

tribes as “allied bands.” Over the years

disease and the more warlike Plains

Indians had broken their spirit and dec-

imated their numbers. They roamed

freely between the Brazos and Red riv-

ers, surviving by stealing and begging.

Whites felt more contempt for them

than fear. As for the ever-dangerous Co-

manches, by the early 1850s they had

withdrawn westward onto the Llano

Estacado (Staked Plain) as a result of

an 1846 treaty that forced them to ac-

knowledge the sovereignty of the United

States. It was a very fragile peace, but

it held on the Trinity.

S
ince he had not even been born

by 1850, Howard Peak could not

claim first-person knowledge

of the alleged Comanche attack on

Fort Worth that year. But he did have

an unimpeachable source—his father.

The younger Peak claimed to have hap-

pened across the story in an old fold-

er discovered in Dr. Peak’s desk after

his death. This was convenient, as in

later years it meant the elder Peak could

not confirm the story. Nor has any-

one else laid eyes on the original doc-

ument. By the time the story appeared

in Howard Peak’s memoir nearly 80

years after it supposedly occurred, old-

timers from that era were “damn few,

and they’re all dead,” to paraphrase an

old Scottish toast.

As Peak related the story in A Rang-

er of Commerce (Naylor Printing

Co., 1929), Chief Jim Ned assem-

bled a Comanche war party in Palo

Pinto County (about 60 miles west

of Fort Worth), home to a village of

some 400 to 500 Comanches. (The

quotes that follow come from Peak.)

The immediate cause of the war prep-

arations was that a scouting party

out of Fort Worth had recently killed

one of the chief’s favorite warriors.

In retaliation, Jim Ned vowed to wipe

Fort Worth out of existence. After the

traditional war dance under a Co-

manche moon to arouse the war-

riors’ “hate and venom,” they paint-

ed themselves and donned “gaudy

feathers, and trinkets carved out of

human bones, and scalps torn from

the heads of the hated whites.” The

next day 200 warriors rode out for

Fort Worth. The chief split his force,

taking half with him on a northeast-

erly route while his lieutenant, Chief

Feathertail, took the other half on a

southeasterly route. The plan was to

reunite two days later in a “hidden

valley” a few miles northwest of Fort

Worth. Jim Ned’s group arrived at

the rendezvous point first and set up

camp. Everything went according to

plan until an “adventurous fur trap-

per by the name of Cockerell” (no first

name) stumbled upon their camp. Ob-

serving what was apparently a war party

bent on plunder and murder, he slipped

away and rode at full speed to warn Fort

Worth. Within an hour Major Arnold

had assembled “40 dragoons” (?), includ-

ing his second-in-command and “two

Army surgeons” (?), plus “ambulances

and equipment wagons” (?) in a coun-

terstrike force. (The question marks de-

note details of Peak’s story contradicted

by Army records.)

With Cockerell as their guide, Arnold

and his dragoons sneaked up on the

Indian encampment and surrounded

it undetected. Arnold, showing he had

not slept through his tactics classes

at West Point (class of 1838), divided

his force to hit the enemy from three

sides—one group led by Captain Rob-

ert P. Maclay, another by Lieutenant

Washington P. Street and the third by

himself. They left behind the ambu-

lances and wagons and closed in, lead-

ing their horses by the reins. Fortu-

nately, none of the horses whinnied

to give them away, and the Indians ap-

parently did not have a guard mounted

around the camp. At Arnold’s signal the

soldiers mounted up and charged the

camp with a whoop. Under the Coman-

che moon they wreaked “frightfull”

(sic) carnage with their repeating car-

bines. The troopers rode down their

foes where they stood or chased them

into the brush as the Indians desper-

ately tried to escape. In the melee Jim

Ned managed to get to his horse and

escape. He made it to Feathertail’s group

and alerted them to the waiting trap.

In taking the Comanches by surprise,

the soldiers had neatly turned the ta-

bles. The Indians gave up any idea of

attacking Fort Worth and headed back

to their village.

Meanwhile, back at the scene of the

battle, Arnold took stock of his vic-

tory. The soldiers had killed 37 Indians

and wounded another 15 so severely

they could not escape. The soldiers “dis-

patched” the wounded without any

compunction, which may be the most

credible part of the entire story. They

themselves had suffered no killed or

wounded. It was a complete victory that
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any commander would have been proud

to report to his superiors, but Arnold

was not about to rest on his laurels.

He allowed his men to have breakfast

and then took up the pursuit of Jim Ned

and the rest of his war party. The dra-

goons followed the Indians for two days

before reaching their village. Then, at a

war council called by Arnold, they

decided to attack at dawn the next

morning. As the sun rose, the sol-

diers, using the same tactics that

had worked so well before, struck

from three sides, only this time

on foot. Now, however, it was the

Comanches who were waiting in

ambush, and when the troopers

swept down on the encampment,

the warriors poured a devastating

shower of arrows into them. The

fight went on for several hours,

punctuated by “the deafening peal

of firearms, the groans of the

wounded and the wailing of squaws

and children.” In the end, however, the

soldiers’ repeating carbines spelled the

difference between victory and defeat,

or so Peak claimed. When Feathertail

fell, the remaining Indians made their

getaway through a “secret exit, leading

from the grotto into an almost im-

penetrable canyon.” This time Arnold

did not pursue.

When the major toted up the casual-

ties, there were 45 dead Indians, while

his own losses numbered “five killed

and 15 wounded.” While a burial detail

did its work, “Surgeons Halliday [sic]

and Standifer” provided first-aid to the

wounded before loading them into the

ambulances for the return to Fort Worth.

But Peak’s account doesn’t end there.

Chief Jim Ned refused to admit defeat

and swore revenge. Six months later he

led another raiding party against the lit-

tle outpost on the Trinity. This time the

Comanches managed to sneak up as

close as a hilltop just to the southwest

of the post. They were preparing to ride

down on the garrison when sighted

by sentries. Major Arnold ordered his

“6-pound howitzer” into action, drop-

ping a shell into the midst of the In-

dians. The explosion dispersed the In-

dians “in great confusion over the bluff,”

and they beat a hasty retreat. The dra-

goons mounted up and gave chase, kill-

ing a number of Indians before giving

up the pursuit. The Comanches “never

attempted a repetition of such bold

hostility,” as Jim Ned “recognized the

futility of continued warfare, accepted

amnesty and lived a peaceful life until

his death some years later.”

At least that’s the way Howard Peak

told it.

T
he trouble is that Peak’s story is

riddled with narrative inconsis-

tencies, logical improbabilities

and provable errors of fact. To begin

with, the central villain of the piece,

Jim Ned, was not a Comanche but a Del-

aware and thus a sworn enemy of the

Comanches. In 1850 he was chief of a

peaceable band of about 65 Delawares

that lived in Wise County and traded

with settlers in Tarrant County. Peak

referred to him as “Ned,” as if that were

his last name. Conveniently for Peak,

Jim Ned’s life dates are unknown, but

we do know he spent his sunset years

as a reservation Indian, which strong-

ly suggests that Texas authorities had

no beef against him. The only record-

ed instance that he ever took part in

a battle dates from 1847; otherwise,

he was known to the soldiers at Fort

Worth as a “good Indian.” In 1853 Ma-

jor Hamilton Merrill wrote to his su-

periors from Fort Worth asking for

authorization to pay Jim Ned “as guide,

etc.” Could this be the same chief who

three years earlier was bent on annihi-

lating the garrison?

Second but equally important, no

troop of U.S. cavalry or Texas Rangers

ever rode out against the Comanches

without taking along a contingent of

Tonkawa or Delaware scouts. It would

have been a waste of time at best, sui-

cide at worst. Because almost every

hand, Indian or white, was turned

against them, the Comanches were said

by one Texas Ranger to be “proverbial

for their sleepless vigilance” against

sneak attack. In the words of Texas his-

torian James DeShields, they “scanned

for the anticipated ambuscade” wheth-

er in camp or on the march. Arnold

would not have been foolish enough to

go looking for a Comanche war party

with only a white trapper to lead him.

Furthermore, the Indians’ tactics and

behavior do not sound like anything

witnessed in the well-chronicled fights

between whites and Comanche war-

riors at such spots as Antelope Hills

(1858) or the Pease River (1860). Peak’s

descriptions of the clashes (ambush,

flight, chase, ambush) sound more like

Hollywood-style history than actual

military engagements.

The identities of the central white

characters in Peak’s story are also prob-

lematical. He provides no first name

for the courageous fur trapper Cocker-

ell, who does not show up in any pub-

lic record. Captain Robert Maclay was

the 8th Infantry officer who brought

Company F to Fort Worth in October

1849 to jointly occupy the place with

the dragoons. Neither he nor his men

would have ridden out with Arnold

to attack the Indians, simply because

they were not mounted troops. Lieu-

tenant Washington Street was like-

wise with the 8th Infantry and not the
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Right: Dr. Carroll M.

Peak, posing here in

the 1870s, was one

of Fort Worth’s first

doctors. Far right:

His son Howard

W. Peak, posing

here in about 1929,

said he stumbled

across the Fort

Worth raid story in

an old folder on the

late Dr. Peak’s desk.
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dragoons. During Arnold’s stint at Fort

Worth (1849–1851) he only ever had

one subaltern, Lieutenant Jonas P. Hol-

liday, who was on sick leave a good

part of that time. Of the two surgeons

referred to by Peak, Jesse M. Standifer

was a civilian doctor who was only at

the post from June through October

1849. “Halliday” was presumably Lieu-

tenant Holliday, who was attached to

Company B, 2nd Dragoons, and not

even a medical officer. What’s more,

no Army outpost the size of Fort Worth

ever had two medical officers.

In perhaps most damning evidence

against Peak’s account, the post returns

for Fort Worth show no soldier ever lost

to hostile action in the four years it

was an active outpost, nor does Ar-

nold’s correspondence with the War

Department mention any engagement

with Indians. Unfortunately, no regi-

mental returns exist for the 2nd Dra-

goons, but post returns record in de-

tail what every member of a garrison

did outside the normal routine.

On top of everything else, the equip-

ment and arms Peak described don’t

match the historical record. Fort Worth

was never assigned ambulances or wag-

ons, and the U.S. Army Quartermaster

Department kept strict account of such

things. As Fort Worth was only an out-

post, never a real fort, it had no need

of such transportation. It did have a

mountain howitzer (a short-barreled

smoothbore gun famous for its light

weight and punch), by Special Orders

No. 42 of July 9, 1849, but it was a 12-

pounder, not a 6-pounder, and there is

no record of it ever having been fired in

anger. A more glaring problem with

Peak’s story, however, is the “repeating

carbine” with which he said the troops

were armed. There was simply no such

thing as a repeating carbine in 1850.

The first one adopted by the U.S. Army

was the Spencer seven-shot carbine

developed by inventor Christopher

Spencer between 1854 and 1860 and

not purchased by the Army until 1863.

In 1850 the troopers would have been

as amazed as the Indians to be armed

with repeating rifles.

The final evidence discrediting Peak’s

purported Comanche raid is his own

father’s testimony. In 1877 Fort Worth

officials tapped Carroll Peak to give

the historic address as they dedicat-

ed the cornerstone for the second Tar-

rant County Courthouse. In his address

that day he told how back in 1852 a

report of Comanches besieging Fort

Worth reached Dallas, 30 miles to the

east. The Dallasites quickly raised a re-

lief force that reached Fort Worth at

noon the next day. According to Dr.

Peak, “the gallant major was quite sur-

prised,” as there had been no Indian

attack. During the four-year existence

of Fort Worth and for the remainder

of the decade, according to the elder

Peak, Indian raiding parties never mo-

lested the little community on the

bluff. Since Dr. Peak spoke of these

events from personal experience and

in living memory of those in atten-

dance, how do we explain son Howard

Peak’s account, supposedly drawn from

a document written by his father yet

contradicting everything the elder Peak

said in 1877?

C
onsider the source,” parents

often counsel children about

the stories they hear. Howard

W. Peak, by his own count, spent 52

years plying Texas roads as a travel-

ing salesman and not a single day in

a real history class. After retiring from

life on the road, he started a second ca-

reer as Fort Worth’s resident historian,

or, as he put it, “an eyewitness of the

Texas pioneer days.” Over more than

two decades he gave countless speech-

es and interviews, authored a series of

articles for the Fort Worth Star-Telegram

and was employed by the Fort Worth

Independent School District to lecture

students on “the city’s early history.” He

capped this second career with his 1929

memoir, A Ranger of Commerce. Peak

based his claim to authority on being

“the first male child born in Fort Worth,”

not to mention that in later years nary

a contemporary remained alive to chal-

lenge his version of things.

Another Fort Worth old-timer was

Sgt. Maj. Abraham “Abe” Harris,

who described a similar-sounding

1850 action by a party of some 300

Comanches and Caddos report-

edly led by Chief Towash. They

were chasing a band of Tonkawas

who had placed themselves under

the protection of Major Arnold.

Towash sent a “rag messenger”

(an Indian bearing a flag of truce)

to demand Arnold turn over the

Tonkawas or be annihilated. Al-

though Arnold had fewer than

50 men, he told the messenger he was

“not in the habit of serving up his guests

for breakfast,” and if the Indians want-

ed a fight, they could come and get it.

Then he placed his men in line of battle

and ordered the fort’s howitzer crew to

“graze the heads of the big bucks over

there if you can without hitting them.”

A well-placed shot scattered the Indi-

ans, and that, according to Harris, was

the only Indian attack ever launched

against Fort Worth. Harris’ story is less

detailed but bears similarities to How-

ard Peak’s, including numerous histor-

ical gaffes. For instance, Towash was

a chief of the Hainai Indians not the

Comanches, and there is no record of

Comanches ever fighting alongside
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Two portraits of Abe

Harris: at far left in

1849 as a dragoon

sergeant major who

helped build Fort

Worth, and at left

as a Confederate

lieutenant colonel.

He told an Indian

attack story that

bore similarities to

the fantastic one

related by Dr. Peak.
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the Hainais any more than they did

the Delawares.

Returning to Howard Peak, the news-

papers of his day generously said he

combined history with legend. He did

it so well, in fact, it is hard to tell where

one ends and the other begins. For most

of his audience it was history, if only

because the white-haired gentleman

said so, and most of his contemporar-

ies were long since dead by the time

he became a celebrity. He sprinkled in

bogus details with just enough facts to

create wonderful, thrilling stories of

a time just beyond living memory.

But Peak hoisted himself on his own

petard with his tale of a phantom Co-

manche raid, committing two fatal mis-

takes: First, he oversalted the story with

historical details, and second, he put it

down on paper. So many of the details

were so demonstrably false that com-

mitting them to paper only opened the

door for later historians to debunk his

account at leisure. Had he bothered to

consult U.S. Army records in the Na-

tional Archives, he could have preserved

his posthumous reputation. In the end,

however, Peak’s Comanche raiders were

ghosts, figments of his imagination.

But that’s not the end of the story.

Howard Peak was so enamored with

tales of Comanche attacks that one

wasn’t good enough; he had to create

yet another in an interview he gave

to The Fort Worth Record around the

turn of the 19th century. This raid sup-

posedly occurred in 1860 and was dis-

tinguished from the 1850 attack by

not striking directly at Fort Worth. As

Peak told it, the Comanches went on

the warpath, murdering settlers and

stealing livestock not 10 miles from

town. Governor Sam Houston called out

the Rangers to quell the uprising, and

a group of Fort Worth volunteers and

a band of Tonkawa Indians rode with

them. Dr. Carroll Peak went along as the

party’s surgeon. Peak stated that part

of their mission was to rescue Cynthia

Ann Parker, who had been carried off by

the Comanches from her family’s home-

stead in 1836 and eventually adopted

into the tribe. History indeed records

that Texas Rangers recaptured Parker

in 1860, but there is no mention of Co-

manche raiders coming within 10 miles

of Fort Worth or of local volunteers

riding with the Rangers.

If Howard Peak’s and Abe Harris’ tales

of phantom Comanche raids had died

with their tellers, it would be one thing.

But so many sources have chronicled

that 1850 raid so many times that it has

been incorporated into the city’s histo-

ry as fact and taught to schoolchildren.

There is even a monument to the raid

that never occurred—a small concrete

obelisk erected in the 1930s by the Works

Progress Administration on a shaded

lawn on the heights due west of down-

town. Ironically, it does not even stand

on the spot where Peak said Jim Ned’s

men were gathered when the howit-

zer shell landed in their midst; that site

lies a half-mile to the south. Thus a mis-

placed historic marker marks the spot

where a nonexistent war party gath-

ered to attack a “fort” that wasn’t really

a fort. History doesn’t get any more

warped than that.

Richard Selcer of FortWorth is a frequent

contributor to Wild West. His latest book,

coauthored by Kevin S.Foster, is Written in

Blood: The History of Fort Worth’s Fallen

Lawmen, Vol. 2, 1910–1928. For further

reading see Selcer’s The Fort That Became

a City and Howard W. Peak’s A Ranger

of Commerce: Or, 52 Years on the Road.
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Major Ripley Arnold, posing with wife Catherine, established the garrison at Fort Worth.
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Reported by J. Page

CHICAGO: A local board-certified Ear, Nose, Throat (ENT) 
physician, Dr. S. Cherukuri, has just shaken up the hearing aid 
industry with the invention of a medical-grade, affordable 
hearing aid. This revolutionary hearing aid is designed to 
help millions of people with  hearing loss who cannot 
afford—or do not wish to pay—the much higher cost of 
traditional hearing aids. 

Dr. Cherukuri knew that untreated hearing loss could lead to 
depression, social isolation, anxiety, and symptoms consistent 
with Alzheimer’s dementia. He could not understand why 
the cost for hearing aids was so high when the prices on 
so many consumer electronics like TVs, DVD players, cell 
phones and digital cameras had fallen. 

Since Medicare and most private insurance do not cover the 
costs of hearing aids, which traditionally run between $2,000-
$6,000 for a pair, many of the doctor’s patients could not 
afford the expense. Dr. Cherukuri’s goal was to find a 
reasonable solution that would help with the most common 
types of hearing loss at an affordable price, not unlike the 
“one-size-fits-most” reading glasses available at drug stores.

He evaluated numerous hearing devices and sound amplifiers, 
including those seen on television. Without fail, almost all of 
these were found to amplify bass/low frequencies (below 
1000 Hz) and not useful in amplifying the frequencies related 
to the human voice.

Inspiration From a Surprising Source
The doctor’s inspiration to defeat the powers-that-be that 
kept inexpensive hearing aids out of the hands of the public 
actually came from a new cell phone he had just purchased. “I 
felt that if someone could devise an affordable device like 
an iPhone® for about $200 that could do all sorts of 
things, I could create a  hearing aid at a similar price.” 

Afordable Hearing Aid  
With Superb Performance

The high cost of hearing aids is a result of layers of middlemen 
and expensive unnecessary features. Dr.  Cherukuri concluded 
that it would be possible to develop a medical grade hearing 
aid without sacrificing the quality of components. The result 
is the MDHearingAid PRO®, starting well under $200. It has 
been declared to be the best low-cost hearing aid that 
amplifies the range of sounds associated with the human 
voice without overly amplifying background noise.

Tested By Leading Doctors and Audiologists
The MDHearingAid PRO® has been rigorously tested by 
leading ENT physicians and audiologists who have 
unanimously agreed that the sound quality and output in 
many cases exceeds more expensive hearing aids.

l Designed By A Board-Certifed Ear, Nose and Throat 

(ENT) Doctor

l Doctor-Recommended, Audiologist-Tested

l HHHHH Top rated hearing aid online—thousands  

of satisfed customers

l FDA-Registered

l Save Up To 90%

l Free Shipping Available

l Batteries Included! Comes Ready  

To Use

l 100% Money Back Guarantee

For the Lowest Price Call Today 

1-800-873-0680 
Phone Lines Open 24 Hours EvERy DAy

www.MDHearingAid.com/KH30

Use Ofer Code KH30 to get

FREE Batteries for a Full year!

FREE Shipping Available

Proudly assembled in the USA
from Domestic & Imported Components. 

45 DAy 

RISK FREE 

TRIAL

“Perhaps the best quality-to-price ratio in the 

hearing aid industry” – Dr. Babu, M.D. Board- 

Certifed ENT Physician

Chicago Doctor Invents Affordable Hearing Aid  
Outperforms Many Higher Priced Hearing Aids

DOCTORS AND PATIENTS AGREE:   

“BEST QUALITy SOUND”  

 “LOWEST AFFORDABLE PRICE”

“I have been wearing hearing aids for over 25 years and these 

are the best  behind-the-ear aids I have tried. Their sound 

quality rivals that of my $3,000 custom pair of Phonak Xtra 

digital ITE.” —Gerald Levy

“I have a $2,000 Resound Live hearing aid in my left ear and the 

MDHearingAid PRO® in the right ear. I am not able to notice a 

significant difference in sound quality between the two 

hearing aids.” —Dr. May, ENT physician

 “We ordered two hearing aids for my mother on Sunday, and the 

following Wednesday they were in our mailbox! Unbelievable! 

Now for the best part—they work so great, my mother says she 

hasn’t heard so good for many years, even with her $2,000 

digital! It was so great to see the joy on her face. She is 90 

years young again.” —Al Peterson    

100% 
money back  

guarantee

BBB RATING A

ADVERTISEMENT

  

http://www.MDHearingAid.com/KH30


• On the site of a former Apache

camp, nestled in the knees of the

Black Range in southwestern New

Mexico, Kingston (elevation 6,224

feet) lies astride Middle Percha Creek.

Originally called Percha City, the town

boomed in 1882 after a silver strike

by miner Jack Sheddon.

• The first officially recognized habi-

tation in town was a tent store set up

in June 1882. A rough-hewn tent and

board city soon busted out along the

creek.Within two months some 2,000

people were buying lots for $15 in

the newly platted town site. By 1883

Main Street lots sold for $500, while lots

near the diggings fetched up to $5,000.

• The largest mine, the Iron King (for

which Kingston is named), soon had

competition from the Solitaire, Empire,

Calamity Jane, Miner’s Dream, Black Colt,

Brush Heap, Bonanza, Gypsy, Ironclad,

Caledonia and Little Jimmy. Eventually,

30 mines dotted the hills. By 1885 the

population peaked at more than 7,000.

• Characters associated with Kingston

included New Mexico’s own Billy the Kid,

satirist Mark Twain, President Grover

Cleveland, Wild Bunch pals Butch Cas-

sidy and the Sundance Kid, Apache lead-

ers Geronimo andVictorio, political boss

Albert Fall, badman “Black Jack” Ketch-

um, cowboy chronicler Eugene Manlove

Rhodes and poet-scout John Wallace

“Captain Jack” Crawford.

• The town’s ethnic mix and early char-

acter are reflected in such place names

as Italian Avenue, Chinese Gardens and

Virtue Street (the latter home to Sadie

Orchard, the town’s leading madam).

• Among the wildest Western mining

towns, Kingston sported 22 saloons with

gambling halls for roulette and faro,

14 grocery and general stores, a brewery,

three newspapers, several restaurants

(one served oysters), three hotels, sev-

eral boardinghouses, two assay offices,

two fraternal lodges, a bank, numerous

gambling dens, a drugstore, a dancing

school, a tennis court, an icehouse, seven

sawmills, a theater (once graced by ac-

tress Lillian Russell), a school, a smelter,

a kiln, a blacksmith, a dentist and two

doctors. Madam Orchard reportedly

passed the hat (or perhaps a stocking)

to have a church built.

• The gold standard replaced the silver

standard in 1892, dropping silver prices

90 percent almost overnight and spark-

ing the Panic of 1893. As the mines played

out and profits turned into losses, Kings-

ton folded. Many folks moved to Arizona

Territory or simply shifted to neighbor-

ing Hillsboro, whose economy was based

on gold mining and ranching.

• As townspeople left, they tore down the

wooden buildings and carried out the

lumber to build new homes. In 1893 they

burned many of the remaining buildings

to recover the square handmade nails.

Little was left standing of what was once

New Mexico’s largest town.

• The Percha Bank, onetime repository

for $7 million in silver, remains intact

and serves as a museum. The origi-

nal vault (an 1885 Diebold) occupies

a brick room within the bank’s 2-

foot-thick stone and Kingston brick

walls. The design was brilliant—even

if a thief broke through the outside

walls, he couldn’t access the vault.

Apparently it worked, as no one ever

broke in to or robbed the bank.

• A former assay office now serves as

a residence, as does theVictorio Hotel,

named for the Apache upon whose

hunting grounds Kingston sits. Across

the street is the Black Range Lodge

[www.blackrangelodge.com], a beau-

tifully restored bed-and-breakfast. Its

plastered brick walls date back to an

1880s boardinghouse that lodged both

miners and troopers of the 8th Cavalry.

• The cemetery occupies a hill over-

looking Kingston. Still in use today, it

chronicles the lives and deaths of mer-

chants and unlucky miners, immigrants,

soldiers and a war hero.

• When visitors arrive in search of treas-

ure or artifacts, says local historian Mark

Nero, there is no need to go to the land-

fill, as people “dig up all sorts of stuff”

right in town. Bottles, cavalry buttons,

leather and other relics turn up regularly.

• Still meeting once a month in the old

schoolhouse is the Spit & Whittle Club,

dating from 1888, which bills itself as

one of the nation’s oldest continuously

active social clubs. Talk of religion or

politics is prohibited—as is spitting and

whittling. Townswomen halted those

activities when first allowed to join.

• Today about 25 people live in Kingston

[www.kingstonnewmexico.com]. A light-

ning-sparked wildfire threatened the

town last June. Residents evacuated, but

no buildings burned.

• Kingston is off I-25, Exit 63. Take High-

way 152 nine miles west of Hillsboro.

The turnoff for Main Street is just past the

ranger station. Look for the Spit &Whittle

Club marker. At night roaming livestock

and wildlife make driving difficult.
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Kingston, New Mexico By Melody Groves

GHOST TOWNS
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Early residents of Kingston pose in front of a

grocery store, which abuts the Percha Bank.
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Clockwise from top left: The Victorio

Hotel, named for the great Apache leader

who once roamed the area, is now a private

residence; so, too, is this old assay office;

the Black Range Lodge bed-and-breakfast

invites guests to relive the wild and woolly

days; the cemetery, atop a hill outside of

town, remains in use; the original 1885

Diebold vault still anchors the Percha Bank,

which now serves as a museum; and the

town bell—cast in 1887, which summoned

volunteer firemen and sounded mail call

—hangs across the street from the bank.
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hristopher Hous-

ton “Kit” Carson

(1809–68), a com-

plex individual in

a simpler time, left

his mark in the annals of the

Old West—though exactly

what kind of mark is debated.

He had great strengths and sig-

nificant weaknesses. A rest-

less adventurer, he was still

devoted to his family. An independent

spirit and self-sufficient frontiersman,

he was also an obedient soldier, dog-

gedly loyal to superiors. Although he

couldn’t read or write, he became fluent

in Spanish in his early years in Taos,

learned French as a trapper and spoke

the languages of the Navajos, Apaches,

Comanches, Paiutes and Utes. A fear-

some Indian fighter, he drew the hatred

of most Navajos for his role in the 1860s

campaign against them, but he also

strived to be honest and fair to Indi-

ans at a time when mutual mistrust was

the standard of the day in the Southwest.

The Kit Carson Home and Museum in

Taos recounts much of Carson’s intrigu-

ing life story. In 1843 at age 33, the fron-

tiersman bought the adobe home for his

third wife, Josefa Jaramillo, the 14-year-

old daughter of a prominent Taos family.

They raised seven of their eight children

there and several Indian children they

had adopted. Except for a few short ab-

sences, the Carson family lived in the

house for the next 25 years.

In 1866 Carson became commandant

of Fort Garland, in Colorado Territory,

and brought his family north with him.

A year later they moved to Boggsville,

near Fort Lyon, until Josefa’s death fol-

lowing childbirth, in April 1868. Carson,

himself quite ill and devastated over the

loss of his wife, died a month later, on

May 23. Both were buried in Boggsville.

The following year Kit’s brother-in-law

Thomas Boggs exhumed their bodies

and reburied them in a Taos cemetery

a block from the present-day museum.

The Carsons’Taos home passed through

several owners after Kit’s death. In 1909

the Taos Masons of Bent Lodge No. 42

acquired an option on the home, and

two years later these Masons bought the

property for $2,134. In 1949 the former

Carson home opened as a museum, and

in 1963 it was designated a National

Historic Landmark. Bent Lodge No. 42

AF & AM still owns the property, while

a 501(c)(3) nonprofit organization oper-

ates the museum.

The Kit Carson Home and Museum,

the oldest museum in town, now wel-

comes 20,000 visitors a year. In August

2012 the museum, with help from sup-

porters, bought at auction Kit’s U.S. Army

saber and scabbard, Josefa’s leather sew-

ing box with a red silk lining, a brand-

ing iron from the Rayado ranch and a

branding iron from the Lucien Maxwell

ranch. “These artifacts will stay in Taos

for the delight of locals and visitors alike,”

says Martin Jagers, president of the mu-

seum’s board of directors.

The L-shaped Spanish colonial home

with 2-foot-thick adobe walls and a court-

yard remains much the same

as when the Carsons lived

there. Flying over the entry

portal is an 1862 territorial

flag bearing 34 stars. At the

outbreak of the Civil War,

Southern sympathizers kept

tearing down the American

flag that flew over Taos Plaza.

Carson and other Union men

eventually nailed the flag to a

tall cottonwood pole, raised it over the

plaza and guarded it constantly. Con-

gress later allowed Taos officials to fly the

flag over the plaza 24 hours a day.

Displayed in the courtyard is a horno

(adobe oven), a drying rack and other

everyday 19th-century artifacts. In the

museum itself the first room, originally

the children’s room, showcases a spy-

glass similar to one used by Carson,

an 8-gauge shotgun reportedly used by

him, an exact replica of his .54-caliber

Hawken rifle (the original is at the Ma-

sonic Lodge in Santa Fe), Josefa’s sewing

box and Kit’s saber and scabbard.

The next room, originally the bedroom,

features photos and artifacts from Kit’s

era and a reconstructed fireplace in peri-

od style. The kitchen is also loaded with

artifacts typical of those used by the

Carsons. Kit’s brigadier general’s jacket

is in the adjacent parlor, which served

as Kit’s office during his term as a U.S.

Indian agent.

Visitors can take in a video produced

by the History Channel. The gift shop,

occupying what was most likely the sta-

bles, offers many books on Kit’s life and

legend. The museum, at 113 Kit Carson

Road, also hosts a series of Carson lec-

tures by noted scholars. For more info

visit www.kitcarsonhomeandmuseum

.com or call (575) 758-4945.

The Kit Carson Home and Museum

Traces the Famed Resident of Taos
The frontiersman and his family lived here a quarter century By Linda Wommack
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Kit Carson’s adobe home in Taos opened as a museum in 1949.
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Clockwise from top left:

Josefa’s leather sewing

box with red silk lining;

two Carson firearms—an

8-gauge shotgun (top)

reportedly used by Kit

and an exact replica of

his .54-caliber Hawken

rifle; a black beaver felt top

hat from the 19th century;

a tobacco pouch reputedly

given to Kit by one of his

Indian wives; beaver traps

from the mountain man era;

branding irons from two

New Mexico ranches—Kit

Carson’s ranch in Rayado

and the ranch of Carson’s

wealthy friend Lucien

Maxwell; and a hoop-

stretched beaver pelt.
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rom across the town square

in Springfield, Missouri, James

Butler “Wild Bill” Hickok and

Davis Tutt chose to settle an

argument that had begun the

previous night at a card game. Both men

entered the square with holstered re-

volvers when suddenly both men pulled

and fired. Tutt’s shot went wild as the ball

from Hickok’s Navy Colt slammed into

his opponent’s heart. It was July 21, 1865,

and what had taken place was pretty

much the only example of a Hollywood-

style gunfight in the real Wild West.

Today’s competitive sport of Cowboy

Action Shooting uses the ammunition

and firearms of the Old West but, for-

tunately, does not allow participants to

face each other. In fact, trained safety

personnel strictly supervise the loading,

unloading and staging of the guns. And

though Westerns no longer dominate

the big or small screen, the 92,000-plus

members of the Single Action Shooting

Society (SASS) dress up in period clothes

to compete with cowboy-era guns on

combat-style ranges. But Cowboy Action

Shooting wasn’t conceived until 1981,

and SASS wasn’t founded until 1987.

Three decades earlier came Fast Draw,

a shooting sport in which a participant

could pretend to beWild Bill, the fictional

Marshal Matt Dillon or even Davis Tutt.

When the so-called adult Westerns

(referring to grown-up interest, not ob-

scene material) debuted on TV in 1955

with The Life and Legend of Wyatt Earp

and Gunsmoke, it kicked off a colossal

demand for six-shooters and the hol-

sters to carry them. During the 1930s the

sale of Colt Single Action Army “Peace-

makers” (aka Model Ps) had fallen to

300 a year, and during the war years

production ceased al-

together. But in 1955

Colt followed the lead

of Great Western Arms,

which was making a Colt

copy, and Bill Ruger, who

created his powerful

single-action Blackhawk

revolver. At the height

of the Fast Draw craze in

the late 1950s Colt was

selling 3,000 of its Model

P six-shooters a week,

or about 150,000 a year.

Filmmakers needed

someone to teach gun

handling to actors, and

they found that exper-

tise in two very fast shoot-

ers. Rodd Redwing was

a Chickasaw Indian who

started in Hollywood with

Cecil B. DeMille in 1931

and was an outstanding

exhibition shooter in

the style of Annie Oakley

and Ed McGivern. Redwing taught Alan

Ladd for the classic 1953 Western Shane

and Glenn Ford for the 1956 film The

Fastest Gun Alive. Even faster was Arvo

Ojala, whose family emigrated from Fin-

land to Washington state. In 1950 Ojala

opened a leather shop in Los Angeles,

across the street from Universal Studios,

and began making holsters. He designed

and patented a metal-lined Buscadero-

style rig that tied down to one’s leg. Ojala’s

holster hung from a slot in the gun belt

and was constructed of two pieces of

stiff saddle leather with a piece of steel

in between. This meant almost no fric-

tion on the gun when drawn from the

holster. Ojala taught stars to thumb-

cock the gun while in the holster, so all

one had to do was level the gun and pull

the trigger. By the late 1950s you would

be hard-pressed to find a Western star

not trained by Ojala and not wearing

one of his holsters.

I bought my Arvo Ojala Fast Draw hol-

ster in 1958 and paid about $50 for it.

That was twice what I had paid for my

Crosman Arms pellet gun, which started

me out in Fast Draw. I had to have the

best gear, since I needed to face the TV

screen whenever Matt Dillon (played by

James Arness) stepped out onto Dodge

City’s Front Street at the start of each

weekly episode of Gunsmoke to meet

that man in black. That man was none

Fast Draw, Inspired by 1950s TVWesterns,
Helped Trigger Cowboy Action Shooting

Shooters use Colts and other single-action originals, copies and clones By Jim Dunham

GUNS OF THE WEST

W I L D W E S T O C T O B E R 2 0 1 3
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Jim Dunham flashes his fast draw as Mike Dobson watches.
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other than Arvo Ojala. Arvo was fastest

each week, but we all figured he missed

and Matt didn’t.

By that time Fast Draw had taken off

as a sport, and clubs were forming na-

tionwide. Soon there were thousands of

clubs whose members coveted the title

of “Fastest Gun Alive.” From the begin-

ning it was understood that live ammu-

nition would not be safe with this sport.

Two types of shooting emerged. One used

blank ammo fired close range at balloon

targets, and the other used bullets made

from wax propelled by shotgun prim-

ers at man-shaped silhouette targets of

wood or metal.

Dee Woolem was the “Father of Fast

Draw.” While working as a stuntman at

Knott’s Berry Farm amusement park in

Anaheim, Calif., he wanted to see how

fast he was with the Colt he was using to

rob trains. Soon the other stuntmen at

Knott’s wanted to see if they were faster

than him. So Woolem invented a clock

that timed the draw speed in hundredths

of a second.The sound of the blank turned

off the clock. The first Fast Draw contest

was held at Knott’s Berry Farm in 1954

and included 12 shooters, with the winner

getting two chicken dinners.

The new sport attracted the attention

of celebrities, with Jerry Lewis and Sammy

Davis Jr. climbing on board. The long-

time president of Continental Airlines,

Bob Six, even paid Arvo Ojala $500 to

teach him and five other executives how

to shoot like Marshal Dillon. They called

themselves “The Six-Shooters” and trav-

eled on airplanes wearing cowboy out-

fits that included guns. Air travel is a bit

different these days.

Fast Draw contests certainly were fun

and challenging, calling for considerable

athletic skill, but it was a narrow niche.

And it wasn’t a good spectator sport, as

every shooter walked to the firing line

and repeated what the shooter before

had done. Unless you had a chance to

win or knew the shooter personally, it

wasn’t much fun to watch. But those of

us who grew up on Westerns still loved

the history, the look and the guns that

made the Old West famous. In 1982 a

group of Southern California shooters

calling themselves “The Wild Bunch”

held a shooting competition at a local

range. That contest, which they called

End of Trail, drew 65 registered shoot-

ers. Soon hundreds of men, and some

women, wanted to play this new game.

In 1987 these shooting enthusiasts

formed the Single Action Shooting So-

ciety [www.sassnet.com], the governing

body of Cowboy Action Shooting. The

game is played much like a police or mili-

tary combat course and requires two

single-action handguns, a lever-action

rifle and a shotgun, all based on weap-

ons used prior to 1900. Shooters may use

original firearms, but most opt for clones

or copies of antique guns. Several Euro-

pean firearms companies now import

close copies of Colt, Winchester, Rem-

ington, Smith & Wesson and other per-

iod weapons. The contests are scored

by time, and misses are penalized by an

extra five seconds. At the end of the event

the shooter with the lowest time wins.

When I joined SASS about 25 years ago,

there were 2,000 members, and now we

are closing in on 100,000. Our love of the

Old West and the gunfighter legend is

far from dead. Even Fast Draw remains

active, promoted and preserved by the

World, Ohio and Cowboy Fast Draw as-

sociations. Every once in a while Holly-

wood even makes a Western, and we are

glad they do, but it is SASS and the many

club shoots that allow some of us to live

in a cowboy fantasy world.

Left: Arvo Ojala taught gun handling to many Western stars. Right: Dee Woolem, “Father of Fast Draw,” protects a prize trophy.
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BOOKS
Helldorado: Bringing the Law to the

Mesquite (1928, by William M. Breaken-

ridge): Billy Breakenridge wrote this

memoir of his life as a lawman and rail-

road detective some 40 to 50 years after

the actual events. He got some details

wrong, and he surely gave himself the

benefit in the telling of his own story.

Yet of all the authors who wrote of the

seminal events in Arizona Territory, only

Breakenridge included references to

what the McLaury brothers themselves

said. The author tells of the time he hero-

ically returned a stolen horse with the

help of Frank McLaury and the time he

accompanied Tom to the McLaury ranch

to stay the night and tend to business

further east of Tombstone. Breakenridge

describes how he confronted Frank over

the brothers’ “posing as honest ranch-

ers,” and how Tom brushed off the rising

danger of a Cowboy vs. Earp confronta-

tion by saying it was none of his fight,

and “he would have nothing to do with

it, as he had troubles of his own.”

Wyatt Earp: Frontier Marshal (1931, by

Stuart N. Lake): This is the book that pro-

pelled Wyatt Earp from a colorful West-

ern character into a mythic celebrity. In

Lake’s colorful prose the McLaurys func-

tion as villains and foils for the heroic

marshal. Lake quotes the McLaurys of-

ten, but the quotes are either fictitious

or repetitions of the Earps’ testimony

from the witness stand. His descriptions

of what the McLaurys and other Cow-

boys wore as they faced the Earps in the

empty lot was fictitious: “Huge sand-

hued sombreros, gaudy silk neckerchiefs,

fancy woolen shirts, tight-fitting doe-

skin trousers tucked into $40 half boots.”

The outfits he describes are pure Holly-

wood—probably what he intended.

The Earp Brothers of Tombstone: The

Story of Mrs.Virgil Earp (1960, by Frank

Waters): The essential point made in this

book is thatWyatt Earp was anything but

heroic. Waters drew his material from

talks with Mrs. Virgil Earp (Alvira “Aunt

Allie” Packingham) and ostensibly wrote

the memoir of her time with Virgil in

Tombstone. His book is well footnoted,

like the best of later histories, yet it con-

tains many fictions, including tales about

the McLaury brothers. Waters vividly de-

scribes how young Hattie (Catchin) Earp

snuck out to meet one of the brothers

and was thrashed by her uncles when she

returned—thus underscoring the Earps’

hatred of the McLaurys.

I MarriedWyatt Earp:The Recollections

of Josephine Sarah Marcus Earp (1976,

by Glenn G. Boyer): Boyer, who died in

February, used the voice of Josephine

(“Sadie”) Marcus much as Frank Waters

used the voice of Aunt Allie, only in this

instance Boyer didn’t have Josie to inter-

view.What he did have was an attempted

memoir by Wyatt Earp’s cousin Jeanne

Cason Laing, whose efforts to write a

factual biography were continually frus-

trated by Josie’s obfuscation. Boyer, like

Waters, wove fact and fiction into a seam-

less narrative. His treatment of the Mc-

Laurys was more akin to Lake’s, with

Wyatt once again portrayed as heroic.

Boyer left readers with an indelible image

of both brothers: “Frank McLaury was a

little fellow, with a short man’s cocky atti-

tude.…Tom McLaury was reserved and

had a reputation as the hard worker in the

family. He was quiet and pleasant toward

everyone.” In this brief description he

conveyed characterizations based on the

fact that Frank was the shorter of the two

brothers, and thatTom was different from

his brother. They are verifiable facts.

And Die in the West: The Story of the

O.K. Corral Gunfight (1989, by Paula

Mitchell Marks): This was the first in a

generation of books to take an academic

approach to the subject of the Earps and

the O.K. Corral. Marks’ evenhanded nar-

rative of the events and people on both

sides of the conflict was a departure

from books that attempted to build up

one side and vilify the other. Her narra-

tive gave more factual depth to the Mc-

Laury brothers and their family.

MOVIES
My Darling Clemen-

tine (1946, on DVD,

20th Century Fox): Di-

rector John Ford uses

the legend of Wyatt

Earp and the O.K. Cor-

ral to weave a fictional

story made of whole cloth. The Earps

(led by Henry Fonda’s Wyatt) are seen

driving cattle to California, and their

younger brother James (they actually

had an older brother with that name) is

killed by Cowboys. Doc Holliday (Victor

Mature), “runs the gambling” in town,

just as Old Man Clanton (Walter Bren-

nan) “runs the cattle.” And Doc is a sur-

geon (not a dentist). Virgil Earp (Tim

Holt) and Billy Clanton (John Ireland)
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both die before the showdown at the

O.K. Corral, where the Clantons are the

bad guys. There’s not a single McLaury

in sight.

Gunfight at the O.K.

Corral (1957, on DVD,

Paramount): The first

half of the film is set

in Dodge City. Once the

Earps (led by Burt Lan-

caster’s Wyatt) reach

Tombstone, it’s just another cattle town.

The corrupt sheriff there is Cotton Wil-

son (instead of Johnny Behan). Doc Hol-

liday (Kirk Douglas) seems robust even

when coughing, and he has a rough-

and-tumble relationship with his Kate

(Jo Van Fleet). Doc’s rival for Kate’s af-

fection is Ringo (John Ireland), who first

shows up in Dodge. Frank “McLowery”

is played by Mickey Simpson (who was

Sam Clanton in My Darling Clementine).

His only line is “I think it’s about time

we all pack up and leave, Ike.” He is told

to shut up. The great character actor Jack

Elam is Tom McLowery.

D o c (1972, on VHS,

MGM): Newspaperman

Pete Hamill wrote this

noire version of the Doc

Holliday–Wyatt Earp

friendship. Stacey Keach

is Doc, and HarrisYulin

is the politically ambi-

tious and not very likeable Wyatt. We

also see a lot of the tempestuous Doc-

Kate (portrayed by Faye Dunaway) rela-

tionship, including more flesh than ever

before in an O.K. Corral film. Only one of

the McLaurys is named—Frank (James

Greene). He has a little brother, and nei-

ther has anything to say. The ultimate

gunfight in the corral looks like aWestern

version of the St.Valentine’s Day massacre.

Tombstone (1993, on

DVD, Hollywood Pic-

tures Home Video): For

many enthusiasts this

film is the essential ren-

dering of the O.K. Corral

events, with unforget-

table performances from Kurt Russell

(Wyatt Earp), Val Kilmer (Doc Holliday)

and Powers Boothe (Curly Bill Brocius).

Kate (Joanna Pacula) is back with Doc,

though their relationship seems tamer

than in Doc or Gunfight at the O.K. Cor-

ral, and Josie Marcus (Dana Delany) be-

comes the object of Wyatt’s affections.

Stephen Lang gives an over-the-top

portrayal of the ridiculous Ike Clanton.

The McLaurys both appear but have

little to say. At the end of the gunfight

Frank (Robert John Burke) says to Holli-

day, “Now, I’ve got you.” Doc’s response

is much more memorable, “You’re a daisy

if you do.”

Wyatt Earp (1994, on

DVD,Warner Bros.): The

ambitions of this film

are also its undoing. It

undertakes to give a

biography of the life of

Wyatt Earp (Kevin Cost-

ner). While the film is in many ways

more factual than other Earp movies, it

suffers from being too long and pon-

derous. Mark Harmon is excellent as a

corrupt, deceitful, macho Johnny Behan.

The Cowboys are intimidating, though

not as sociopathic as those in Tomb-

stone. Frank McLaury, played by bald

actor Rex Linn, is more conspiratorial.

Tom (Adam Baldwin) stays in the back-

ground until the gunfight, which is shown

complete with two horses present, as at

the actual event.

BOOK REVIEWS
Texas Ranger John

B. Jones and the

Frontier Battalion,

1874–1881, by Rick

Miller, University of

North Texas Press,

Denton, 2012, $29.95.

“I find that I have a heavy task before

me,” wrote Major John B. Jones in 1874

after his first three months in charge of

the newly organized Frontier Battalion,

whose formation marked the second

distinct period of the Texas Rangers.

Jones explained: “To protect 500 miles

of frontier from Indian depredations for

12 months with 450 men and only $3,000

is an undertaking that a much stouter

heart than mine might very reasonably

hesitate to engage in, especially when

the appropriation is also to pay any

minute companies that may be called

out during the years, four of which are

now in the field. But I have undertaken

it and will go through with it, doing the

best I can with the limited means at my

command.” In other words, in the finest

traditions of law enforcement in the Old

West, “A man’s got to do what a man’s got

to do.” And what Jones did was apply

both the organizational skills and true

grit he’d acquired as a Confederate army

officer to relaunch the Texas Rangers.

Rick Miller, a lawyer, has written biog-

raphies of such badmen as Bill Longley,

Sam Bass and Eugene Bunch, as well as

bounty hunter Jack Duncan. Now Miller

offers the first full biography of someone

operating on his side of the law, and the

story, drawing heavily on primary docu-

ments, proves that badge wearers can

be interesting, too. In fact, Miller’s tale is

the best book of 2012, according to the

Wild West History Association.

Jon Guttman

American El Dorado:

The Great Diamond

Hoax of 1872, by

Ron Elliott, Acclaim

Press, Morley, Mo.,

2013, $24.95.

With the help of a cous-

in, Philip Arnold pulled a con (eat your

heart out Soapy Smith, who never came

up with anything this big) on some of

the richest financiers in San Francisco.

A story about it appears in this issue of

Wild West (see P. 46). Ron Elliott’s book

provides a much more detailed picture of

this great diamond hoax and the people

involved—dupes and perpetrators. One

word of warning:There is a lot of dialogue,

and while it is good, believable dialogue,

it is still made up.While this device might

make the line between fiction and non-

fiction too blurry for some readers, the

facts are all there and documented.

How did Arnold make investors truly

believe he and his cousin had discovered

an “American El Dorado,” not in gold but

in diamonds? Elliott suggests it was once

fantastic to believe there was gold in Cal-

ifornia until prospectors actually dis-

covered that precious metal. “So, then

in 1870,” he continues, “who was to say

  



that there were not diamonds to be

found somewhere in the largely un-

explored American West?” The untold

shiny wealth a diamond field offered

blinded the would-be investors when

approached by Arnold, whom Elliott

calls “a silver-tongued con worthy of

Bernie Madoff’s admiration.” Given the

same situation, how many of us could

have avoided being just as foolish? That

question comes to mind after reading El-

liott’s still relevant cautionary tale about

our lust for riches. Clearly, diamonds

are more than just a girl’s best friend.

Editor

Wyatt Earp:

A Vigilante Life, by

Andrew C. Isenberg,

Hill and Wang (a

division of Farrar,

Strauss and Giroux),

New York, 2013, $30.

“I have doubtless made

many mistakes in trying to puzzle out

the details of Earp’s life,” the author

admits in his acknowledgments. With all

the shadows, gaps, myths, contradictions,

lies and cover-ups involved, trying to sort

out the truths in Wyatt Earp’s life is, as

Andrew Isenberg says, a humbling pro-

cess. He has picked up much of his infor-

mation from the research of earlier Earp

investigators and has skillfully blended

it all together while providing his own

conclusions (many debatable, but then

what conclusions in this field aren’t?). It is

a good read but will no doubt irk many

fans of Wyatt, who comes across here as

a not very likeable fellow who led “a life

of restlessness, inconstancy, impulsive

law-breaking and shifting identities.”

There is something to be said for Isen-

berg’s argument that Wyatt “embraced

the prerogative of self-invention.” And

when the author writes, “Wyatt con-

vincingly acted the part of the upright

lawman but was never willing to sacri-

fice gambling, prostitutes, confidence

games or petty crimes to become one

completely,” it almost rings true—almost.

Gambling was Wyatt’s primary profes-

sion (as it was for Bat Masterson) and

soiled doves went with the territory in the

Wild West. That didn’t mean those times

he took jobs to uphold the law and seek

justice were all an “act.” In any case, no

matter how many flaws the man had,

it’s hard to figure this book’s title. When

one brother was killed and another crip-

pled from ambush, and the sheriff was

on the side of the ambushers,Wyatt went

on a so-called vigilante ride (or vendetta)

in 1882. It’s hard to blame him for react-

ing that way, but even if you do, that was

just one year in a long life, and “vigilante”

doesn’t even fit his standing during those

famous 30 seconds near the O.K. Corral.

Editor

DVD REVIEW
Sugarfoot: The

Complete First

Season, Warner

Archive, 982 minutes,

five discs, 2013, $47.99.

“Produced for televi-

sion by Warner Bros.”

For a kid growing up in

the 1950s, those were magic words heard

before each episode of such TV West-

erns as Cheyenne, Maverick, Bronco and

Sugarfoot. Beginning in September 1957,

Sugarfoot alternated with Cheyenne every

other week on ABC, and what a contrast

there was between the physically impos-

ing, gun-toting ClintWalker as Cheyenne

Bodie and the fresh-faced, law book–

toting Will Hutchins as Tom “Sugarfoot”

Brewster. Cheyenne was the man all

right, but Sugarfoot was the boy, and a

cowboy-loving kid could relate to how

Brewster drank sarsaparilla instead of

red-eye, blushed around females and

stood up to bullies despite his gun-less

belt and other apparent shortcomings.

A 1954 Will Rogers Jr. Hollywood West-

ern called The Boy From Oklahoma in-

spired this offbeat show. In “Brannigan’s

Boots,” the first of the 20 episodes from

the first season, a young lady gives our

easygoing hero the nickname “Sugar-

foot,” because he is one step short of

qualifying as a “tenderfoot.” It catches

on, and in most subsequent episodes

strangers, especially bad guys like Dennis

Hopper’s Billy the Kid, tend to under-

estimate our “Reluctant Hero,” which is

also the name of the second episode.

Editor
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Kill-Crazy Gang: The Crimes of the Lewis-Jones Gang is about the vio-

lent Lewis-Jones gang of the 1910s. One of the first gangs to use the au-

tomobile, it was the forerunner of the major bandit gangs of the 1930s. 

They came out of Oklahoma to rob banks and trains and steal cars. It is 

said they killed twenty-one lawmen and maimed a dozen more before 

the law finally wiped them out. Among the colorful criminals were Dale 

Jones, a cross-dresser, Eva Lewis, a beautiful young singer and dancer, 

and Mattie Howard, “the girl with the agate eyes and the smile of death,” 

who was said to have had ten sweethearts 

of hers who had died. One lawman wrote,

“the crimson records of the Lewis Boys 

gang easily over matched all the rest.”

By Jeffery S. King, Author of The Rise

and Fall of the Dillinger Gang and

The Life & Death of Pretty Boy Floyd

Available at
Amazon.com

Paperback, $19.99 
ISBN 978-0615660424
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GAME REVIEW
Call of Juarez:

Gunslinger,

published by Ubisoft,

platforms (download

only) PS3, XBOX 360,

PC, first-person

shooter, 2013, $14.99.

“This is the West, sir. When the legend

becomes fact, print the legend.” This oft-

quoted line from John Ford’s 1962 West-

ern The Man Who Shot Liberty Valance

seems to have inspired the Poland-based

developerTechland, the team behind this

fourth game in the Call of Juarez series.

Gunslinger frames its story around a

scene in an Abilene, Kan., saloon in 1910

in which old bounty hunter Silas Greaves

tells of his Wild West adventures. The

player shoots his way through Greaves’

tales of confrontations with the likes of

Jesse James, the Dalton Gang and theWild

Bunch, and Techland creates fun scenar-

ios, such as the Gunfight at Iron Springs

and Billy the Kid’s escape from the Lin-

coln County Jail, by drawing from both

cinematic interpretations and the history

books. The game uses these blurred lines

between fact and fiction as a gameplay

device—perhaps the most interesting

and original aspect of Gunslinger.

This device is brought to the player’s

attention during the first level, in which

Greaves aids Billy the Kid and gang, who

are surrounded by a Pat Garrett–led posse.

At this level’s climax you shoot and kill

Garrett in a duel, but when a saloon pa-

tron points out this couldn’t have hap-

pened, Greaves corrects himself, and the

game literally “rewinds” to the point in

the level before the duel. This time the

old man tells it straight, and both he and

Billy surrender and wind up in jail.

That cool device is more interesting

than the actual plot, and the game packs

so much into its 10 levels that you don’t

grow attached to any characters. The

shooting mechanics are solid, as is the

sound, but the game’s action repeats

itself. One of the less-than-riveting boss

battles has Emmett Dalton walking slow-

ly toward you with a shotgun while you

repeatedly shoot him in the head until

he dies. Greaves’ meandering story, fact

or fiction, becomes tiresome.

Louis Lalire
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Grand Teton National Park,WyomingG O W E S T !
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eager to test their mettle far above the snow line.

Soaring some 7,000 feet above the fly-fishing mecca

of Jackson Hole,Wyoming, the spectacular Grand Tetons

are visible from more than 100 miles away. Around 1819

lonely French fur trappers named the central peaks the

Trois Tétons (“Three Breasts”), though newly married

geologist Ferdinand Hayden couldn’t see the resemblance

when he surveyed the range in 1872 (see sketch, inset),

likening them more to a “shark’s teeth.” Recognizing

their rugged beauty, Congress set aside the mountains

as a national park [www.nps.gov/grte] in 1929. Today

the Tetons draw awestruck campers and avid climbers
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