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THE ARTIST 

The list of juried shows, awards and one-
woman exhibits credited to Jessica is far too 
lengthy to list. Simply put, she is one of 
America's best-loved sculptors whose work 
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produced in fine porcelain. 
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View from the West 

PHOTO BY JERRY N UELSMANN 

What's called for in our own American West is a 
quantum leap in understanding and appreciation for 
this awesome space. 

Sometime relatively late in the great 
American trek West my own mother and 
father caught the westering fever and 
headed first to California, then to 
Washington state, and finally down to 
the Gulf Coast of Texas. And from those 
family stories that have come down to 
me from the days before I was, the 
West they first knew—in Point Arena, 
California, complete with wood-stove 
cooking and heating, back-door 
trout streams, and horseback 
transportation—seemed to them a 
frontier. 

Pre-air-conditioned Houston was the 
first real city my parents settled in after 
their marriage, and the night they ar
rived a huge rat ran across the lobby of 
the Rice Hotel—Houston's finest, circa 
1932 (not a good year anyway)—and 
my mother tells me she thought she had 

been set down someplace next door to 
the steaming jungles of the Amazon. 
She was ready to pack up and leave 
right then. 

But they stayed, and in a few years I 
was born. I grew up in a Houston that 
still seemed like a small, close-knit 
community, where my father, on Satur
day mornings downtown, knew every 
man he passed on the street; where busi
ness deals were sealed between men on 
the strength of a look in the eye and a 
handshake, and you knew your hand had 
been shaken by those guys; where the air 
was clear, and where fat sea trout, 
croakers, and an occasional alligator gar 
took the hook and line of a growing boy 
with his own beat-up skiff, fishing away 
the summer days on Galveston Bay. 

So, here I am today—with a wife and 
three children, a dog, a horse, fish in a 

glass tank, a vegetable garden (the full 
catastrophe as Zorba the Greek so aptly 
put it)—living in a desert city that in all 
logical probability appears slated to 
self-destruct under the onslaught of 
newcomers (newcomers to Tucson are 
fond of saying that everyone here wants 
to be the last one to move in). After me, 
shut the door and lock it. 

From the perspective of some in the 
West it isn't a question of whether the 
Western glass is half-empty or half-full. 
It's a question of whether the glass itself 
is about to be broken. 

According to author of Desert Sol
itaire and irate letter-to-the-editor-writer 
(this issue) Edward Abbey, the glass is, 
at best, down to its last sediment-filled 
draught and evaporating fast under the 
pursed lips of our current Secretary of 
the Interior James Watt. Furthermore, 
according to an angry Abbey, anyone 
who knows this and has an opportunity 
to influence others, should join im
mediately in full-time rage, rage, raging 
at the dying of the West. Nothing short 
of "revolution," Abbey exhorts us, 
will do. 

He has a point, but it doesn't seem to 
us that revolution is the answer. 

If our reading of history is correct, 
revolutionary and so-called emerging 
countries in the twentieth century 
exhibit a wreckless disregard for the en
vironment that goes beyond anything yet 
experienced in this country. Remember, 
it's the Soviet Union in all its revolu
tionary wisdom, that pioneered dumping 
radioactive waste from nuclear reactors 
into open holding ponds. These eventu
ally evaporated leaving behind a layer of 
nuclear poison that was dispersed by 
high winds until the Techa River and 
large numbers of people, animals, 
plants... the very earth itself in a large 
area near the Soviet city of Kyshtym in 
the Ural Mountains was contaminated. 
"Death squads" of volunteer prisoners, 
many of whom reportedly died from 
radiation sickness, were sent in to cover 
the contaminated area with soil. No 
companies were put out of business, no 
Environmental Protection Agency, no 
marching ban-the-atomers there. In 
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truth, the "revolutionary" country's 
attitude towards environmental prob
lems makes the captains of American 
industry, agribusiness, and federal 
bureaucrats look like a bunch of 
sissies. 

As for emerging nations, ten years 
ago, before East African soldiers began 
hunting big game with automatic mili
tary weapons, my wife and I traveled 
alone in the great game parks of East 
Africa. For the first (and probably the 
last) time in my life I saw and felt what a 
real wilderness, supporting an indige
nous human population, with a full 
range of plants and animals, was like. 
I knew then what our own land must 
have been just a few geological 
micro-seconds ago. 

But the Kenyans I spoke to about this 
would have none of it. "More pollution 
is what we need,'' came the angry re
sponse. "We don't intend to remain a 
nice little African place where you 
people from Europe and America can 
come and see how all the animals and 
quaint Kikuyu and Masai folk live." In 
the time since my visit to East Africa, 
they've gone a long way with their "en
vironmental revolution." The destruc
tion makes our own industrial revolution 
look as though it happened in amber. 

We won't belabor the point further 
with South American, Middle Eastern, 
Indochinese, Australian examples-
countries with a whole array of govern
ments, some conservative, some 
revolutionary—more or less all hell
bent on full-scale destruction of God's 
good earth to satisfy the insatiable, im
mediate appetites of their people. 

On the other hand, the countries that 
have shown the greatest regard for the 
environment are the old countries of 
Europe. West Germany, Sweden, 
France, and Great Britain are the places 
where people have learned to take (and 
pay for) what they want and need from 
the land, and to rebuild what they have 
disrupted. 

In Germany retired coal-strip mines 
are turned into rolling, grass-covered 
hills. In France, some families are on 

the same farms tilling the same soil their 
forebears have used since the days when 
knights in armor rode down the lanes, 
and the land is still rich and fertile, hus
banded by each generation for the suc
ceeding generation forever. In Great 
Britain, after centuries of pollution the 
Thames is once again flowing clear and 
clean. An award is offered to the person 
who catches the first of the newly re
turned salmon. 

What's called for today in our own 
American West is a quantum leap in 
understanding and appreciation for this 
awesome space, not a hatred for our 
ancestors and the many here today who 
take with abandon what once seemed 
inexhaustible. What's needed is a 
willingness to pay the environmental-
restoration costs of what we take, not 
more breast-beating, environmental 
diatribes, tears, or Walter Mitty blowing 
up of dams. 

What's needed is an open-eyed rec
ognition, as Pogo so aptly put it, of the 
fact that "We is seen the problem and 
the problem is us"—all of us, and all of 
us in a very immediate and personal 
way. We're here because we came here 
or our parents came here to be in a better 
place. We aren't going away, we can't 
close the door on our neighbors, or stem 
the tide of our own blood into the next 
generation. 

It isn 't a question of whether the 
Western glass is half-empty or half-full; 
it isn't even a question of whose Old 
West is disappearing, as writer Alvin 
Josephy and photographer William Al-
lard so eloquently portray on the cover 
and elsewhere in this issue. 

It's a question of values and under
standing, respect and sensitivity. The 
swelling ranks of people who recognize 
this about the West today, in contrast to 
some of the absurd, anachronistic, 
exploitive measures proposed by our ab
sentee government in Washington, give 
us hope that Americans have seen the 
Western glass, have measured its value, 
and will hand on a fair portion of this 
last great place in our nation where there 
is still a geography of hope. ft 
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Letters to the Editor 
A shout from Yellville 

Thank you for the note on Yellville 
in your Western Lookout section in 
the September/October 1982 issue 

Before some folks start hollering 
at me, I'd better clear up one thing 
Yellville was named after a politician, 
Archibald Yell, who paid the town 
$50 to change its name from Shawnee 
Town. 

Once again, we certainly appreciate 
your article. 

David E Doshier, Pres. 
Chamber of Commerce 
Yellville, Ark. 

Ed Abbey takes a shot 

I am troubled by your editorial re
marks in the July/August 1982 issue of 
AMERICAN WEST. Do you really be
lieve that all is well in the contemporary 
West simply because it is still possible 

to go for a picnic in the hills and the cow
boys are still doing what they've always 
done? There s something fake about 
your pretended naivete. You know 
better, and you know that we know it 

Yes, the cowboys are still out there, a 
few of them, working mostly for absen
tee ownership, still wearing their comi
cal hats, still overgrazing the hell out of 
our public lands and still shooting down 
the last of our eagles, mountain lions, 
bears, etcetera. That much remains the 
same But the American West as a 
whole is under a massive attack by in
dustrial greed -the mining, lumbering, 
land development industries—and you 
know it. James Watt is the perfect per
sonification of all that is most corrupt 
and rotten in American life—and Watt 
and his buddies are now in power! 

Right here in Arizona, the copper in 
dustry continues to have its own way, 
dumping its poisonous filth into the pub
lic air while their political flunkies like 

Bruce Babbitt and those moral dwarfs in 
the state legislature continue to grovel at 
the industry's feet. It's high time for the 
copper industry in Arizona to clean up 
or shut down—and you know it. Don't 
give me any crocodile tears about un
employed copper miners either Good 
God, there's over ten million people out 
of work in this country, many more mil 
lions who've given up looking for work, 
and some twenty or thirty million living 
below the poverty line. We don't need a 
copper industry—we need a revolution! 

AMERICAN WEST was once a 
fairly feisty magazine when T. H. 
Watkins was editor, displaying some 
concern about preserving the quality of 
life in our West. But if this July/August 
issue is typical (I'll admit I haven't 
looked at the magazine for years), then 
you are sinking to the intellectual level 
of Bruce Babbitt and his Arizona High
ways. And lower than that you cannot 
sink. That slick, slimey publication 
reminds me of what astronomers call 
" 'black holes'' —objects so contracted, 
small, and dense that they can neither 
emit nor reflect light. 

Have you read or reviewed James 
Byrkit's Forging the Copper Collar? 
A very good book about the copper 
companies' stranglehold on Arizona 
life and politics. I recommend it. 
(University of Arizona Press, 1982.) 

Edward Abbey 
Oracle, Ariz. 

Edward Abbey is the author of many 
books, including The Monkey Wrench 
Gang, Desert Solitaire, and Down 
the River. 

Paniolos 

This letter refers to a technicality in 
Stan Steiner's "Land of the Paniolos" 
in your July/August 1982 issue. Specifi
cally, I'm curious about Steiner's use of 
the word "eucalyptus" on page 25. 

In the course of my association with 
the sugar industry in Hawaii for over 
fifty years, one of the side issues has 
beenot/ier possible crops, e.g., tree 
crops. The eucalyptus native to 
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Australia are being grown in Hawaii 
and in other subtropical areas with 
good promise. 

But I recall no references to eucalypt 
varieties native to Hawaii. Early-day 
sailing-boat captains brought seeds to 
California, and no doubt Hawaii, but 
there were no native stands of these trees 
in Hawaii's native forests (?) If Steiner 
has documentation on this, I would cer
tainly be interested. 

His description and photos on loading 
cattle onto a vessel anchored offshore 
were very good. I saw some of that story 
in 1929. 

T. J. Nelson 
Crockett, Calif. 

Author Stan Steiner's reply follows. 

The islanders of the Pacific were in
credible travelers and traders. From 
the year 1,000 and before, they had 
crisscrossed the seas bringing with 
them the seeds of cultures and trees. 

My reference in "Ranching in 
Paradise'' was to the mid-nineteenth 
century when the British introduced the 
eucalyptus seeds from Tasmania and 
Australia around the world, from India 
to southern Europe. Though I personally 
think the traveling tree may have 
reached Hawaii earlier. 

Stan Steiner 

The West is alive 

I am angry. For the last two years I 
have watched with interest while you 
and your staff proved that interest in the 
"West," both old and new, was not 
dead or dying but vital and of great 
interest to a large number of people. 
Congratulations! 

I have concurrently been dismayed at 
grumblings regarding those same 
changes from some elements of the his
torical community who have for many 
years supported AMERICAN WEST 
both individually and through the West
ern History Association. 

As a member of that community, I 
must respond in kind to those criticisms: 

1. There is no lack of history in 
AMERICAN WEST—it is to be found 
in every issue, though perhaps footnotes 

(Continued on page 74) 
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premium collector value, each Proof Set was sealed in a 
transparent custom package that includes a special 
Government token certifying that these are the finest quality 
coins our country is capable of producing 

NEVER RELEASED TO BANKS 
These are legal tender US coins that were never released to 
banks Knowledge of their existence was known only to a 
relatively small group of numismatic "insiders " And they 
quickly sold out since only a very limited quantity was made 
due to the special care required A Proof coin is distinguished 
by its sharpness ot detail and brilliant mirror-like surface To 
produce these proofs, each blank was burnished to a high 
luster prior to stamping The Proof dies were polished by hand 
Each com was hand fed to the press and struck twice (or 
maximum brilliance and sharpness Finally the Proof sets were 
carefully assembled in a dust-free room 

EXTREMELY LIMITED QUANTITY 
Only a small number ot Proof Sets were made at the U S Mint in 
Philadelphia in 1964. and many thousands ot collectors and 
investors had their checks returned when the Government sold 
out Now due to an estate purchase we were fortunate to 
discover a limited supply ol these prools You can obtain these 
numismatic rarities if vou act quickly 

HISTORIC SIGNIFICANCE 
Great beauty historic significance precious silver content 
and rarity never to be minted again all make the complete 5-
piece official 1964 U S Proof Set an amazing value at our low 
price ol just $22 50 

The Government sold out their limited supply ot 1964 Proot 
Sets almost immediately We have only a tiny fraction of that 
number available and could sell these out in a matter of weeks 
or sooner Rush your order for one or more of these rare 
Government Proof Sets today to avoid possible 
disappointment We're sorry we can not accept orders tor more 
than 10 sets We guarantee your complete satisfaction, or you 
can return the sets in their original sealed packages within 14 
days lor a full refund 

SILVER DOLLAR C O L L E C T O R S CLUB. LTD. 
238 N. Indiana Avenue. Visla. California 92083 

TOLL FREE CUSTOMER HOTLINE (800) 854-7056 
California residents may call co l lect (714) 941-1930 

I prefer to pay as fo l lows: • Check or money order 

for the ful l amount of $ . 
• Please bi l l the ful l amount to my credi t card 
O American Exp O Master Card D Vita dother 

C a r d # _ 

Name 

Address 

C i ty 

Exp Date 

. State _ . Z i p . 

Signature 

Phone AW-IMD2 

i Serving the Numismatic Community Since 1949 • Life Member American Numismatic Association 
• Members of the Professional Numismatists Guild • International Numismatic Society 

Moretnan lOOtimesrarer than I 
coins issued tor circulation 



Western Lookout 
Lockheed's Pigeon Fleet. Pigeons are 
making important landings every day at 
Lockheed Missile and Space Company's 
test base in Felton, California. The birds' un
usual mission is to deliver microfilmed prints 
of graphic designs from the company's Sun
nyvale headquarters, thereby saving the time 
and expense of traditional courier service 
over thirty miles of twisting mountain roads. 
Using the carrier pigeons is also cheaper than 
using the company's computer, explains 
Werner Deeg, a research scientist who is 
training the birds: "It costs ten dollars a print 
to use the machine, but the pigeons cost one 
dollar." Known for sending sophisticated 
aircraft into the sky, Lockheed decided to try 
the pigeons after receiving the suggestion 
from a company scientist, intrigued by a 
television program that showed pigeons car
rying blood samples for a hospital. 

Europe Welcomes American West. The 
Muenchner Stadmuseum in Munich and the 
Musee Jacquemart-Andre in Paris have be
come showplaces for classic works of Western 
art through a traveling exhibit of paintings 
from the Anschutz Collection. Sponsored by 
United Technologies, the exhibit's stop in 
Munich drew thousands of people to see the 
American West captured by the masterful 
brush of such artists as George Catlin, 
Frederic Remington, Charles Russell, and 
Georgia O'Keeffe. In October the eighty 
paintings moved on to Paris, where they will 
be displayed at the Musee Jacquemart-Andre 
through December 15. 

Christmas in Nevada. An exhibit opening 
December 1 at the Nevada Historical Society 
in Reno takes visitors back to the early days 
when Christmas was greeted with simple 
celebrations. Wood scraps provide the mak
ings of a rude Christmas tree in a picture of 
Tonopah miners at a bar—one of several in
triguing Christmas images on display. Other 
features of "Christmas in Nevada," exhi
bited through January, are old-style skis and 
snowshoes, winter woolens, toys, orna
ments, and a turn-of-the-century sleigh. 

Apache Heritage. The history and culture of 
the Apache Tribe of Oklahoma are cele
brated in the traveling exhibit ' 'From Gener
ation to Generation: The Plains Apache 
Way," on view December 5 through January 
8 at the Plains Indian and Pioneer Historical 

SUN DAOOIH SITS. PHOTO BY KARL KERNB6ROER 

The Sun Dagger: 
A setup or really 
a rockfall? 

For centuries at Fajada Butte in Chaco 
Canyon, New Mexico, three slabs of 
sandstone have stood on edge, focusing 
the sunlight at midday into a moving 
"dagger" of light on the cliff wall. In 
1977 artist Anna Sofaer recognized these 
rocks as an ancient solar marker used by 
the Anasazi Indians to register the sum
mer solstice and other times of the year, 
but the question remained as to how the 
two-ton slabs assumed their unique posi
tion. A recent report in Science magazine 
claims that natural weathering rather than 
ingenious placement by man created the 
sun dagger site. 

' 'The slabs appear to be the result of a 
natural rockfall and not a construct of the 
Chacoan Anasazi," report scientists 
Evelyn B. Newman and Robert K. Mark 
of the U.S. Geological Survey and 
R. Gwinn Vivian of the Arizona State 
Museum in the September 10, 1982, 

issue of Science. "Although neither the 
rockfall nor the petroglyphs [carved spi
rals that the dagger strikes] can be dated 
accurately, it is likely that the petroglyphs 
were designed after the rockfall by people 
who observed the details of the light pat
tern for several annual cycles." The sun 
dagger's position is particularly intrigu
ing at summer solstice when it bisects 
the large spiral petroglyph. 

This solar marker with its six- to nine-
foot sandstone slabs is just one of several 
"observatories" used by the prehistoric 
inhabitants of Chaco Canyon. 
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JAMES BAMA 
Original Etchings 

Chester Medicine Crow 
Paper: 33 x 27 in. Image: 24 x 18 in. Edition of 75 

Published by Adelson Graphics 

For additional information on the original etchings 
by James Bama call or write: 

ADELSON GRAPHICS 
790 Madison Avenue, dept. 603 New York 10021 

By appointment: 212 879-7187 

MARJORIE C A H N GALLERY 
P.O. Box 2065 Los Gatos, California 95031 

By appointment: 408 356-0023 

MAX LANG 
10848 Westheimer, Houston. TX 77042 

Phone 713/785-9933 Belt Catalog $2.50 

COPPER 
Copyrighted Maps 

11x14 
READY TO HANG 

Depicting Old Western Sites etched in 
hand-finished "Old Miner's Copper." 

Maps of Eleven Western Suites available or 
choose all eleven states on a single map! 

Only $79.95 each (3 or more $69.95 each) 
Shipping Included. Texas Residents Add S*» Sales Tax. 

by MAC LTD 
1629-A Lomaland • El Paso, Texas 79935 
Please send the maps I have circled: 
AZ CA CO ID MT NM NV 
OR UT WA WY 11 SINGLE 
Enclosed is a check (or money order) for the 
full amount of $ 
Bill full amount of $ to 
my DMasterCard DVISA 
Card No. 

Exp. Dale 

Signature 

Name 

Street 

City/State/Zip 
Allow 6 Weeks for Delivery 

| 
re 

CD 

0J 
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CO 
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Sterling Silver 
Hand Engraved 

1" Buckle Set 
$170 

MAX LANG 
10848 Westheimer, Houston. TX 77042 

Phone 713/785-9933 Belt Catalog $2.50 

mm® msvwm 
FRONTIER OUTFITTERS 
If you are looking for the most £ 
authentic, comfortable and at
tractive frontier "dry goods" 
available, come to Red River We 

make historical clothing 
. . .not costumes! Our 
museum quality reproduc
tions are made of the finest 
materials. As the leader in 
"Old West" authenticity. 
Red River has outfitted wild 
west shows, motion pictures, living 
history programs, museums and 

j ! , western hobbyists all over the world. 
'•'"You'll be impressed at the detailing 

in our made-to-order 1870s styled bib-
front, sutler, 49er style yoke, shirts, in 
wool or washable cotton—uniform parts for 
the 1876 and 1885 cavalry trooper—hat 
cords, campaign shirts, hats, holsters, 
horse equipment, saber knots—frontier 
style holsters, cartridge belts, cuffs, vests, 
trousers, and much more. 

For Complete Pictorial Catalog Send $2.00 to: 
RED RIVER 

P.O. Box241,Dept. AW 
Tujunga, CA 91042 

Novel Reading from Nebraska 
The Kid 

By John Seelye 
"John Seelye's supercharged novel. The Kid, is a 
haunting encounter with a Wyoming cowtown of a 
century ago . . . Here we have a skilled hand work
ing with broad humor in a lusty, free-wheeling ver
nacular." -Philadelphia Enquirer. "The Kid is in the 
best myth-shattering and rambunctious Twain 
Tradition." -Chicago Sun-Times, viii, 120 pages. 

Paper BB 815 $4.95 

Second Hoeing 
By Hope Williams Sykes 

This 1935 novel gives an acute portrayal of German-Russian immi
grants in the Colorado sugarbeet fields. "Second Hoeing takes on the 
stature of a powerful proletarian drama of the American soil, with 
children the main protagonists upon whom the bitter impact of eco
nomic struggle is spent."-New York Times, xviii. 310 pages. 

Paper BB 806 $7.50; Cloth $21.50 

Riders of Judgment 
By Frederick Manfred 

In this gripping western novel, Frederick Manfred depicts a key mo
ment in the history of the American West; the bloody range wars of the 
1890s in Johnson County, Wyoming. "A thriller all the way."—New 
York Times. 320 pages. Paper BB 621 $6.95 

University of Nebraska Press 901 N nth Lincoln 68588 

Foundation in Woodward, Oklahoma. Paint
ings, photographs, and artifacts reveal the 
enduring values of family unity and kinship 
in the life of these Plains inhabitants. In 
tracing Apache heritage, the show looks 
first at the sixteenth century when explorer 
Francisco Vasquez de Coronado penetrated 
the region. Chronicles of the expedition in 
1541 describe the Apaches as "a gentle 
people... faithful in their friendship." The 
exhibit is sponsored by the Stovall Museum 
of Science and History, the Oklahoma Ar-
cheological Survey, and the Apache Tribe of 
Oklahoma. 

Flying Doctor. Dr. Richard Bargen of Fal
lon, Nevada, has a practice covering 80,000 
square miles. Five days a week he tosses 
tackle boxes of medical gear in the back of 
his Cessna and takes off for desert towns like 
Jackpot, Round Mountain, Silverpeak, and 
Gabbs—communities too small or too iso
lated to support their own physician. "It's 
such a simple solution to such a serious prob
lem," says Bargen, who sees an average of 
twenty patients a day during regularly 
scheduled clinics. The major employer in 
each town—a mine, in most cases—helps 
sponsor these trips, but last year Bargen had 
to draw $20,000 from his savings to cover 
costs. Still, he says, "It's something you just 
don't want to give up. " 

Arctic Archeology. Earlier this year artifact 
hunters near Barrow, Alaska, discovered the 
well-preserved remains of seven Inupiat Es
kimos in a mound overlooking the Arctic 
Ocean. Archeologists on the scene believe 
the Eskimos to be members of a single fam
ily who died about 1826, due, perhaps, to a 
falling block of ice. The find is an important 
one because of the clues it contains to every
day Eskimo life. Bows and arrows, cups, 
ladles, ivory needles, and seal-skin clothing 
on a drying rack reveal the specific arrange
ment of the family's home. Except for a 
metal knife blade linking the site to the 
nineteenth century, the implements discov
ered are the type used by Inupiats for at least 
four thousand years. 

Homage to the Sacred. An exhibit opening 
November 9 at the Fresno Arts Center in 
Fresno, California, explores the mysteries of 
Mexico's ancient cultures through a display 
of ceremonial figures less than two feet high. 
"Homage to the Sacred: Pre-Columbian 
Ceramic Sculpture" features artifacts created 

(Continued on page 19) 



The 1983 
Wilderness 
Calendar 
Photographers 
John P. George 
Jeff Gnass 
Fred Hlrschmann 
Philip Hyde 
Harry A. Jarvis 
David Muench 
PatO'Hara 
Jim Stiles 
David Sumner 
John Telford 
Tom Till 
Chris Wangsgard 
Gerry Wolfe 

Authors 
Edward Abbey 
William Eastlake 
Colin Fletcher 
A. B. Guthrie. Jr. 
Barry Lopez 
Thomas McGuane 
John Nichols 
Lawrence Clark Powell 
Leslie Marmon Silko 
Wallace Stegner 
Frank Waters 
Ann Zwinger 

The 1983 Wilderness Calendar is much more than an extraordinary collec
tion of Western photographs, although it is that. Each month features quo
tations from the writings of one of the Western authors listed above as 
well as humorous and historical dates of significant Western events. In suc
cinct, personal statements the authors reveal the Western experience and 
character, making a strong case for conservation and preservation of some
thing of value. A truly unique collection, plumb full of Western beauty, wisdom 
and heart. 

To order, send $6.95 plus $1.00 postage and 
handling to: 

Dream Garden Press 
P.O. Box 31325 
Tucson. Arizona 85751 
Arizona residents add 6% sales tax. 

N O R T H L A N D »S proud to release 
^"TJ/X T3DT7CC three new exclusive 

Limited & Edition 
J prints by Bill Owen sV 

P. O. Box N, Flagstaff, AZ 86002 f 
(602) 774-5251 \ 
Dealer inquiries invited. 

Day Herding 16"xl9V-i" 100 S/N $75 

Noon Change 20" x 26" 200 S/N $150 CO Bar Cattle Country 20" x 28" 225 S/N $200 



Gourmet & Grub 

PHOTO 6v ISRAEL STEIN R. C. Gorman impishly describes his luncheon guest as an unidentified 
woman. The world knows her as Elizabeth Taylor. 

If it calls for garlic, Miss Rose, 
just add more 

by R. C. Gorman 

In my travels for my shows and fun hops, 
I'm usually overfed by the well-meaning 
party people I seem to attract. Unfortunately. 
I don't always get what Momma would con
sider a well-balanced meal. Champagne, 
beef tartare. salmon mousse, caviar, cheese 
and crackers can sure tie a guy up if they are 
served at every party he attends. And it has 
happened To combat this, my wise house
keeper Miss Rose Roybal always makes cer
tain that my suitcase is filled with canned 
spinach, herb-lax, and lecithin. 

But let's face it, fellow trenchermen, the 
best food is cooked and served at home. But 
don't get me wrong; I'm also enormously 
fond of being entertained at some of the 
finest eating places in the world. After all, I 
have that can of dreadful spinach that Miss 
Rose lovingly tucked away for me. 

Men who are secure with their identity 
find cooking quite fun -using some of my 
Sonoma-Williams pots and pans amounts to 
lifting weights. Arnold Schwarzenegger has 
eaten at my home, but it never occurred to 
me to ask for help. Oh well, probably Rosa 
was doing the cooking. 

Actually, a man need not even be in the 
kitchen to organize a meal. Pretend you're 
directing a play. Some of my best dinners 
have been prepared by La Rose via the tele
phone. 

A One-Act Play 

{Two characters are seen on opposite sides 
of the stage. R. C. is in a crowded bar called 
El Patio. Rose is in her kitchen. The phone 
rings. Miss Rose daintily answers.) 
Rose: (impatiently) R. C., where are you? 
R. C.: None of your business. 
Rose: Your schedule today says that you are 

having eight for lunch. 
R. C.:Oh {pause). I'm in a bar. Well, of 

course, let's feed these marvelous crea
tures. However, let's make it super 
simple. But elegant, my dear. Real 
silver, champagne, and all the rest. Do 
the chicken wings—the ones I've 
done on TV several times. 

Rose: Oh, that's where I cut the cute little 
tips off and boil the wings in Tamari 
sauce? 

R. C : Exactly. 
Rose: Exactly what? 
R. C : Exactly V* part water to 1 part Tamari. 

Boil them until done. 
Rose: I remember. 
R. C : Listen. 
Rose: I know. 
R. C : Put celery and onion in the broth. Re

member to save the broth for gravy or 
soup. 

Rose: I know. 
R. C : Meanwhile, prepare some flour with 

pepper—no salt, but lots of curry 
powder. Use the good kind that Ruth 
Warrick sent from India. I love Miss 
Phoebe Tyler! 

Rose: Then? 
R.C.: After you've removed the wings, let 

them drain a little and prepare the oil. 
Use that great olive oil that Greg 
Munchkin brought me from Spain. 
Put some butter in the oil. This is a 
must. 

Rose: I know, but how much? 
R. C : Oh Rose, just a chunk. Use that great 

homemade, unsalted butter that Ann 
Moule, the crazy artist from Santa Fe, 
sent me for my birthday. 

Rose: The fiftieth one? 
R. C : Shut your mouth. I've never been that 

age in my life. 
Rose: I know. 
R.C.: Okay. Next, flour the wings and fry 

them to a golden brown. That's that. 
Rose: What are we going to serve with it? 
R.C.: Forgot about that Bartender, I'll 

have another one. 
Rose: What? 
R. C : Not you. Rose. Let's have fresh sliced 

pears, and small sweet potatoes in 
their skins, and fresh string bean vin
aigrette. It must have fresh chives. 
Fresh. Fresh. Fresh. 

Rose: I know. 
R. C : By the way, who's coming for lunch? 
Rose: Linda Lavin, the pretty lady from 

"Alice," who bought your tapestry. 
She "s coming with her troupe. 

R. C : Thank God it's not Elizabeth Taylor 
again! She had the chicken wings last 
time she ate here. And, oh, don't 
forget the garlic. If it calls for garlic, 
Miss Rose, just add more. Thank you. 
my little tiny darling. 

Rose: I know. 
(Phone clicks. Bar scene fades. Rose hangs 
up the phone and mumbles.) 
Rose: Garlic...oh, dear! Just add more as 

my Gorman says. 

Curtain 

Just remember. If someone wants to hire 
me—I don't do windows and I don't do past
ries. Thank you. And I don't ever do dishes. 
Thanks again. 9 
Navajo artist R. C. Gorman is planning a new 
cookbook. His Nudes & Foods: Gorman Goes 
Gourmet Is now in print. 



The worlds greatest stamps 
silver miniatures 
A complete collection of the 100 most significant stamps 
ever issued- each portrayed in remarkable 
micro-detail by The Franklin Mint. 

And you can acquire these sterling silver miniature stamps 
-at just $4.75 each by entering your subscription now. 

TTie 1869 United States 24' Inverted Center is one of the rarest of all American stamps. 
It bears the famous John Trumbull painting portraying the signing of the Declaration 
of Independence. But through a printing error, the image is shown upside down on the 
stamp. (Silver stamp shown at left actual size; at right, enlarged to show fine detail.) 

Your eye is first attracted by the brilliance 
of silver. But as you look closer, the lines 
of an intricate design begin to take shape 
before you. Then, you place the sterling 
silver miniature under a magnifying 
glass—and there, in astonishing detail, is 
one of the world's greatest stamps! 

This is the pleasure that awaits you 
with each new issue of The 100 Greatest 
Stamps of the World—as you discover 
the intriguing world of the minted mini
ature. A world that combines the beauty 
of solid sterling silver with the fascina
tion of painstaking detail in the tiniest 
possible area. 

This exciting new collection, to be 
produced by The Franklin Mint, will 
consist of 100 meticulously crafted mini
atures—each one portraying one of the 
greatest stamps of history. 

The rarest and most coveted 
of all stamps 

A panel of distinguished authorities on 
world philatelic issues has selected, out of 
the many thousands of stamps issued 
throughout the world, the 100 greatest of 

all. And these are the stamps that will be 
authentically re-created for this exceptional 
—and very beautiful—collection. 

Among them are: the British Guiana 
One-Cent Magenta, which brought the 
record price of $850,000 at an auction in 
1980—the Penny Black of Great Britain, 
the first adhesive postage stamp in the 
world—the U.S. 24* Airmail Invert, one 
of the rarest of all American stamps — 
the Japan 500 mon Dragon, which was 
first thought to be a forgery but is now a 
prized rarity. And such famous issues as 
the Double Geneva, Moldavian Bull, 
Trinacria of Naples—100 great stamps 
in all, from every part of the world. 

Superbly crafted works in miniature 

Each sterling silver miniature will recap
ture the stamp it portrays with absolute 
authenticity. You'll actually be able to see 
every detail of the American biplane 
which is shown on the 24* Airmail In
vert. Every feature of Queen Victoria's 
portrait on the Penny Black. The intri
cate background pattern that distin
guishes the One-Cent Franklin "Z" Grill. 

The winged headdress on the "Hermes 
Head" stamp of Greece. 

So that you will be able to study and 
enjoy each miniature in close-up detail, a 
special magnifying glass and collector's 
tongs will be provided. And you will re
ceive a custom-designed presentation case 
to house and protect the complete collec
tion of silver miniatures. 

A limited edition at a guaranteed price 

You will receive your silver miniatures at 
the convenient rate of two per month, 
and the issue price of just $4.75 will be 
guaranteed to you for each miniature in 
the collection—regardless of inflation
ary pressures. 

The 100 Greatest Stamps Silver Mini
ature Collection will be permanently 
limited to the exact number of subscrip
tions entered by the end of 1982. After 
that, it will never be offered again. 

No payment is required at this time. 
However you must mail the postpaid 
card to The Franklin Mint, Franklin 
Center, PA 19091, no later than Decem
ber 31, 1982. 



Coveted by many, possessed by a fortu
nate few, the Winchester® Model 21 side-by-
side shotgun stands alone in its field. Heir to a 
half-century tradition of excellence, it is a jewel 
of American custom craftsmanship. 

Like a fine painting or rare gem, each 
Model 21 is unique. In every detail of its year
long construction, it is painstakingly handbuilt 
to the owner's specifications. Exquisitely 
grained walnut, superb hand-checkering, intricate 
hand-engraving and inlays of precious metals 
are all brought together to create a masterpiece 
as distinctively yours as your own finger

print. To fit your shooting requirements, the 
Model 21 is offered in a selection of gauges, 
chokes, and barrel lengths. 

While not inexpensive, your Model 21 in 
Grand American or Custom grade will repay 
you amply in terms of shooting pleasure and in 
the certain knowledge that you own the finest 
example of the American gunmaker's art. 

For a copy of the Model 21 prospectus, 
send $10.00 to: The Model 21 Custom Shop, 

U.S. Repeating Arms Company, 275 Win
chester Avenue, New Haven, Connecticut 

06511, or call (203) 789-5000. 

W> ̂ American ISlassic, pjilt to Your vfjrden 

The Winchester JVlodel 21-

•WINCHESTER 
morethanagan, 

. 1 1 1 \ 1 1 K T k ; m I c u c i u l • 

Winchestei tmdemerita licensed fti en < Sin <"' ei 

Tans Natfvitv 
-»*• • • ^ - ^ • ^ •*• • • • • * • ' " • • ^ 7 by Sky Douglas. The three wlsemen 

are Navajo, Pueblo and Plains Indians. The 12 pieces are made from Taos clay, handpainted 
with local earth pigments. The tallest figure measures 4V: inches. $95.00 plus $5.00 shipping. 
Write or call: Holfelder Gallery, 202 Paseo del Pueblo Sur, AM • Taos • New Mexico 87571 
505/758-4309. 



L o o k o u t (Continuedfrom page 14) 

OAIACA FUNERARY, COURTESY FRESNO ARTS CENTER PHOTO BY DON WEED 

between 500 B.C. and 1500 A.D., many as 
offerings to the gods. Originally buried be
neath temple steps or in other sacred loca
tions, the figures have much to tell modern 
man about ancient conceptions of life, fer
tility, death, and rebirth. The exhibit ends 
December 29. 

They Went That-a-way. The Buffalo Bill 
Historical Center in Cody, Wyoming, will 
hold a Western film seminar titled "They 
Went That-a-way'' on December 3,4, and 5. 
Motion picture producer, historian, and 
archivist Alex Gordon will be the featured 
speaker. For the film schedule and other de
tails, write to Gene Ball, Buffalo Bill Histor
ical Center, Box 1000, Cody, Wyoming, 
82414, or call him at (307) 587-4771. The 
seminar costs fifteen dollars. 

Christmas Cards. An unusual exhibit open
ing December 4 at the Colorado Historical 
Society in Denver will give Westerners a 
chance to See the kinds of Christmas cards 
their ancestors gave and received. The cards 
date between 1874 and 1910 and are part of 
a traveling exhibit called "The Seasonal 
Trade," organized by the Smithsonian 
Institution. In addition to fancy yuletide 
greetings with intricate borders and silk 
fringe, the show features picture cards cele
brating a variety of other holidays. The cards 
represent an innovation of the chromolithog-
raphy industry, which made color re
productions of art works affordable to the 
majority of Americans for the first time dur
ing the nineteenth century. The exhibit con
tinues at the Colorado Historical Society 
through January 2, 1983. 

(Continued on page 78) 
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fytiweMJDH/ 
What better way to ENJOY the beautiful FALL 
COLORS and WINTER SCENES of the spectacular 
ROCKY MOUNTAINS in SOUTHWESTERN 
COLORADO than aboard She <$Uwittm 
Operating daily from Durango to Silverton through 
November 28 (90 mile round trip); November 29 
through May 13* (approximately halfway - 52 mile 
round trip). 
'Exception: Christmas Eve and Christmas Day. 

FOR FURTHER INFORMATION, please fill in the form below and mail to the 
Durango & Silverton Narrow Gauge Railroad, 479 Main Ave., Durango, 
Colorado 81301, OR call 303/247-2733. 

Please send color brochure, train schedule and reservation information on -Jheefyunbm. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 

CODE# AM 



Hidden Inns & Lost Trails 

PHOTO BY PETER WILD 

The Selway Lodge 
by Peter Wild 

Exploring around the old bam, a guest 
fiddles with a handmade door latch. Who 
carved it in the succession of owners of what 
is now the Selway Lodge no one knows, but 
it is very much part of the story, not of great 
battles or of dramatic discoveries, but of how 
people lived in the wilderness. 

First there were the Nez Perce Indians of 
Washington and Oregon. Traveling toward 
the buffalo range to the east, their hunting 
parties passed into western Montana, follow
ing ancient routes through the labyrinths of 
the northern Rocky Mountains. For them, 
this area was inhospitable, an up-and-down 
affair of narrow canyons and gloomy forests, 
rough on their horses, and not at all a place to 
stay. Still, for reasons long lost, they called 
one of its main rivers the Selwah, or 
"smooth water," twisted on the tongues of 
another culture into Selway. It is a mislead
ing name on the chopped-up landscape. In
domitable as they were. Captains Lewis and 
Clark griped in their journals (1804-06) and 
nearly starved as they stumbled in freezing 
rain among these snow-capped peaks, grop
ing their way to the Pacific. 

Since then, the nation's attitudes toward 
wilderness have changed radically. Fisher
men from as far away as Massachusetts and 
Florida gladly trudge over the passes to the 
Selway-Bitterroot Wilderness Area for a 
crack at the feisty, native, cutthroat trout. 
Backpackers revel in the home of bear and 
mountain lion, of eagles and elk, for here 
they can hike to their hearts' content. In a 
preserve almost twice the size of Rhode Is
land, they rarely see fellow backpackers. 
Straddling the mountainous border between 

Idaho and Montana, at one and one-quarter 
million acres, the Selway-Bitterroot is the 
largest reserve of wild land in the lower 
forty-eight states. 

Rarest of all, in the middle of this vast, 
roadless tract, in a pine-shadowed, flower-
studded meadow along the river of "smooth 
water," lies the Selway Lodge. One of the 
four or five privately owned ranches still re
maining in this wilderness, the Selway offers 
a priceless isolation, an escape from free
ways and electrical gadgets to a pioneer wil
derness setting of half-a-dozen rustic log ca
bins amid an orchard of apple and plum 
trees. 

After a four-hour drive south from Mis
soula, guests leave their cars and saddle up 
for the ride along the river trail through the 
deep canyon of the Selway where Indian 
hunting parties once rode. The introduction 
is awesome, with close-up views of crashing 
waterfalls and far-off vistas of the serrated 
Continental Divide. At the lodge there is a 
profound sense of being cut off from the out
side world, of eternal quiet uninterrupted by 
telephones, because of course there are none. 
But life there, with individual cabins instead 
of rooms, with meals at a common table in 
the main ranch building, is easygoing rather 
than Spartan, offering just the right blend of 
privacy and camaraderie. As for history, 
some of the guests stay in the snug log cabin 
built by Henry Pettibone, who homesteaded 
the place from 1909 to 1931. 

Eager for the gold in the rich soil of Cali
fornia and Oregon, early pioneers passed 
through the northern Rockies as quickly as 
possible. Hence, it was only in this century. 

long after the frontier had disappeared, that a 
few men like Pettibone, longing "to get 
away from it all," braved this rugged coun
try, this island of wilderness that others had 
passed by. They were what we would proba
bly call eccentrics today, bachelors with a 
few beef cattle who raised potatoes along the 
river and went off bear hunting when 
threatened by boredom. Perhaps once a year 
they would go to town, driving their wild-
eyed cows over the high passes and down 
into the Bitterroot Valley beyond. During 
Prohibition they had more than steak on-
the-hoof to sell in Darby and Hamilton. Pet-
tibone's nearest neighbor, old-timers recall, 
peddled his bootleg whiskey for fifteen dol
lars a gallon. Then somewhat desperately he 
bought it back for six dollars a pint in order 
to celebrate his newfound wealth before 
returning for another year of wilderness 
isolation. 

Such stories survive because along the 
Selway, "history" is recent history, and the 
few people in the area feel part of a living 
continuum. The owners of the lodge, Everett 
and Frederica Peirce, can spin tales far into 
the night about poachers and cattle rustlers, 
moonshining and bear hunting. What's 
more, the next day they will take guests to 
see the evidence—the trapper's cabin, for
lorn and moss-covered in a femy glen, and 
the nearby ' 'bear tree'' where some long-ago 
nimrod recorded his victory Daniel-Boone 
style. 

When the game warden dropped by for a 
chat, in good Western fashion Henry Pet
tibone would invite him to stay for dinner, 
chuckling as he served up fresh venison with 
the vegetables. But the lawman said nothing, 
for the illegal meal was part of the ongoing, 
frontier joshing. In a wilderness where men 
were few and nature often harsh, a certain 
amount of gentlemanly give-and-take was 
necessary for survival. 

When old Pettibone died, the warden lov
ingly buried his friend on a knoll above the 
ranch. It's a nostalgic stroll up there under a 
full moon. Standing in the field of daisies, 
one can almost hear Pettibone's ghost, the 
spirit of the place, still chuckling contentedly 
beneath the tower of Eagle Rock, as nearby 
Ditch Creek plays its thrush-like tune 
through the night. 

For additonal information, write to Selway 
Lodge, Box 1100, Hamilton, Montana 
59840, or call (406) 363-2555. ft 

Avid outdoorsman Peter Wild is a contributing 
editor of High Country News, a paper covering 
environmental news in the northern Rockies. 
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EARLY IN SEPTEMBER, 1867, A BARGE BEING POLED 

upstream against the current of the Colorado River by 
Indian workers docked at the landing in Callville, Nevada, 
head of navigation on the stream at that time. Its crew was 
after a cargo of rock salt in demand at the mines several score 
miles downstream. The river, which was low at that time of 
year, glowed under the sun like burnished copper. Because of 
the heat the loading went slowly. The men were still at it on 
the eighth, when one of the stevedores suddenly pointed to
ward midstream and shouted the Paiute equivalent of "White 
man! White man!" Out there, waving feebly for help from a 
small raft of crooked cottonwood logs was a half-naked 
Caucasian. 

Spectators towed the flimsy craft ashore and helped its 
occupant out of the sun into one of Callville's handful of 
gray, stone buildings. He was in dreadful shape, incoherent, 
emaciated, and cramped. Some of his skin was puckered 
from long immersion in water; most of the rest was blistered 
raw by the sun. His rescuers clothed him, fed him sparely, let 
him rest. As his wits returned, he gave his name as James 
White and told an incredible tale. 

Indians, he said, had attacked him and two other prospec
tors nearly four hundred miles away in a side canyon leading 
to the Colorado River somewhere above the mouth of the San 
Juan in southeastern Utah Territory. During the fighting one 
man died. White and the other seized a few necessary articles 
from their horses and scrambled down the rough gulch to the 
river. There they built a raft of driftwood and launched it in a 
desperate attempt at escape. On the third day White's com
panion had been swept into the current and drowned. After 
another eleven days of battling alone with gigantic whirlpools 
and one towering stretch of turbulence. White had reached 
Callville, some sixty-five miles below the mouth of the 
Grand Canyon. 

The story, carried downstream from Callville by the barge 
captain, created a minor sensation. The first man to traverse 
the great abyss, however inadvertently! The tale spread to 
newspapers in San Bernardino, California, and Prescott, 
Arizona. From those points it traveled to San Francisco, Salt 
Lake City, Denver, New York. The real clincher was pro
vided by a respected naturalist, Dr. C. C. Parry. At that time 
Parry was connected with a survey being run from the Mid
west to southern California by General William J. Palmer, 
Treasurer and Chief Engineer of the Kansas Pacific Railroad. 
A section of the survey party heard of White's adventure 
while celebrating Christmas Eve, 1867, at Fort Mojave, lo
cated beside the lower Colorado River in Arizona. Anxious to 
leam all he could about the country through which he hoped 
to build his railroad. Palmer asked Dr. Parry to interview 
White. 

By that time the erstwhile prospector had recovered from 
his ordeal and had a job carrying mail, on horseback, be
tween Callville and Fort Mojave. Parry caught him at his 
Hardyville stop and not only listened to his story but now and 
then, when White seemed confused over details, prompted 
him a bit. That was natural. White, who was barely literate, 
had no sound idea of where he had been. Parry, on the other 

James White: 
First through the 
Grand Canyon? 
Mystifying tale 
of hardship and death 
by David Lavender 

COURTESY HUNTINGTON LIBRARY SAN MARINO CALIFORNIA 

(Above) James White in his seventy-second year, in retire
ment in Trinidad, Colorado. The tale of his Grand Canyon 
adventure, over forty years earlier, was still challenged. 
(Opposite) Thomas Moran's drawing of Lava Falls (in 
Tertiary History of the Grand Canyon District by Clarence 
Dutton, 1882) depicts one of a score of rapids that James 
White would have had to negotiate in the Grand Canyon. 
Could he have taken a flimsy raft through water like this? 
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DRAWN BY ELIZABETH WOLF 

hand, had studied every available report on the Southwest 
and had covered much of it, though not the river, in person. 
Instinctively he tried to put White's tale into coherent order 
and in so doing gave the ignorant prospector notions of geog
raphy he might otherwise not have had. 

Parry sent one copy of the interview to Palmer, one to the 
California Academy of Science, and one to the Saint Louis 
Academy of Science. It was read aloud at the annual meeting 
of the last-named group and printed in its Transactions. 
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Palmer incorporated his copy in his report to the railroad. 
Shortly thereafter the report was submitted to Congress as 
part of the Kansas Pacific's pitch to obtain government sub
sidies for constructing the line. The purpose of including the 
story was probably to attract attention, which it most cer
tainly did. 

Though the railroad received no subsidies and was never 
extended past Denver, the fault was not with White's story. If 
anyone at the time doubted the tale, that person kept silent. 

After all, White had been fished half-dead out of the river at 
Callville. He was known to have been prospecting in Col
orado not long before. The connection was inescapable. 

More profound than circumstantial evidence in winning 
acceptance of the story, however, were the instincts it 
plumbed. A river, ancient metaphor for life's turbulent 
course. Man's primordial conflict against the indifferent 
forces of nature: People wanted it to have happened. 

Yet as the Colorado River became better known, doubts 

arose. Accompanying the questions about the journey was 
curiosity about White himself. Who was this American 
Odysseus? And if he had not floated through hundreds of 
miles of canyon in fourteen days, as he claimed, where had 
he entered the stream? And why had he obscured the truth, if 
he had? 

J 
AMES WHITE WAS BORN AT ROME, NEW YORK, 

November 19, 1837. He received very little education and 

25 



evidently developed no home ties. When he was twenty-two 
or twenty-three, he followed the Colorado gold rush to Den
ver, ended up empty handed, and drifted on to Virginia 
City, Nevada. There, on November 1, 1861, he enlisted in the 
army for three years and was mustered into Company H, 
Fifth Infantry. He gave his occupation as carpenter. He was 
blue eyed, rather short (five feet seven inches), and stocky. 
His training completed, he was sent to Fort Yuma, Califor
nia, arriving in the spring of 1862. He was still there when 
gold discoveries higher up the river at La Paz, Arizona, and 
El Dorado Canyon, California, sent flurries of excitement 
through the region. Whether or not he visited the new fields is 
unknown, but he certainly heard of them. 

In January, 1863, White marched with his company 
through the desert to Franklin, Texas (presently, El Paso). 
After serving as a cattle herder and teamster, he was shifted 
to the Quartermaster's Department. In September, 1864, less 
than two months before his enlistment expired, he was ar
rested for buying whiskey with goods stolen from the Quar
termaster's store. Though sentenced to a year at hard labor, 
White was freed in the spring of 1865 under the terms of a 
general amnesty occasioned by the ending of the Civil War. 
Drifting on to Kansas, he landed a job as a stagecoach driver 
on the Santa Fe Trail. There he fell in with a veteran of the 
Confederate army, Charles Baker. 

Like White, Baker had been in the vanguard of the Col
orado gold rush. Acquaintances recalled him as an inept 
miner. Yet when he went broke early in the summer of 1860 
on the headwaters of the Arkansas River, he somehow man
aged to persuade a luckier man, S. B. Kellogg, to grubstake 
him and six others for a prospecting trip in the rugged, virtu
ally unknown San Juan Mountains in the southwestern part of 
Colorado Territory. 

Apparently the adventurers traveled there by a roundabout 
route—down the Rio Grande to the Hispanic settlements of 
New Mexico Territory and then north along the first leg of the 
Old Spanish Trail to the San Juan River. Leaving the San 
Juan for one of its northern tributaries, the Animas, they 
worked their way alongside its formidable granite canyon 
into the mountain-cupped bowl where the town of Silverton, 
Colorado, now stands. 

Not long after reaching the bowl, which they named Baker 
Park (it is still called that), the prospectors sent word to 
Kellogg that they had discovered diggings worth twenty-five 
cents a pan. The figure sounds picayune today, but in the 
1860s a miner could make high wages from two-bit diggings. 
Disdaining the approach of winter, Kellogg and more than 
100 other rainbow chasers followed the V-shaped route south 
into New Mexico Territory and then northwest to Baker Park. 
Storms pummeled them ferociously, and they were corre
spondingly unhappy to discover diggings worth only a penny 
or two a pan. 

The original group had meanwhile built a toll road over the 
roughest section of the approach to the Park and had also laid 
out, near the lower end of the road, a town in which they 
offered lots for sale. Rightly or wrongly, the disappointed 
stampeders believed the episode was a setup, and before the 

little settlement oozed into oblivion there was harsh talk of 
hanging Baker. The threat may have helped persuade him to 
leave in a hurry for the East and the Confederate army. 

During the war he earned or else appropriated afterward 
the rank of Captain. It was as Captain Baker that he, too, 
chanced to become a stagecoach driver in Kansas. He was 
definitely the leader of the other drivers stationed at the same 
division point—James White, George Strole, and Joseph 
Goodfellow. In the spring of 1867 Baker talked them into 
quitting their jobs and prospecting with him in Colorado. 
Apparently, too, he masterminded the coup by which they 
raised money for the trip—stealing fourteen horses from 
some nearby Indians. 

Somewhere along the upper reaches of the Arkansas River, 
White and Goodfellow fell into a quarrel. In later years White 
talked of it frankly. Both men, he said, went for their guns. 
White escaped unhurt; Goodfellow was wounded twice. The 
other three then carried him to a nearby ranch, paid the wife 
of the owner in advance to care for him, and went on with 
their roaming. 

ODDLY ENOUGH, THEY GAVE THE UNPROMISING gravels 
of Baker Park another whirl, found nothing enticing, 

and cut southwest across rugged mountains to the Mancos 
River. They followed the Mancos to the San Juan, which they 
forded from the north bank to the south. And there we come 
to a metaphorical watershed. As far as the San Juan even 
White's most relentless detractors go along with his story. 
Thereafter—.But first let's turn to a letter White wrote his 
brother Josh from Callville on September 26, 1867, less than 
three weeks after his rescue from the river. 

. . . we store [started] down the San Won river we 
travel down a bout 200 miles than we cross over on 
Calorrado and camp we lad over one day we found out 
that we could not travel down the river... and we made 
up our mines to turn back when wee was attacked by 15 
or 20 ute indis they kill Baker [,] and George Strole and 
myself took fore ropes off our hourse and a ax ten 
pounds of flour and our gunns wee had 15 miles to 
woak to Colorado we got to the river just at night we 
bilt a raft that night wee got it bilt abot teen o clock tha 
night, wee saile all that night wee good sailing from 
three days and the fore [fourth day] George Strole was 
wash of from the raft and drown that left me aline. 

In the interviews with reporters White added details to the 
bare bones of that lonesome struggle. They had crossed back 
to the north side of the San Juan, he said, because Baker 
wanted to try mining along the lower reaches of the Grand 

A few years after White's harrowing adventure, an uni
dentified artist drew this imaginative sketch portraying 
the moment when George Strole was lost overboard in 
treacherous rapids on the Colorado River. (In New Tracks 
in North America by William Bell, 1871) 
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River. (In those days the name Colorado attached to the river 
only as far upstream as the junction of the Green and Grand in 
eastern Utah Territory. The Grand, later renamed Colorado, 
headed in the state of the same name, and miners had been 
working its upper tributaries for several years prior to 1867.) 
Under Dr. Parry's prompting White speculated that, yes, they 
may well have reached the Grand before the Indians attacked. 

He described the raft: three cotton wood logs, eight inches 
in diameter and ten feet long. Even under good sailing condi
tions, however, the craft proved inadequate and the next 
morning they reinforced it with more wood. To no avail. Not 
long after they first hit rough water, both Strole and the 
soaked glutinous flour, their only food, were washed away. 

Alone in the bottom of the howling canyon, White lashed 
himself to the raft. He traveled twelve to fourteen hours a 
day. At night he tied the raft to streamside rocks and slept on 
it, for if he should lose it he was doomed. He did not try to 
leave the river for fear of emerging on a desert where hostile 
Indians might be camped beside the waterholes. He nibbled 
on a few mesquite beans and lizards, and when those ran out 
he cut a leather knife scabbard into pieces and choked the 
fragments down. 

White pried the craft off rocks, spun through whirlpools, 
fought to keep from being trapped by eddies. Again and again 
rough water washed completely over his raft. But only one 
rapid stayed in his mind as exceptionally violent, a waterfall 
"from 10 to 15 feet hie." His narrowest escape came when 
the raft broke apart. Spread-eagled and clawing, tangled in a 
loose lariat, he managed to hold the logs together until they 
lodged against some boulders. From there he floundered to an 
island, found new logs, and built a new raft on which he 
floated out of the canyon. Indians pulled him ashore but 
drove a hard bargain for food—his revolver and vest for a 
dog's hind quarters, which he roasted over a bed of mesquite 
coals. 

A stirring tale—but it did not fit the geography of the river 
as later explorers described it. Five hundred miles from the 
Grand River to Callville in fourteen days of low water? 
Through the exposed rock fangs of Cataract Canyon; over the 
clutching sandbars in Glen Canyon; into the Grand Canyon's 
long stretches of slack water punctuated by not one but many 
rapids of exceptional violence? No matter how many hours a 
day a lone man thrust ahead with poles and makeshift oars, 
no matter how hard he prayed (White said he prayed his way 
out of one eddy), could he have succeeded? 

Defenders pointed to the obvious. He had been so dazed 
that he had lost track of time. Details blurred: they do even 
for healthy men fighting rapids. Morever, he did not know 
the country. He said "Grand River" because it had been 
suggested to him. More probably, defenders said, the party 
reached the river well below the junction of the Grand and 
Green, at Glen Canyon near the mouth of White Canyon. 
This convenient revision not only eliminated several days' 
travel time but also got rid of the big drops in Cataract. 

Even that shrinkage did not suit some commentators. They 
decided that the party had not recrossed the San Juan, but had 
approached the main river south of it—a theory that entails 

an almost impossible horseback ride along the gulch-torn 
northern slope of Navajo Mountain. Besides, White was 
stubborn about having gone north from the San Juan and only 
admitted a more southern cast when put under pressure by 
people doing their best to help him. 

B UT PERHAPS THE PARTY HAD NEVER INTENDED tO go 

to the Grand River. Perhaps White had persuaded 
them to give up the unrewarding lands where they had been 
and strike for the lower river, where he knew from his months 
at Fort Yuma that gold existed. According to that theory the 
trio rode past the San Francisco Peaks and then, seeking 
ground that had not been overrun by miners, cut for the river 
through Peach Springs Canyon and Diamond Creek. 
Hualapai, not Ute Indians attacked them (the Hualapai were 
on the warpath during those years), and the flight down the 
Colorado took place from there. 

Entering the Grand Canyon at Diamond Creek was physi
cally possible and reduced the run to manageable propor
tions. But it raised other problems. Not one but several vio
lent rapids still lay ahead, and their turmoil began almost 
immediately, not after three days of "good sailing." Another 
problem, and it applied to every supposed entry from the 
Grand Wash Cliffs upward to Glen Canyon and beyond, re
volves around color. The castaway insisted that throughout 
the first several days of his run he had passed between walls 
of whitish sandstone before coming finally to a deep slit of 
black rock. Could he have been that dazed? Although there is 
somber black rock in sections of the Grand Canyon's inner 
gorge, the prevailing tone is red—strong, inescapable red. 

But suppose the party entered the river at Grapevine Wash 
just below the Grand Wash Cliffs. From there on to Boulder 
Canyon, where the rock is nearly black, the sandstone is 
indeed almost white. On that stretch, moreover, the water 
starts placidly and then grows rough enough to be trouble
some, yet contains only a single rapid that at low water is 
really wicked. 

A logical stretch for White to have traveled? Many think 
so. But again there are problems. The distance now is too 
short—only sixty-four miles to Callville. Just a few months 
before White's appearance three Mormon explorers, search
ing for improved road access to the river from Saint George, 
Utah, negotiated the stretch in two days. True, the trio were 
in better physical condition than White and had a good boat 
with oars. The only time they slowed was when they lined 
their skiff down the one big rapid with lariats. Yet White 
clung doggedly to a time lapse of fourteen days, all spent 
fighting the river. Even in a stupor, half-starved, caught in 
eddies and whipped by crosscurrents, could he have spent 
that much time on so short a stretch? 

The most terrible question remains. If James White rode 
horseback scores of miles from the San Juan River across 
Monument Valley, through Kletha, over the Little Colorado, 
and on past the San Francisco Peaks to a lower entry, he 
certainly knew it, no matter how dazed he later became. 
Why, then, was he insistent on placing the Indian attack so 

(Continued on page 30) 
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J a m e s White (Continuedfrom page 28) 

far up the river that his subsequent adventures became im
plausible? 

A circumstantial accusation answers the query: He did not 
know the river well enough to realize the implausibility, and 
yet he had to disassociate himself from the lower area. Why? 
Because Strole and he, not Indians, killed Baker and then fled 
down the river with Strole drowning en route. Some detrac
tors go farther. White killed both men, they say, and then, 
already in deplorable shape, staggered down Grapevine Wash 
to the stream. When rescued, he improvised his fable and 
thereafter was stuck with it. 

When White was an old man, leading a humble, respec
table life in Trinidad, Colorado, the most relentless of his 
doubters, a railroad surveyor and mining executive named 
Robert Brewster Stanton, told him that he had been sus
pected of murder. White denied the charge in such shocked, 
grieved tones that Stanton believed him. 

One likes to think he was guiltless. Still, he was capable of 
passions, during one of which he gunned down Goodfellow. 
And if the motive of murder is ruled out of his story, we are 
back where we started, chasing fragmentary clues into 
nowhere. 

Whatever ending you choose, the tale remains a canyon 
epic. No one who has heard it and then has run the river can 
forget it. White's ghost needs an answer. But like so many 
ghosts, his is not going to get it. Probably it is better that way. 

BIBLIOGRAPHIC NOTE 

Less than two weeks after James White was fished out of the Colorado 
River at Callville. the Prescott (Az.) Miner carried a story of his adven
tures on September 14, 1867. It was reprinted in newspapers as far away as 
Denver and Chicago. Authenticity came to the story from C. C. Parry's 
report that was printed in the Transactions of the Academy of Science of St. 
Louis (1868) and republished, with some changes, in William Bell's New 
Tracks in North America (1871). These accounts and more, some drawn 
from White himself, were collected by Thomas F. Dawson, a Washington, 
D.C., publicist for the state of Colorado, and published in 1917 as Senate 
Executive Document 42, 65th Congress, 1st Session. Dawson's idea was 
to exalt a Colorado resident, as White then was, by "proving" that John 
Wesley Powell had not been the original explorer of the Colorado River. 

The most vigorous of White's detractors was Robert Brewster Stanton, 
who knew the river from close experience. Stanton answered Dawson in a 
September, 1919, article in Trail, a Denver magazine and, at much more 
length, in his Colorado River Controversies (1932), edited by James Chal-
fant. Stanton's arguments did not end the debate. In 1958. R. E. Lingenfel-
tcr published First Man through the Grand Canyon, supporting White. In 
1961 an article bearing the same title and written by Harold Bulger ap
peared in the Bulletin of the Missouri Historical Society. These two favor
able accounts resulted in a mass of mostly unpublished conjectures by 
rivermen about routes, times, motives, and the rest. The whole was care
fully collected by Otis "Dock" Marston, a doubter of the White legend, 
and is now part of the extensive Marston Collection at the Huntington 
Library. San Marino, California. 4 

David Lavender, a popular Western author, adapted the story of James 
White for AMERICAN WEST from his Colorado River Country, 
scheduled for publication in November, 1982, by E. P. Dutton. Inc. 
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CHARLES M. RUSSELL 
1864-1926 

15'/J x 22" Montana Cowboy, Circa, 18% 

From the Private Collection of Mr. 
William T. White, III, the Blanco 
Western Art Gallery is proud to offer, 
in Limited Edition, the first reproduc
tions of Charles M. Russell's <:THE 
BUNCH QUITTER" and "MONTANA 
COWBOY", original watercolors. 

Painted in the mid-1890's, these works 
were inspired by Russell's own experi
ence working as a cowhand in the 
Judith Basin area of Montana during 
the open range days. They authenti
cally portray and glorify America's 
most colorful hero-idol, the cowboy. 
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21 x 33" The Bunch Quitter, Circa, 1895 

Each edition is limited to 485. A Certificate of Authenticity signed by Mr. William T. White, III 
will accompany each print. Printed on 100% rag paper. All printing plates have been 
destroyed. Each order shipped flat, unframed. 
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The MONTANA COWBOY 
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QTY. ITEM PRICE SHIPPING CHG. TOTAL 

x $125.00 

x $100.00 

$10.00 

$10.00 

x $200.00 + $10.00 

Enclosed is • Check, • Money Order • M / C or • Visa 

Account Number 

Name 

Address 

California 
Residents 
Add 6% 
Sales Tax 

Exp. Date 

.Phone Zip Code 

Mail to : BLANCO WESTERN ART GALLERY, 25201 Paseo de Alicia #111, Uguna Hills, CA 92653 (714) 951-8388 Dealer Inquiries Invited 



Whose Old 
West is 
disappearing? 
In celebration of 
cowboys, cow 
ponies, and cow 
country 

by Alvin M. Josephy, Jr. 
photographs by 
William Albert Allard 

Photographs from Vanishing Breed by 
William Albert Allard; copyright © 
1982 by William Albert Allard; pub
lished by New York Graphic Society 
Books/Little, Brown and Company. 

(Opposite) Jigger boss Ricky Morris, in 
cow camp on the high desert of Nevada, 
1979. ' 'Jigger boss'' is the man next in 
charge after the wagon boss. Relaxing 
in front of the campfire, Morris is wear
ing ' 'woolies"-chaps made of sheep
skin. The tents in the background are 
normal sleeping accommodations for 
buckaroos during the long branding-
time on the range. 

IN 1905 FREDERIC REMINGTON, THE 

POPULAR ARTIST who had idealized 
some of the more dramatic characters 
and aspects of the late nineteenth-
century American West, mourned what 
he considered the ending of an era that 
had so engaged and inspired him in that 
part of the United States. "I knew the 
wild riders and the vacant land were 
about to vanish forever," he said. "I 
saw the living, breathing end of three 
centuries of smoke and dust and sweat, 
and I now see quite another thing where 
it all took place, but it does not appeal to 
me." 

Remington's lament for the passing of 
the Old West was neither new nor 
unique. In fact, as a dirge, it is still 
echoed today in not too dissimilar terms 
by all manner and types of persons who 
have known the West since Remington's 
time, who have contributed to its myths 
and realities throughout the twentieth 
century, and who may be heard deplor
ing, as Remington did in 1905, that the 
Old West that they knew, even as re
cently as ten years ago, is no more. 

All of them, including Remington, 
have, of course, been ruing the disap
pearance of stages in the history and de
velopment of a West with which they 
were familiar. One cannot quarrel with 
Remington's nostalgia. The West with 
which he had identified himself and his 
interests—a good part of it already at 
that time mythological and being made 
more so by Buffalo Bill and professional 
Westerners—was changing. The real 
danger, excitement, and glory-hunting 
of Indian wars were gone. So were the 
big buffalo herds, most of the fenceless 
plains, and the basis for the dime-novel 
theatrics of a land without established 
law. Remington could see the cavalry 
posts that were being abandoned; the big 
money that was changing the cattle 
business; the proliferating cities, towns, 
and settlements strung together by rail 
lines and wagon roads; and the 
women—the thousands of them, who 
seemed to be intruding everywhere in 
what had been a man's land, beginning 
to change the virile West into a copy 
of the effete East. The symbols of 
Remington's Old West were indeed 
disappearing, and what was coming 
in their place did nor appeal to him. 

But consider Remington's predeces
sors, the early white explorers, the fur 
traders, and mountain men—those who 
had roamed the West in the freest of free 
style, beginning before the War of 1812 
and continuing into the 1840s. The Old 
West they knew died hard, not only by 
the withering of the market for furs 
but by the coming into their midst of 
missionaries who scourged them for 
their lifestyle and tried to turn the 
Indians against them. By the end of the 
Jacksonian era, their Old West was 
disappearing. Within another decade, 
the pioneer missonaries' Old West was 
gone too, changed by covered-wagon 
trains of settlers on the Oregon Trail, 
by expanding Mormon towns and irri
gated fields along the Great Salt Lake, 
by soldiers marching to fight Mexico 
or chart the western landscape, and 
by armies of gold miners bound for 
California. 

After them came the pony express, 
telegraph lines, freighting routes, rail
roads, and cattle and cowboys who re
placed the buffalo and buffalo hunters. 
Each was a stage of change, of de
velopment, but each was susceptible to 
the mourning by successive waves of 
people long before Remington's 
day—by Jim Bridger, Joe Meek, and 
the other mountain men, by missionaries 
like the Reverend Henry Spalding and 
Father Pierre De Smet, by the adventur
ers William Drummond Stewart and 
Captain Benjamin de Bonneville, to 
mention only a few—that the Old West, 
or the West as they had first known it, 
was disappearing or was gone. It was, 
in short, ever thus. In each generation, 
an Old West disappeared, and some
thing new, not always appealing to 
the survivors, took its place. And yet, 
each stage, as we now know, was 
only that—a part of a large, contin
uous, world-entrancing saga. 

At the same time, I must underscore 
the word continuous, for try as we may, 
those of us who know and still love the 
American West, cannot find an end date 
for the Old West, a cut-off moment 
when all the images and truths of the 
Old West finally ceased and something 
really new took their place totally. The 
West is still full of people who look back 
only a few years and consider that they. 
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Difficult challenges 
of spiritual and natural 
frontiers still test the 
mettle of Westerners. 

(Above) High off the turf, with forelegs 
stiff and hind legs bucking, this 
bareback bronc vents his strong anger. 
Montana, 1971. 

(Opposite) On the rolling hills of Custer 
State Park Bison Range, a lone buffalo 
roams where thousands of his forebears 
wandered. South Dakota, 1980. 

too, were participants in events and an 
environment that were organically a part 
of something called the Old West. 
Moreover, there is in actuality enough 
left of the character, challenges, and 
bedrock attributes of what provided the 
stereotypes and realities of the Old West 
to ensure that ten, twenty, and more 
years from now there will still be people 
looking back and saying that the Old 
West was still going strong in 1982, ad
ding, of course, that now the Old West 
is really dead. 

THE WILD WEST, FOR EXAMPLE, SO 

MUCH A PART of Buffalo Bill's leg
acy, has had a tombstone for almost a 
century. But cowhands, shepherds, and 
many others who harmonize with nature 
and the Western terrain know that there 
is enough wildness left in the red-rock 
canyons of southern Utah, the mountain 

and desert country of the northern and 
western Great Basin, the deep trenches 
of Hells Canyon and its side draws, the 
northern Washington Cascades, and 
scores of other places to test anyone's 
mettle. They also know that conflicts 
over water, minerals, land, and other re
sources can still lead to shoot-outs and 
other hallmarks of a Wild West. The vio
lence between Indians and whites over 
fishing rights still occurs in the North
west, and there is tension, sometimes 
accompanied by drawn guns, between 
coal stripminers and ranchers and far
mers on today's northern plains. 

Similarly, the frontier, another lead
ing criterion of the Old West, received a 
host of official and unofficial epitaphs in 
the 1890s and the years thereafter. There 
was no more frontier, it was proclaimed, 
and to many that meant that the Old 
West was definitely gone. But there are 
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still frontiers and frontiers. Some of 
them are physical and natural as in 
Alaska and areas in the western lower 
forty-eight states that continue to defy 
permanent non-Indian habitation, even 
entry. Others are just being opened and 
brought into the economy for the first 
time, like the energy-rich Overthrust 
Belt along the high, arid Utah-Wyoming 
border. Still other frontiers may be 
termed states of mind, often stemming 
from clash and conflict, as in the fron
tierlike atmosphere of the Sioux country 
of the Dakotas and the coal and uranium 
lands of the Southwest, where Indians 
are still embattled against whites. As 
border lines, a formal frontier, outside 
of Alaska, may no longer exist. But the 
spirit and actuality of frontierlike exis
tence that pits human beings against 
each other and against the challenges of 
nature are still familiar in the daily lives 

of families and individuals in many parts 
of the West, in the mountain regions of 
northern and central Idaho and western 
Montana, in the high country of north
ern Arizona and western New Mexico, 
in the sweeping, dry, barren, and rocky 
stretches of Nevada, Utah, and south
eastern Oregon, and elsewhere. And 
these areas, like the frontier coloration 
of the aggressive Sagebrush Rebellion, 
are evidence that the character of the 
Old West—the feeling, flavor, and de
mands of the frontier—is still very 
much alive. 

In the minds of many, much of what 
constituted the Old West lives on in a 
constantly changing context. Much of 
what we inherited is myth, but the myths 
themselves contribute to the continuing 
reality. I am old enough to believe that I 
had my own Old West from the early 
1930s to the early 1950s, a period during 

which I first crisscrossed and grew 
familiar with almost every part of the 
West. Since then, so much has changed 
that my Old West, like the one of Rem
ington's, is also now gone. 1 recall when 
the Mojave Desert was considered 
dangerous. One tried to travel across it 
in summer only at night, carrying a de
sert water bag. Occasionally, as history, 
legend, and lore had predicted, one 
came on a lone, grizzled prospector, 
with pans, pickaxe, and burro. Today, 
the Mojave is laced with roads, tenanted 
with towns, irrigated farms, air bases, 
and government installations, and one 
rushes across it from Los Angeles to Las 
Vegas in air-conditioned cars. Las 
Vegas, itself, was then a quiet, little 
Mormon town, waiting to spring to life 
with the completion of Hoover—then 
known as Boulder—Dam and the crea
tion of Lake Mead and its recreational 
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opportunities in the burning desert. 
In the Northwest, in the same period, 

I stood along rivers traveled by Lewis 
and Clark, with no sign of civilization 
anywhere in view, and observed scenes 
that still looked exactly as the explorers 
had described them in their journals 
more than a century before. In valley 
after valley—the Big Hole, the Deer 
Lodge, the Mission, the Bitterroot—in 
the Hispanic areas north of El Paso and 
beyond Santa Fe—in Idaho's Salmon 
River country and Washington's 
Metalines—people were still close to 
their historic, pioneer heritage. 

I have many memories of people, 
places, and events, now all gone, that 
I can easily connect with an older West 
of sod-roofed log houses, Charley 
Russell-like saloons, and small hotels 
where the bartender was also the regis
tration clerk and the room keys hung be

hind the bar. It was still a West of gandy 
dancers; bindle stiffs; hoboes; itinerant 
ranch hands; Indian veterans of the 
Little Big Horn and the Chief Joseph 
War; of silver dollars as common as 
nickels and quarters; open red-light dis
tricts in the gulches of the Coeur 
d'Alenes; and serape-wrapped burro-
drivers bringing charcoal from the 
mountains into Albuquerque. It was 
all a part of my Old West, but as 
I know, particularly from what is hap
pening now in 1982, it was only another 
stage in a very long and unfinished 
story. 

The Old West is going through still 
another stage, one fraught with just as 
much drama and conflict as it has ever 
known. For generations since the whites 
dispossessed the Indians, the West's 
economy has been based in large mea
sure on ranching, farming, timbering. 

The West is going 
through another stage, 
with as much conflict 
as it has ever known. 

(Opposite) T. J. Symonds, Nevada 
buckaroo, cradles a young cow dog on 
his saddle during a quiet moment on 
the range. Nevada, 1979. 

(Above) In their shaggy coats, cow 
ponies huddle together on a bleak, 
winter's day. Montana, 1969. 

M 



The stockmen of the 
West are perhaps the 
last of this country's 
rugged individualists. 

(Above)/! Mexican horse handler 
for charros at a charreada, Mexico 
City, 1971. 

(Opposite) Gros Ventre Mountains in an 
early summer storm, Wyoming, 1971. 

and mining. Ranching and farming, in 
particular, have worked to keep the West 
open and unspoiled and to maintain 
within the region many of the qualities, 
values, and ways of life that Westerners 
have most treasured. But threats and 
crises of new and unprecedented propor
tions now endanger large areas of the 
West. 

THE ENERGY CRISIS, WITH ITS IN

SPIRED COAL, POWER-PLANT, Syn-

fuel, and boom-town developments, is 
producing a host of socio-economic 
problems and conflicts between the old-
time economies and lifestyles and those 
brought in by newcomers. The energy 
rush, at an ever accelerating pace con
verting the Old West from its basic 
ranching-farming economy to an indus
trial one, threatens the air, the water, the 
beauty, and the quality of life, and also 

adds pressures to other conflicts, par
ticularly to those over the use of land 
and scarce water. Competition among 
the various users—real estate develop
ers and home-builders, farmers and 
stockmen, timber and mining interests, 
Indian tribes, recreationists, conser
vationists, environmentalists, and lovers 
of the wilderness—has made land- and 
water-use major issues and sources of 
concern and contention throughout most 
of the West. In addition, burgeoning 
industrial and governmental needs, 
ranging from sites for MX missiles to 
locations for nuclear and toxic waste 
dumps, are placing bids for use of this 
part of the country and its resources. 

At the same time that all these new 
developments and conflicts once again 
bring change to the West and reflect a 
new stage in its drama of realism and 
myth, much of the old remains— 
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particularly some of the unique charac
teristics, values, and qualities that have 
always been associated with the West 
and that have marked both its truth and 
its illusions. First and foremost, 
perhaps, is the continued spaciousness 
of the land itself—that awesome space, 
it has been rightfully called. Though it is 
being eroded, it is still there in abun
dance, helping to shape the character 
and lives of the people. Even the new
comers, building the energy centers, 
will be affected by it, as were the previ
ous waves of trappers, miners, ranchers, 
and small-town entrepreneurs. They will 
wander away from the centers, into the 
mountains and high forests, across the 
deserts, and through the canyons. The 
lonely landscape, together with its chal
lenges, will demand of them what it has 
always demanded. If they meet those 
challenges and fit into the land, they 

will, like those before them, become 
Westerners—expansive, self-reliant, 
resourceful, and neighborly—valuing 
the outdoor life that encourages and 
strengthens a feeling of freedom and 
independence. 

Life, they will find, is still not easy in 
most of the West. Much of the romance 
of the Old West came from the struggles 
of man against nature. Those struggles 
still exist. Staying alive and comfortable 
in the winters in the north and the sum
mers in the south, especially outside the 
urban centers, requires adaptation, the 
ability to harmonize with nature, and, in 
all ways, the best that a person can give. 
In the small towns and on the lonely 
ranches and farms, the routines of life, 
though aided by modern appliances and 
technology, are not so different from 
those of yesterday. The cowboy still 
searches for cattle in blizzards; the 

farmer still worries about rain and grass
hoppers; the small-town resident still 
makes hazardous emergency trips 
through violent storms and over ice-
covered passes to doctors and hospitals 
in distant cities. 

By and large, the stockmen of the 
West and the cowboys and herders who 
work for them are the last of America's 
rugged individualists. Perhaps they, 
above all others save for their brothers 
the Indians, carry on the traditions, 
flavor, and feel of the West of yesterday. 
But there are others—gnarled, tough 
old-timers, full of stories of fights with 
grizzly bears and of advice on how to 
find water in the desert and how to get 
out of a mountain wilderness by follow
ing water down. There are town mar
shals and sheriffs with tales that rival 
those of Dodge City and the James boys. 
And there are loners, in baseball caps 
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As long as cows need 
herding, roping, and 
branding, the West of 
reality will live on. 

Cowboy and cow pony take a break dur
ing weaning time, New Mexico, 1971. 

rather than cowboy hats, who come out 
of the awesome space in pickup trucks 
with gun racks. Nobody knows who 
they are, where they came from, or 
where they're going—nor do they care. 
They go into the local saloon, now 
called a "cowboy bar," have a drink 
and smile at the urban cowboys and the 
local town workers who are drinking, 
eating, and dancing in big, feathered 
Stetsons inspired by the television show 
"Dallas." They think to themselves that 
times are changing for the worse and 
depart. 

Both myth and reality live on. Both 
continue to appeal to all the world. In 
Rumania, a producer named Ovidiu 
Iuliu Moldovan is making movies about 
a Transylvanian who comes to our Old 
West of the nineteenth century. The pic
tures are real westerns, with all the stock 
characters and situations of a Gene 

Autry film, but they have a Marxist 
message, and all the villains are 
capitalists. They are big hits behind the 
Iron Curtain. So, long live the myth! 

As for reality, well, as long as there is 
one cow outside the fence or strayed 
God-knows-where, and a cowboy has to 
find it, as long as calves need roping and 
branding, and someone has to heat and 
apply the irons with a firm hand that 
doesn't smudge, the Old West of reality 
will live on, just as it lives on in the 
hearts and minds of all those, young and 
old, who are inspired and thrilled by the 
vision of an earlier stage of the West's 
lure and romance. 

The West is dead? Never! Long live 
the West! * 
Alvin M. Josephs, Jr., Is the author of many prize-
winning histories of American Indians and the West. 
His latest hook. Now Thai the Buffalo's Gone, has 
just been published by Alfred A . Knopf. This article is 
adapted from an address that Josephs made at the 
Brooklsn Museum in New York. 
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• F k V ITED EDITION... 
FOR A FORTUNATE FEW. 

Winsett Arms has treated one of the most beautiful 
Commemorative Rifle and Pistol sets ever offered. Titled 
the "Great American Commemorative Gun Set," only 
1000 sets will be produced and only 1000 people will be 
fortunate to own one. In the tradition of great art, past 
and present, the "Great American" takes its place. 

The set includes a Winchester Model 04 lever action rifle 
and a Colt .45 single action revolver. They come in a 
handsome oak case with blue suede lining. Both the rifle 
and pistol have matching collector's numbers and are 
gold plated. 

The Winchester Rifle, crafted with beautiful western 
scenes on both sides of the receiver, is triple etched by 
Swan Engraving Company of Bridgeport, Connecticut, 
and has fancy walnut stocks and foregrips by Bishop 
Stocks of Warsaw, Missouri. A rounded lever re
mounted for rapid fire has been added to further accent 
this beautiful rifle. 

The Colt .45 is hand engraved by Ken Hurst of Lynch
burg, Virginia. It has magnificent scroll work and 
depicts a stagecoach and horses on one side of the bar
rel. The pistol also features elephant ivory grips. 

When you buy the "Great American Commemorative 
Gun Set," you will have first option to purchase the 
same collector's number in future Commemorative Gun 
Sets produced by Winsett Arms. The future sets will be 
offered to you before we advertise to the general public. 

The price of the complete set is $4000.00. We require a 
$2000.00 deposit and the balance when your gun set is 
ready for delivery. Texas residents add 5% sales tax. 
Allow 3 to 4 months from deposit to delivery. The gun 
sets are put in order of delivery by the date on which we 
receive your deposit. If you have a collector's number 
preference, please give the number. If the number is 
available, you will receive it. If not you will receive the 
lowest number available. Make your check payable to 
Winsett Arms Inc. F.F.L. dealers inquiries welcome. 

For further information write or telephone Winsett 
Arms Inc., 3814 N. 1st Suite #1A, Abilene, Texas 79603, 
Ph. (915)673-1979 or (915)676-7156. 

Winsett Anns 
3814 N. 1st, Suite #1A, Abilene, Texas 79603 
(915) 673-1979 

Yes, I am enclosing my check for $2000.00 (plus 5% sales tax 
for Texas residents) to reserve my Great American Com
memorative Gun Set. Winchester Rifle and Colt Pistol come in 
my choice of case: (check one) 

LJ Carrying Case 

NAME 

LJ Wall Mount (as shown in insert) 

ADDRESS 

CITY . STATE ZIP _ 



Grace your home with the beauty of fine collector's plates... 

OF THE 

Shown here are four from the 
12-plate series. The other eight 
are equally lovely. 

by Rosemary Calder 
A Limited Edition 

Golden memories of a bright and wholesome time in our 
nation's history. Precious moments like these have been passed 
down from generation to generation of American families. And 
now they are preserved for you to see and enjoy in a truly 
unique form of art by an artist who is also a master storyteller -
Rosemary Calder. 

(Others have chosen to portray a wilder West. But there was 
also a West where families every day worked and loved . . . where 
wholesome, h o m e s p u n values prevailed and made America 
strong. And this comes to life in this charming 12-plate series 
"Memories of the Western Prairies." 

Each plate is a "living memory" — based on tales passed down 
to Rosemary Calder by generations of her family that settled on the 
prairies. Young Rosemary never tired of hearing the old folks rem
inisce about the long trail West and early life in the young land. 

Now this talented daughter of the American West has taken 
these tales and, with brush and palette, has re-told them through 
her distinctive paintings. And her art gives us a rare glimpse of the 
qualities of Western Life that were truly most worthwhile. 

A Masterful Combination 
Of Fine Art and Porcelain 

Vast prairie skies, endless meadows, vistas that seem to stretch 
out forever. The artist has skillfully woven these elements to form a 
perfect backdrop for the stories told in her paintings. 

Bringing her work to the lasting medium of fine porcelain took 
the skills of master craftsmen, guided by traditions of excellence 
established by Royal Cornwall®, Ltd. — one of the very finest por
celain houses. 

To faithfully capture the warmth and extreme sensitivity of 
Rosemary's artwork, as many as 20 ceramic colors were required. 
To do full justice to the panorama of the scenes, oversize 10-inch 
diameter porcelain plates were chosen. The delicate hues of each 
plate are accentuated and complemented by a hand-painted band
ing of pure 24 Karat Gold. But it took one more thing to make these 

plates truly special. 
And it took the artist herself to bring that extra something to the 

collection. Rosemary designed the plates with gently scalloped 
edges. The idea came from a childhood remembrance of treasured 
heirloom plates handed down by her pioneer grandmother. 

Somehow the unique shape seemed to add a new dimension to 
the scenes . . . seemed to widen horizons and deepen the skies to 
emphasize the vast spaces of the prairies. 

Charm and Grace for Any Decor 
Think of the loveliness this wonderful plate collection can 

bring to your home as you display them in a place of honor. You 
can bask in the compliments of your friends when they see the art 
you own and enjoy. And, someday, imagine how your children will 
appreciate owning what has become a family heirloom, which like 
Rosemary Calder's memories, is passed on from one generation to 
the next — a lasting tribute to your taste and foresight. 

Send No Money Now 
To examine the first plate in this series, simply fill out the Res

ervation and return it. You need send no money at this time, but 
will be billed when your plate is ready to be shipped. And when 
you receive it, you will have 15 days, at absolutely no risk, to 
examine it before making your final decision to own the series. 

November 30,1982 Guaranteed 
Acceptance Deadline 

This limited edition is distributed by Calhoun's Collectors So
ciety and the edition will be closed at the end of 1984. However, we 
can only guarantee acceptance of your Reservation if it is received 
postmarked by November 30,1982. 

Each plate is affordably priced at $49.50* plus postage and han
dling . . . but — remember — you don't have to send a penny now. 
Just send in your Reservation . . . then look forward to owning an 
outstanding art collection . . . at a price that would surprise your 
friends if they knew. 

Calhoun's Collectors Society 
7275 Bush Lake Road • Minneapolis, Minnesota 55440 

Calhoun's — 
a family 

tradition 
of integrity 
and service 
since 1928. 

RESERVATION COUPON 
A Limited Edition 

Mail to: SEND N O M O N E Y N O W 
Calhoun's Collectors Society To be guaranteed acceptance this Reser-
7275 Bush Lake Road, P.O. Box 1218 vation must be received postmarked by 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 55440 November 30, 1982. 

Please accept my Reservation for "Memories of the Western Prairies." I understand I need send 
no money now but will be billed when my first plate is ready to be shipped. My plates will be sent 
to me at the rate of one every other month and I will be billed $49.50 plus $2.50 postage and 
handling for each plate. 

I may examine my first plate for 15 days without risk. If I return it within that time, any payment 
I made will be refunded, my subscription cancelled and I will be under no further obligation. 

Name . 
(please print clearly) 

Address 

Mail Your 
Reservation 
Today 

City -State. . Zip_ 

© 1982 Calhoun's Collectors Society, Inc. "Spring Planting" Plates shown smaller than actual size of 10" diameter. 

VVrTgTB^ FTVAJITIF® 

•Minnesota residents add 5% ($2.48) sales tax for each plate. #2624-RRF 

"Christmas Sleighride" 

"Feeding the Colt" 

"Picking Daisies" 



Sand of America and other images 
by Pablo Neruda 

translated and introduced by Stan Steiner 
illustrations by John De Puy 

N eftah' Ricardo Reyes Basoalto (1904-1973) had a face 
like his heart. That was because he was Pablo Neruda, 

born in the Chilean Andes, the Poet of the Americas. 
As I remember him he had an ample, amiable belly, full of 

words. Like flesh, as the Old Testament says. Even his 
eyelids were heavy with words, and when he wept, his tears 
were poetry. The word is everything, he said, when they gave 
him the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1971. 

But, he was lying. Poetry like art "lies like the truth," to 
quote his old friend Picasso. 

For example, when AMERICAN WEST editor Tom Pew 
asked me to find out when Neruda visited the West and wrote 
the poems that are reprinted here, I searched his Memoirs and 
those of his friends, but could not discover if he ever saw the 
Colorado River. 

Maybe he did. But it does not matter. My life is "like an 
American river," he said. He did not say which river. He was 
all rivers. 

The poem is a celebration of human life, he said. "I want 
to live in a world where every human being is human." So, 
he wrote poems evoking the "impure poetry" of the real 
America, full of "lilies and piss." 

Ever since I read "Let The Rail Splitter Awake," his elegy 
to Abraham Lincoln and the pioneer West, I have wanted 

to translate Neruda. That poem, to me, was so joyously 
American, it pained. And though I did not read Spanish too 
well, I read Neruda very well. He was like a brother. I felt 
many translations of his poetry were too romantic and flam
boyant; he, like all good writers, created words that meant 
what they said. 

Neruda's death gave me the opportunity. He died of sor
row, it was said, a few days after the Chilean government had 
been assassinated by the military. Once again, the writers of 
his land went into exile, as he had often done. 

Some friends of mine suggested that we offer a homage to 
Neruda to raise money for these exiled writers. To feed them. 
That was why these drawings by John De Puy and my trans
lations of Neruda came to be. 

Neftalf Ricardo Reyes Basoalto would have approved, I 
think. He loved America. He loved it as a lover. 

The author of many books about the spirit of the West, Stan Steiner 
translated these poems with pure love, as Madame Neruda told him 
herself. 

The mesas of southeastern Utah and the mountains of northern New 
Mexico are home to John De Puy, who has studied anthropology at Co
lumbia and art and philosophy at Oxford. 
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West of the Colorado River 
there is a place I love. 
I rest there, with all 
that I was, I am, I will be. 
In the high red rocks 
the thousand hands of wind 
build stately structures 
of a scarlet eyeless abyss 
risen in fire, fury and copper. 
America is a buffalo hide 
stretched on the clear night 
like the galloping air, 
beside the divine stars, 
I drink your cup of green mist. 

Al Oeste de Colorado River hay un sitio que amo. 
Acudo alii con todo lo que palpitando 
transcurre en mi, con todo 
lo que fuf, lo que soy, lo que sostengo. 
Hay unas altas piedras rojas, el aire 
salvaje de mil manos 
las hizo edificadas estructuras: 
el escarlata ciego subio desde el abismo 
y en ellas se hizo cobre, fuego y fuerza. 
America extendida como la piel del bufalo, 
aerea y clara noche del galope, 
alii hacia las alturas estrelladas, 
bebo tu copa de verde rocio. 

Que Despierte el Lehador (1948) 

Sand of America, solemnly 
sown field, red mountains, 
sons, brothers threshed 
by the ancient storms, 
we gather the live grain 
before it returns to earth, 
so the new com may be bom 
that has heard your words, 
again and again. 
And you sing by day and night, 
and eat and devour, 
and impregnate the earth, 
and are suddenly silenced, 
sunken beneath the stones, 
unearthing the dark doors, 
and once more are bom again, 
to be sown, to become, 
as if bread, as if hope, 
as if a sea air of ships. 
The com has borne my song 
burst from the roots 
of humanity, to be bom, 
to create, to sing, 
and so once more to become seed, 
more bountiful in the wind. 

Arena americana, solemne 
plantation, roja cordillera, 
hijos, hermanos desgranados 
por las viejas tormentas, 
juntemos todo el grano vivo 
antes de que vuelva a la tierra, 
y que el nuevo maiz que nace 
haya escuchado tus palabras 
y las repita y se repitan. 
Y se canten de dia y de noche, 
y se muerdan y se devoren, 
y se propaguen por la tierra, 
y se hagan, de pronto, silencio, 
se hundan debajo de las piedras, 
encuentren las puertas nocturnas, 
y otra vez salgan a nacer, 
a repartirse, a conducirse 
como el pan, como la esperanza, 
como el aire de los navios. 
El maiz te lleva mi canto, 
salido desde las raices 
de mi pueblo, para nacer, 
para construir, para cantar, 
y para ser otra vez semilla 
mas numerosa en la tormenta. 

ElFugitivo (1948) 
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Now, this day was a full cup, 
Now, this day was a huge wave, 
Now, it was the entire earth. 

Hoy, este di'a fue una copa plena, 
hoy, este dfa fue la inmensa ola, 
hoy, fue toda la tierra. 

Now, the storming sea 
lifted us onto its kiss 
so high we trembled 
in the white lightning 
and, entwined, we fell 
falling still entwined. 

Hoy el mar tempestuoso 
nos levanto en un beso 
tan alto que temblamos 
a la luz de un relampago 
y, atados, descendimos 
a sumergirnos sin desenlazamos. 

Now, our bodies were stretched 
reaching the end of the world 
and tumbling, we dissolved 
into one drop 
of beeswax and a meteorite. 

Hoy nuestros cuerpos se hicieron extensos, 
crecieron hasta el li'mite del mundo 
y rodaron fundiendose 
en una sola gota 
deceraometeoro. 

Between you and me a new door opened 
and someone still faceless 
was waiting there for us. 

Entre tii y yo se abrio una nueva puerta 
y alguien, sin rostro aiin, 
alli'nosesperaba. 

Los Versos del Capitdn (1952) 
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Maynard Dixon. Photo by George Hurrell. about 1925-1930. Hollywood 

Maynard Dixon: 
Painter of the West 
Six unpublished desert 
drawings 
by Edith Hamlin 

Maynard Dixon had the idea that since there were many types 
of desert country in the American West, it would be interesting 
to develop a group showing these distinct variations, from 
the Great Basin higher deserts to the lower lands of the 
Mojave and Sonoran areas. These six wash drawings were 
completed in 1942, but because of wartime delays, they were 
never published; nor have they been exhibited. It is my great 
pleasure to see this distinguished group of Maynard Dixon 
works on paper appearing in the pages of AMERICAN WEST. 

I FIRST MET MAYNARD DIXON IN 1920 when I arrived in 
San Francisco to attend the California School of Fine Arts. 

I clearly remember my early impressions of both Maynard 
and his art. Exhibited at the San Francisco Art Association 
"Annuals" and also at the Gump and Beaux Arts Galleries, 
his sun-drenched, colorful, and boldly designed landscapes 
had an immediate appeal for me. 

At the Art School, where Maynard taught briefly, or on 
Montgomery Street, striding to his studio, he was easily rec
ognized. His tall, lean figure in a well-tailored tweed suit, 
handmade old-style boots, and flat-crowned Stetson reflected 
his colorful personality. Passing closely, one could not help 
but notice the distinguished head, the keen, level, blue eyes, 
the sensitive mouth between drooping moustache and artist's 
goatee, and the slim, expressive hands. Maynard was then at 
the height of his career; his exhibitions and his murals—as 
well as his part in the gaieties of the San Francisco group— 
were widely known. For over twenty years he had been a 
vital part of the San Francisco art world, though his con
troversial stands often enough placed him at odds with the 
city's arts community. His studio at 728 Montgomery Street 
was frequently a gathering place for his artist friends, 
joined on occasion by visiting celebrities. 

After a sojourn in New York City, I returned in the early 
thirties to San Francisco, where I was to have a sky-lit studio 
at 716 Montgomery Street and the opportunity to know 
Maynard personally. Those days of the Depression and the 
federal arts projects of the Works Progress Administration 
were full of artistic ferment and group activity. Comradery 
among professional artists was activated by this artistic re
naissance, and frequently there were gatherings in Maynard's 
or my own studio nearby. So, we came to know one another 
as fellow artists. We were both involved in federal projects. I 
had taken part in the fresco murals painted in Coit Tower and 
was then at work on two tempera murals in the library of the 
local Mission High School. Maynard gave me invaluable 
critiques and help with my drawing of the California Indian 
figures in my historical murals of early life at Mission 
Dolores. 

Following the dissolution of Maynard's marriage with 
Dorothea Lange, and a year later of my own brief marriage, 
we had personal sympathies as well as artistic ties. I re
member the first visits to Maynard's studio when he was 
painting the striking Kit Carson and Red Butte murals or 
developing landscape compositions on his big easel under the 
high skylight. At day's end we often shared tea or a steaming 
aromatic tray of our favorite dishes brought up from nearby 
Chinatown. So were our busy days enriched by a new and 
growing companionship. 
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Death Valley and the Panamlnt Area: Southeastern California, wash drawing, 1941 
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The Meaa Land* of the Palutea, Navajo*, and Hopia: Northern Arizona and Southern Utah, wash drawing. 1941 
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Later, in the golden days of September, 1937, Maynard 
outfitted his old, wooden station wagon for an extended 
painting trip, feeling the need as he often did throughout his 
life to return to nature and his artist's source material. As he 
and I prepared to leave for Nevada, his two young sons, Dan 
and John, asked, "Where are you off to, Dad?" Maynard's 
eyes twinkled as he answered, "I'm off to Carson City to buy 
a new hat." We were married there among old friends on the 
veranda of the Bliss-Yerington mansion. 

During the eleven years of my close association with 
Maynard, we shared much congeniality and devotion; no 
feelings of professional competition arose between us, and 
we both valued and appreciated each other's frank opinions. 
As I knew him, Maynard was a sensitive, intuitive, and com
plex person with strong and independent convictions. A natu
rally warm and kindly man, he possessed also a keen and 
robust humor, which was sometimes satirical. He lacked 
patience with hypocrisy and sycophancy, and revealed the 
inner man only to a few friends. Once he remarked that the 
public preferred the legends that grew up about him rather 
than the reality. At the age of sixty-two, the time of our 
marriage, Maynard was a remarkably creative and youthful 
man. Asthma, his childhood misfortune, had begun to bother 
him again, but with his strong creative spirit and self-
disciplined work habits, he remained productive despite what 
became a serious health handicap. 

L AFAYETTE MAYNARD DIXON (1875-1946) WAS BORN in 
the frontier town of Fresno, California, to which his 

parents (natives of Virginia) had migrated after the Civil 
War. He was to learn much from his cultured parents and 
from his devoted paternal grandfather and six aunts and 
uncles who lived nearby. Dixon's avid reading oiScribner's, 
Harper's Magazine, and the old Art Journal (illustrated by 
Howard Pyle and Frederic Remington) supplemented his 
formal education, which was sporadic at best because of fre
quent asthma attacks. Maynard's reading provided him with 
his first exposure to the two great loves of his life: art and 
the Southwest. 

Dixon's uncle George Washington Mordecai also favor
ably influenced the youngster. He was a devoted friend to the 
boy, teaching him how to ride on his buckskin mustang 
"Dandy," how to haze along the little "dogies," and to 
scout the foothills where vast flocks of sheep were kept on the 
move by Indian sheepherders. These early experiences im
pressed upon the frail, sensitive, and observant boy the long 
landscape lines of the valley and the quiet strength of the 
western land's natives. Dixon, the artist, never outgrew those 
impressions. 

Road through Sagebrush of Central Nevada, wash drawing. 1941. 

Tha Rlmroch Mesas and Plains of Southeastern Oregon and Northern Nevada. 
wash drawing. 1941. 
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The evolution of the future artist had begun. At age six
teen, when sketchbooks he had sent to his idol Frederic 
Remington were returned to him with words of encourage
ment and advice, Dixon quit school to study art seriously 
on his own. Beginning his professional career in 1897 when 
he was twenty-two, he gained experience as a reporter-
illustrator for the Overland Monthly and the San Francisco 
Morning Call, and as illustrator for Jack London's books. 

During this period, Dixon also illustrated articles for Land 
of Sunshine, published by Charles F. Lummis— 
Southwestern author, archaeologist, and promoter who be
came a lifelong friend and major influence on Dixon. It was 
Lummis who convinced Dixon to abandon the hectic pace at 
the art department of the San Francisco Examiner and, in 
1900, to make his first trip to the Southwest. When he 
stopped at Needles, California, Dixon wrote to Lummis, 
"Having dreamed of the desert so long, it seemed entirely 
familiar to me." 

At Needles and at the Fort Mojave trading post, Maynard 
made a notable series of portraits of the Mojave Indians 
whom he met as they came to trade. In spite of the torrid 
summer temperatures, he continued to amass drawings and to 
glean stories from pioneer ranchers, prospectors, twenty-
mule-team drivers, and Mexicans whom he encountered as he 
traveled eastward into Arizona. Dixon met the buffalo-hunter 
pioneer "Old Man Hall" and an assortment of gamblers, 
cattlemen, and Texas-type cowboys when he arrived in 
Prescott shortly after that town had been hit by a disastrous 
fire. In the nearby Agua Fria Valley cattle-range country, 
Dixon was impressed by the sudden and terrific drama of the 
upland thunderclouds, unknown to him in California. Mov
ing southward, he sketched among unfriendly Apaches of the 
Verde River country and later among the Pimas, Maricopas, 
and Papagos in the lowland cactus region. Enthusiastically, 
he wrote, "This is my country." 

The four-month trek into Arizona and New Mexico wild 
lands firmly established the pattern for Dixon's numerous 
future field trips. The escape from the confines and assign
ments of city life, combined with the dramatic beauty of the 
desert lands and the free association with the Southwestern 
peoples gave him the spiritual nourishment he needed. He 
wrote of these experiences: 

My work, outside the limits of illustration, is not the 
regulation "Wild West" type of painting. It aims rather 
to interpret the sense of freedom this country inspires 
and the vastness and loneliness of the land. I want my 
paintings to show the people as part of that. To me, the 
wind of the wastelands has color; the opalescent ranges 

of the desert seem to me like music, and sometimes the 
giant clouds of storm, piled far above the mountains, 
take form as of lost and forgotten gods, serene and 
terrible. 

After this first venture into the Southwest, numerous 
lengthy field trips followed, including a two-month horse
back trek to Idaho with fellow artist Edward Borein in 1901 
and a 1905 trip to Guadalajara, Mexico, with another artist, 
Xavier Martinez. From these early trips came numerous il
lustrations and easel paintings that gained for Dixon added 
exposure and a measure of fame. 

T HE 1906 SAN FRANCISCO EARTHQUAKE AND FIRE cost 
Dixon most of his possessions and almost took his life. 

His personal loss and the political graft and labor unrest that 
ensued after the earthquake made Dixon consider a change in 
residence. With funding from his first mural commission—a 
set of four lunettes on Arizona themes in Southern Pacific's 
Tucson station—Dixon and his first wife, Lillian West 
Tobey, pulled up stakes and headed for the wider field of 
New York. Despite the 1907 panic and widespread bank 
failures, Dixon soon established himself as an illustrator 
with drawings for Seribner's, Collier's, McClure's, the 
popular fabrication "Hopalong Cassidy" by Clarence 
Mulford, and novels by Dane Coolidge, as well as other 
books and periodicals. 

In New York, Dixon also gained recognition for his paint
ings, which hung in a number of clubs and galleries. He was 
elected a member of the New York Society of Illustrators, the 
National Academy of Design, the Architectural League, and 
the Salmagundi Club. But even though New York gave 
Dixon seven successful years in his field, he pined for the 
West and increasingly aspired to leave the confinements of 
illustration. He remained aloof from his professional success, 
and frequently had altercations with eastern editors who un
derstood the West only in terms of bucking broncos and 
marauding Indians. Dixon came to an important decision: 
"I'm being paid to lie about the West, the country I know 
and care about. I'm going back home where I can do 
honest work." 

Dixon returned to San Francisco in 1912 and reestablished 
his pattern of frequent and lengthy visits to the Indian lands of 
the West, interspersed with periods of work in his studio. 
Three of these trips were especially productive and memora
ble: his 1917 visit among the Blackfeet Indians in Montana 
that produced such paintings as Medicine Women, Blackfeet 
Historians, and Story Tellers; a 1923 stay with the Hopis that 
inspired Circle of Shimaikali and The Wise Men, among 
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The Peaks and Desert Flora of Southern Arizona, wash drawing, 1941 
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Prospector Country of Desert Rsnges and Alkali Flats: Southeastern California and Weatern Arizona, wash drawing. 1941 
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others; and a 1930-31 seven-month sojourn, accompanied 
by his second wife, Dorothea Lange, and their two sons, 
in Taos, New Mexico, that resulted in the paintings Earth 
Knower, Man of the Red Earth, Summer Afternoon, and 
Como se Pasa la Vida. 

Dixon's fluency with drawing in every medium—pencil, 
pen and ink, crayon, charcoal—formed a secure basis for all 
of his later creations. His work is readily recognizable by its 
expressive and rhythmic line and masterful drawing quality. 
After 1913, with his return from New York to the West, he 
was able to concentrate on both easel painting and murals, 
which allowed his facile illustrative draftsmanship to develop 
in more expressive and creative directions. From spontane
ous, rather impressionistic oil paintings of the 1900s to the 
early 1920s, he evolved a flatter surface treatment with a 
bolder composition that was more simplified and geometric. 
By the 1930s Dixon employed what he called "space divi
sion" in order to bring into line the most dominant diagonals, 
horizontals, or verticals of his work. In field drawings, studio 
compositions, and landscapes, Dixon was selective as to the 
simplification of the subject material—rearranging, discard
ing, and accentuating the theme to suit his own aesthetic 
purposes. His style developed as a tool for his messages, not 
as an end in itself. 

In 1939, two years after our marriage, we acted upon plans 
to move permanently to the Southwest. Returning from a trip 
to Washington, D.C.—where we saw mural works by 
Maynard installed at the Bureau of Indian Affairs—we faced 
the task of storing, packing, and deciding what to do with our 
accumulated art works. It was a problem. But a problem that 
was eventually solved by a big studio sale. Maynard sorted 
his field sketches and many of his drawings that he no longer 
needed for reference and those paintings that he felt he could 
"sacrifice," and offered all at bargain prices. Drawings were 
"a dollar and up." The word got around, and the sale we 
thought would be over in a week lasted three very busy 
weeks. The newspapers gave Maynard an affectionate 
goodby, and eventually we did manage to leave our adopted 
hometown, with the warm feeling that we would be missed. 

We settled upon Tucson as our winter and spring home, 
and after a summer painting trip to the southern Utah mesa 
country, we chose Mount Carmel for our mountain retreat. 
Much to our amazement, we, who as artists had never owned 
a home, now found ourselves building two dwellings. In 
Tucson, we had a simple Mexican Colonial adobe on two 
desert acres looking north to the Santa Catalina range. In 
Mount Carmel, we had a pioneer-style log-and-stone house 
that overlooked the sculptural white mesas. What an exciting, 
almost overwhelming adventure it was. For us both, it was a 

busy year, and also a lifelong dream come true. For Maynard, 
with his longtime love of the "sun-land," the starkly bold 
deserts and ranges, and the native and pioneer peoples, the 
move provided an extra measure of fulfillment. 

D URING 1942 A COMMISSION WAS OFFERED to Maynard 

to do a set of drawing and color pages for the Limited 
Editions Club's new edition of Francis Parkman's Oregon 
Trail. Nothing could have been closer to his life's interests 
and his talents than this firsthand account of Parkman's days 
of exploration and adventure among the Plains Indians and 
frontiersmen of 1846. Maynard spent many months on the 
fifty-five pen-and-ink drawings and the eight color plates, as 
well as the end pages and cover design. The result was an 
animated and masterful addition to the book's handsome 
typography. The fee was miniscule, only one thousand dol
lars, as I remember, but the artist was permitted to retain the 
original drawings and temperas. The book gave Maynard the 
satisfaction of completing a most outstanding work in the 
field of illustration, his finest work in that field, in fact. 

In Tucson and Mount Carmel, we often made sketching 
trips to both nearby and more remote areas. Each seasonal 
migration, from desert to the higher mesa country and back in 
the late fall to Tucson, gave us both a full and contrasting 
experience. In Utah there were the attractions of Zion, the 
"Arizona Strip" country of red mesas, the early Mormon 
villages, and Indian reservation country of the Paiute, the 
Hopi, and the Navajo. Our last trip was made with friends 
over to the Capitol Reef area in southeastern Utah, near what 
is now called Canyonlands. Several notable canvasses were 
developed from our Utah sketching trips including Canyon 
Ranch, Land of White Mesas, and Open Range. 

From Tucson we ranged over much of southern Arizona 
and the Mexican border country, especially the Papago reser
vation, the Patagonia area, Safford, Bisbee, and Tucson it
self, with its surrounding mountain ranges and magnificent 
skies. Larger canvasses developed in the studio were Home of 
the Desert Rat, Desert Ranges, No Trail, and Clouddrift and 
Prairie. Destination Unknown, the painting of the hobo on 
the desert railway track and the last of Maynard's social 
realism works, was also done during that period. 

We came to know as friends several other artists and writ
ers who visited or lived in Tucson, some of whom served on 
the faculty of the University of Arizona. Two of our special 
friends were Juan and Gwyneth Xavier, a Papago Indian and 
his anthropologist wife. Juan and Maynard developed a sim-
patico friendship, and we both made portrait studies of Juan's 
strong, sculptural head. We also enjoyed many an evening at 
their simple adobe home on the reservation near the Mission 
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PHOTO BY CHUCtt ABBOTT 

Edith and Maynard Dixon pose near their Tucson, Arizona, 
home in 1940. The years in Tucson were happy and 
productive for both artists, their time spent in painting the 
nearby desert and mountainous country and in enjoyment of 
many friendsh ips. 

San Xavier. Traditional Indian food cooked by a Papago 
woman, and Papago stories and songs made those evenings 
memorable in Tucson. 

There was also the Yaqui village nearby where we wit
nessed the Eastertime celebration, or Pascua, when the native 
deer-dance was performed. These Indian villages and the life 
of the native people, as well as the Mexican adobes and 
cattle-ranch life were often incorporated into Maynard's field 
sketches and easel paintings. The annual Papago Fair at Sells, 
with the all-Indian rodeo and the arts and crafts exhibition, 
was a gala affair each year. The Tucson Rodeo and the guest-
ranch scene also delighted us, and Maynard made a hilarious 
group of "dude" characters in drawings and watercolors. 
These works, which he called "Frontier Pants" and "West
ern Life," were a diversion for Maynard during his days of 
limited energy. 

At Mount Carmel, as in Tucson, many old friends came to 
visit with us, both from the East and the West, especially 
when Maynard became increasingly confined because of em
physema. Both Dixon casas became rendezvous where 
friends gathered around the frail artist who lounged in a long, 
blue, Chinese coolie coat and Indian moccasins. To be with 
the lean, bearded sage of the mischievous eye, to share his 
keen talk, agile humor, and the easy hospitality of our home 
seemed to provide cherished memories for those who came 
to visit. Maynard was one of those rich personalities who 
leave a clear imprint upon others. Though his last years 
in the Southwest were limited in time, they were indeed 
rich in content. 

Maynard's own words best express his attitude toward life 
and art: 

For the artist, living is itself an art, for the artist has 
faith in life as is. His perceptions of it are valid. With 
all the striving and hopes, the disappointments and 
fleeting successes, yet the heightened perceptions, the 
stir of imagination, the exhilaration of creative work 
renewed have made life vivid. ft 

Kdith Hamlin, the widow of Maynard Dixon, has long been an artist in 
her own right. Her professional activity includes mural commissions in 
various American public buildings, as well as exhibitions of her paintings 
in oils, acrylics, and mixed media. A third-generation Californian, she 
now resides in San Francisco where she continues to maintain her studio. 
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Maynard Dixon 
by Arthur Millier 

F or more than half a century May
nard Dixon (1875-1946) painted 

the life and landscape of the Ameri
can West. In easel paintings and 
mural decorations, in drawings and 
illustrations he epitomized the beauty 
and grandeur of the vast deserts, 
towering mountains, awe-inspiring 
canyons and remote valleys and re
corded the life of its white settlers 
and the ancient ways of its indige
nous red men. Viewed as a whole his 
lifework constitutes the first success
ful attempt to interpret the West pic-
torially entirely in terms of the region 
itself. 

Many artists have pictured some 
aspects of Western land and life. But 
their viewpoints have too often been 
limited. Several have celebrated the 
life of the cattle range and roman
ticized the exploits of desperadoes. 
Others have specialized in paintings 
of grandiose scenery. Dixon has gone 
deeper than t he se . . . . For Dixon 
knew and saw the Western country 
as something more than a source 
of astonishment for tourists and 
a background for pictorial horse 
opera 

Dixon's paintings show us the de
sert lands so convincingly that people 
often think they have seen in nature 
exactly what they see in one of his 
pictures. This is seldom possible, for 
he generally rearranged the elements 
of the scene before him to make a 
rhythmical and harmonious composi
tion. What actually occurs in such 
cases, I believe, is that he opens our 
eyes to the country. Where many 
have looked, he was one of the few 
who have really seen. His vision of 
the West was so true that we have 
come to see the region through the 

forms and colors of his paintings. 
Thus great artists teach us to see 
nature 

[Dixon's] technical equipment in
cluded fluent, robust draftsmanship, 
a fine taste in color and the science 
necessary to use it, and the ability to 
organize the abstract elements of 
painting into dramatic and coherent 
structures. The clear pattern, clearly 
defined forms and architectural com
positions so typical of his pictures 
reflected the natural choice of this 
artist's independent mind fully as 
much as the character of the country 
he painted. 

And, finally, he had "style"—that 
quality which, in a life or a work of 
art, is the sign of confident and 
well-balanced mastery of thought, 
feeling, and technical procedure. 
There is no fumbling in his work. 
. . .The long lines, undisguised 
rhythms and clear color-tones of 
a Dixon painting announce that it 
is unmistakably his work. His sig
nature on a picture seems almost 
superfluous 

[Dixon] began his career as news
paper and magazine illustrator, using 
the money he earned to take exten
sive trips into Mexico, New Mexico, 
Idaho, Nevada, Arizona, Oregon, 
Montana, Utah, and Wyoming. 
...The sketches he made, the col
or and character notes, the innumer
able drawings of men and animals, 
saddles, ranch houses, rocks, bushes, 
clouds, and mesas, were the basis for 
paintings as well as illustrations. 
Most of his early work was destroyed 
in the San Francisco fire of 1906. 
Five years as an illustrator in New 
York confirmed his will to live in and 
paint the West. . . . Dixon's subse
quent career saw him moving stead
ily away from topical and romantic 
paintings towards the poetic and 
interpretive work of his maturity 

[Dixon] hated pretence and dis
honesty, and particularly detested 
"smarty arty," or fashionable art, 
which, he said, "reduces art to the 

level of millinery." He regarded in
tegrity as of far more importance in 
art or life than cleverness. And he 
often turned his satiric pen in prose or 
verse against the bunk which too 
often set the current mode in art. In 
1934 the social dislocations of the 
depression years were brought into 
sharp focus under his eyes in events 
of the San Francisco water-front 
strike. In anger he painted a memora
ble series of pictures of embattled 
longshoremen and workless, wander
ing bindle stiffs 

As early as 1900, only thirteen 
years after Geronimo's surrender, 
Maynard Dixon made his first jour
ney into Arizona, into that region be
tween the Rockies and the Sierra, 
which had always been his spiritual 
home and which, at Tucson, Arizona, 
and Mount Carmel, Utah, was to be
come in 1939 his temporal home. 
During many a year, youth and man, 
after a day of painting, he expressed 
in verse his contempt for sham and 
his reverence for the truth he saw 
behind the grim face of the arid West. 
The following poem became his 
epitaph in November, 1946, follow
ing his death at his home in Tucson. 
It perfectly sums up the love for the 
Western land and Western life which 
impelled him to perfect his distin
guished and timeless art. 

At last 
I shall give myself to the desert again, 
that I, in its golden dust, 
may be blown from a barren peak 
broadcast over the sun-lands. 
If you should desire some news of me, 
go ask the little horned toad 

whose home is the dust, 
or seek it among the fragrant sage, 
or question the mountain juniper, 
and, by their silence, 
they will truly inform you. O 

From introduction to '"Maynard Dixon: 
Painter of the West." Copyright 1967 by 
Edith Hamlin. 
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COURTESY ARIZONA HISTORICAL SOCIETY 

The Mewl is a larger hurd than a guse or turkey. It has two 
legs to walk with, and two more to kick with, and it wears its 
wings on the side of its hed. 

—Josh Billings 

WHAT HAVE YOU EVER HEARD ABOUT MULES? Nothing 

good, I'll bet. But have you ever noticed that in speak
ing of the endless permutations of vexation and evil perpe
trated by mules, folks who know the critters reveal a genuine 
affection for them nonetheless? 

Take the case of the great American humorist Bill Nye and 
his mule Boomerang—so named, Nye said, because "I never 
know where he is going to strike." Once when Nye was 
awakened by thirteen and one-half gallons of the "low sad 
wail" of Boomerang being poured into his ear, he emptied 
his revolver into the mule and then went back to sleep until 
dawn. The next morning he found the mule's carcass "about 
twenty yards off, eating bunch grass." Nye had thoroughly 
perforated the windlass of a deserted mine nearby. 

Now, from that evidence you would think Nye loathed the 

Mountain canaries: 
cantankerous mules 
Vexatious critters draw 
anger and affection 
by Roger L. Welsch 

This overloaded mule shows little enthusiasm for his mission 
of delivering a trunk in Morenci, Arizona. His long, white 
ears are spread in weariness and disgust as rider and cargo 
grow heavier with every step. 
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The mule ate all the firecrackers, 
then laid an ear to his ribs to 
listen. Things weren't acting right. 

creature. Right? Wrong. He named his newspaper after that 
mule. He named his mine after him. And he named his most 
popular book after him, dedicating it with a soaring piece 
of poetry (Sing on, O mule, and warble / In the twilight 
gray, / Unchidden by the heartless throng ) that would 
do any love-struck maiden proud. 

What is it about mules that excites such passionate feelings 
and inspires such a wealth of folktale? As old-time skinners 
know, mules combine the stamina and strength of an ox with 
the agility of a horse and the reliability of a dog with the 
independence of a cat. I have been told that mules were 
usually used at harvest time to pull heavy loads over soft 
ground, because those animals would drop down to their 
knees for leverage and move that load, if it could be moved. 
In sugar-beet fields, mules were highly prized because, un
like horses, they could tap dance down the rows without ever 
damaging a single plant. Sort of. 

Here's where the problems with mules come up. The beet 
farmer was once asked why he always came in for the midday 
meal at 12:30 P.M. except at harvest, when he came in at 
11:30 A.M. His explanation: the mules quit at 11:30 A.M. 
They somehow knew the time, and they quit at 11:30 A.M. If 
the farmer had used a little muscle and wrestled those mules 
back into line, they would have stepped on every single sugar 
beet in the whole row. Both sides. 

Much the same thing happened in California mines. By 
law a mine mule could be called on to pull only four carts. If 
an avaricious miner tried to add on an extra cart, the mule, 
after carefully counting the clicks of the coupling pins, would 
refuse to move a step. 

At other times mules can be responsive beyond one's 
highest hopes. The extraordinary nature of the mule comes 
through in this tale from Mrs. Dale Cooley of Broken Bow, 
Nebraska: 

"My grandfather's mule wasn't a stubborn one, as most 
are. Grandfather had him so well trained that when he said 
'Whoa,' the mule would stop immediately, no matter how 
fast he was going. One day while out hunting wild game 
[Grandfather] was suddenly pursued by Indians on horse
back. They had him almost surrounded and his only escape 
was over a very high cliff. Not hesitating, he spurred the 
mule on over. Three feet from the rocky bottom, Grandfather 
yelled 'Whoa!' The mule stopped dead still. Grandfather 
jumped off and neither one was hurt one bit." (Reprinted 
from Shingling the Fog and Other Plains Lies. Copyright © 
1972 by Roger Welsch. With permission of the University of 
Nebraska Press.) 

Working with mules requires a driver's complete attention. 
Picking corn with horses on the wagon, you can sometimes 

simply drop the reins, and the team will stand there till 
you get back. But you have to keep your eye on mules, be
cause they keep their eye on you. Once they see that you've 
dropped the reins, they 're on the way back to the bam. 

Well, this driver once dropped the reins of a mule team, 
and he saw the left mule look back at those lines lying on the 
ground. The driver thought quickly and put his foot down on 
the reins. For the full span of about three seconds that driver 
congratulated himself for actually having outwitted a mule. 
Then the mule moved his rear end a couple of feet to the right 
and sat down on the wagon tongue. Broke it. 

L ANGUAGE SEEMS TO BE AN IMPORTANT FACTOR in deal
ing with mules. Art Henrickson of Kimball, Nebraska, 

told me of his trying to drive a mule team at threshing time. 
Despite liberal application of the lash and the tongue, 
the mules wouldn't budge for him. A fellow worker com
mented that the mules had belonged to a Czech family and 
simply didn't understand English. The young Henrickson 
took an instant short course in Bohemian profanity right there 
in the field and got along with the mules just fine from that 
moment on. 

A bit more subtle was the linguistic strategy of a farmer 
that was described to me by Bumps Nielsen of Dannebrog, 
Nebraska. Bumps once observed this farmer using a walking 
plow behind his mule Jerry. "Giddap, Jerry!" the farmer 
called. "Hup! Dan! Come on, Buck! Hey there, Blue!" 
Bumps asked what that was all about, and the farmer ex
plained that he thought Jerry would feel a lot better not 
knowing that he was doing all that work by himself. 

Another Nebraska farmer once bought a case of dynamite 
to remove stumps. He left the box on the wagon bed while he 
went in for lunch, and along came his mule and ate three-
quarters of the case. When the farmer yelled at the mule to 
stop, it kicked the emery wheel sitting in the yard and caused 
enough of a spark to ignite the dynamite. The wagon was 
destroyed, the house was moved six feet off its foundation, 
and the mule was sick most of a week. 

A similar but more detailed story appeared in the Omaha 
Weekly Bee (January 27, 1875): 

"A bad little boy near Lincoln lit a pack of shooting-
crackers and threw them into the street to see them 'go off.' 
One of Ike Hateman's mules came along and swallowed them 
before they 'went off.' The mule walked about fifteen feet 
and stopped. Things weren't acting right inside. He began to 
taste the smoke of fire-crackers. He laid his left ear around 
against his ribs and heard something. It was them crackers 
having fun. The mule picked out about three and a half miles 
of straight road and started. A [man] met him about a mile the 
other side of the alms-house, going south, white with perspi
ration, with streams of smoke shooting out of his nostrils, 
mouth and ears, while his tail stuck straight up, and a stream 
of blue and green smoke followed about ten or twelve feet in 
the rear. Ike found his mule yesterday morning stuck halfway 
through a farmhouse near Waverly, still smoking. The man 
[who lived in the house] had got his family out and put 'em 

(Continued on page 65) 
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COURTESY NORTHERN ARIZONA UNIVERSITY FLAGSTAFF 

up into a lot of trees. Ike hauled his mule home, when he got 
cool enough, on a dray. The man is going to move his house 
further back off the road, and his wife and oldest daughter 
will be baptized when the water gets warm." (Reprinted from 
Shingling the Fog and Other Plains Lies. Copyright © 1972 
by Roger Welsch. With permission of the University of 
Nebraska Press.) 

Whenever you find a positive statement about the mule, a 
negative one is almost inevitably within easy reach. For 
example, Earl Conrad in Horse Trader writes: "A Mule can 
be a better friend to a man than his own wife" and then two 
pages later: "Any man that guarantees a mule is the worst 
damn hypocrite that ever disgraced the gift of life." 

Which brings me back to my original, still unanswered 
question. What is it about mules that excites the admiration 
and even affection of those who attempt to work with them? 
A clue may be buried in the raw ore of this homily sent to me 
by Philip Henn of Blanchard, Iowa: 

' 'A man by the name of Zeke Snoregrass lived way down 
in Missouri. His post office was Hoggrove, but he lived 
between Tightwad and Splitlip. He had a mule that had cost 
him twenty dollars, and it was a mean one. It would pretend 
to be asleep and would whale away at you if you came within 
range of its heels. Hay and oats were rather expensive, and 
Zeke was unable to find a sucker to buy this mule. So Zeke 

This trio of mules stands placidly for a picture-taking session, 
but the critters may be plotting mutiny. The squint of their 
eyes and the tilt of their ears spell trouble at any moment for 
this casual wagoner, who has taken a serious risk in letting 
the reins out of his hands. 

decided to shoot the mule and write the loss off as a bad deal. 
"However one day the mule kicked Zeke's mother-in-law, 

and she died. Two days later the funeral was held at a country 
church, and as the crowd began to gather it was noticed that 
quite a few men had come in pickup trucks. Some of these 
trucks had out-of-state licenses. The men leaned against trees 
and visited among themselves. 

"One lady noticed this and said to Zeke, 'You seem to 
have a lot of male friends that have come to the funeral.' 
Zeke said that they were not his friends and that he did not 
know any of them. Then why are they here?" asked the lady. 
Zeke replied, 'After the funeral we are going to sell the 
mule.'" # 

Roger L. Welsch Is a professor of English and anthropology al the Uni
versity of Nebraska. Lincoln. His most recent books Mister, You Got 
Yourself a Horse and Catfish at the Pump reveal the secrets of pioneer 
horse-trading and the role of humor on the frontier. 
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The Gift of Christmas Past: A Return to 
Victorian Traditions by Sunny O'Neil 
(American Association for State and Local 
History, Nashville, 1981; 155 pp., illus., 
notes, appen., biblio., $12.95). This charm
ing, nostalgic volume recalls the handmade 
fun of celebrating Christmas in American 
homes between 1837 and 1901. Detailed in
structions for recreating a Victorian holiday 
atmosphere include patterns and directions 
for making toys, gifts, room decorations, 
and tree ornaments; recipes for Christmas 
treats; and rules for party games. Written for 
curators of restored historical houses, this 
book will delight anyone with a yen to bring 
"the good old days" alive at home. 

Interwoven: A Pioneer Chronicle by Sallie 
Reynolds Matthews (Texas A & M University 
Press, College Station. 1982; 245 pp., illus., 
maps, appen., index, $14.95). 
Lambshead Before Interwoven: A Texas 
Range Chronicle, 1848-1878 by Frances 
Mayhugh Holden (Texas A & M University 
Press, College Station, 1982; 250pp., illus., 
maps, appen., notes, biblio., index, $15.95). 
The story of Interwoven, a pioneer spread in 
northwest Texas during the heyday of cattle 
ranching, was first written in 1936 as a fam
ily history. This exceptional re-creation of 
frontier ranch life is now considered by many 
as a classic source on West Texas history. It 
has been released anew with a companion 
volume, equally rich and engaging, on the 
history of the Lambshead range along the 
Brazos River—with its Indians, cattlemen, 
vigilantes, and badmen—in the rough years 
before Interwoven Ranch was founded. Both 
books are beautifully designed and are illus
trated with handsome pencil drawings. 

Women's Diaries of the Westward Jour
ney by Lillian Schlissel (Schocken Books, 
New York, 1982; 272 pp., illus., notes, 
tables, biblio., index, $16.95). 
The diaries give courageous, poignant narra
tives of day-to-day experiences on the Over
land Trail. Along with Schlissel's commen
tary, they paint a grim picture of hardships: 
sickness, fear of Indians, childbirth in a 
wagonbed, lack of supplies, dead children 
buried beside the road. 

Four Forts of the South Platte by Guy L. 
Peterson (Council on America's Military 
Past, Fort Myer, Virginia, 1982; 72 pp., 
illus., notes, $3.95paper). 
This pamphlet chronicles the stories of four 
trading posts in eastern Colorado that stood 
at the Western edge of settlement in the 
1830s. The author provides an unusual 
glimpse into the past through his analysis, 
based on archeological excavations, of the 
uses made of various rooms at Fort Vasquez. 
Sales records showing items actually traded 
at Fort Jackson are also intriguing. 

Knights of the Green Cloth: The Saga 
of the Frontier Gamblers by Robert K. 
DeArment (University of Oklahoma 
Press, Norman, 1982; 437 pp., illus., 
notes, biblio., index, $17.50). 
DeArment has amassed a tremendous 
number of fascinating details about Old West 
gamblers—legendary heroes and colorful 
knaves—whose stories he relates in a lively, 
highly readable fashion. 

A Tramp Across the Continent by Charles 
F. Lummis, introduction by Robert E. Flem
ing (University of Nebraska Press, Lincoln, 
1982; 296pp., $6.50paper). 
Lummis walked from Ohio to California in 
1884, and in the journal he published in 1892 
he calls his saga "the simple story of joy on 
legs." In a vivid style he tells of losing his 
way in a blizzard, setting his own broken 
arm in the wilderness, and other rugged ad
ventures. 

Where the Sky Began: Land of the 
Tallgrass Prairie by John Madson 
(Houghton Mifflin Company, Boston, 1982; 
335 pp., illus., appen., biblio., index, 
$13.95). 
Madson makes the natural history of the 
Western grasslands as enthralling as an ad
venture story. He wonders at the mysterious 
treelessness of the fertile prairie and sensi
tively portrays its plants, its animals, and its 
unique soil. The experiences of the sodbus-
ters who first left the familiar Eastern forests 
to homestead on the open prairie are freshly 
recreated. 

$19.95 
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Edited By Kenneth F. Neighbours 
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on Texas Trails . . . a book of "precision 
and accuracy" . . . "a major commentary 
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BRIAN W. DIPPIE 

For all who love the art of the American West, 
the work of Frederic Remington and Charles 
Russell stands as the highest achievement of 
the art. Lavishly illustrated, Remington & Rus
sell presents the vivid spirit and rugged beauty 
of life on the frontier, captured by two master 
painters. 81 color and 7 b&w illus. $29.95 

Southwest Indian Silver 
FROM THE DONEGHY COLLECTION 

LOUISE LINCOLN, Editor 

Of all the magnificent art forms of the South
west Indians, their extraordinary silverwork is 
perhaps the most highly treasured. Opulent 
and delicate, elegant and simple, over 300 
exquisite pieces crafted by Zuni and Navajo 
master artisans are displayed in this splen
didly illustrated volume. 140 illus. 
Hardcover $29.95 Paper $15.95 

Now in Paperback 

Mexican Masks 
DONALD CORDRY 

"The only comprehensive work on this colorful 
and intriguing expression of Mexican art. . . 
It is probably not an exaggeration to say that 
Donald Cordry had a more profound knowlege 
of Mexican masks than any other person be
fore or during his time." —Natural History 
201 color and 84 b&w photos Paper $19.95 

Mexican Jewelry 
MARY L. DAVIS AND GRETA PACK 

"If you are going to Mexico and hope to buy 
[some] jewelry, read this book. Or better still, 
take it with you. If you are not going to Mexico 
and care anything about design, read this book." 

—Christian Science Monitor 
145 illus. Paper $10.95 
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The Selected Letters of Mark Twain, 
edited by Charles Neider (Harper & Row, 
New York, 1982;350pp., index, $16.95). 
Letters, in tum humorous, gracious, biting, 
and moving, open an intimate look into the 
famous author's life and genius. His corre
spondence with family and friends abounds 
with travel adventures, wry observations, 
tenderness, and satire. 

Delta Country, narrative by Richard Dillon, 
photographs by Steve Simmons (Presidio 
Press, Novato, California, 1982; 144 pp., 
illus., map, biblio., index, $25.00). 
Time stands still in California's beautiful, 
fragile Delta region, according to this ap
pealing book. Dillon narrates an engaging 
history of the region, from its first Indian 
residents to present-day agribusiness. 
Photographer Simmons captures the unique 
flavor of the Delta's levees, sloughs, and 
century-old buildings. 

Maps and Dreams by Hugh Brody (Pan
theon Books, New York, 1982; 317 pp., 
maps, biblio., index, $16.50). 
The life of a small group of Beaver Indians 
on a reserve in the Canadian subarctic was 
shared for eighteen months by a young an
thropologist. His powerful, sensitive, first-
person account maps the lifeways of a tough, 
hunting people who "have no intention of 
vanishing into the noble past." 

Deep Enough: A Working Stiff in the 
Western Mine Camps by Frank A. 
Crampton (University of Oklahoma Press, 
Norman, 1982; 303 pp., illus., maps, index, 
$16.95). 
Crampton's vivid reminiscences describe 
his life in the mining camps of California, 
Arizona, Nevada, and Colorado after he ran 
away from home in 1904 at the age of six
teen. His expertly-told adventures over the 
following fourteen years as miner, assayer, 
surveyor, and mining engineer make exciting 
reading. 

Circles of the World: The Traditional 
Art of the Plains Indians by Richard 
Conn (Denver Art Museum, Denver, 1982; 
151 pp., illus., map, biblio., $14.95). 
The perfect form of the circle, as seen in 
Plains Indian tradition and art, has inspired 
this beautiful and informative catalog from 
a traveling exhibit that originated at the 
Denver Art Museum. The circle of the fam
ily, of the tribe, of humanity, and of the 
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COVERED WAGON WOMEN 
DIARIES AND LETTERS FROM THE 

WESTERN TRAILS 

1840-1890 

edited & compiled by 

KENNETH L. HOLMES 

Treasured documents too long neglected in the study of the 
American West. Subscriptions now being accepted on this pro
jected 10 volume series of rare or unpublished letters & diaries. 
Write for particulars. 

The Arthur H. Clark Company 
Publishers mid Booksellers since l<)<)2 

RO. BOX 230, GleiKlale, CA 91209 
phone (213) 245-9119 

Plains Indian Art & Artifacts. 
Free Catalog shows painted shields, mounted 
trophy buffalo skulls, war arrows, peace 
pipes, chokers, breast plates, war clubs, 
tomahawks, lances, horse dance sticks, star 
quilts and more. Exclusive source. Hand
made with traditional tools and authentic 
materials. Many have interesting stories to 
tell from Cheyenne. Sioux and Blackfoot 
heritage. Collector's items, unique gifts and 
stunning decorations. 

PRAIRIE EDGE p 0 ft). 8303 Dqwtm.nl n 
Rapid City South Dakota 57701 Arta Cod. (6051 541 5620 

Silver vSuord 

Write or call: 

THE ALL STAINLESS STEEL 

LOCK-BACK 
(3" closed, 3/16" thick) 

Actual Size •* 

No. 42 SILVER-SWORD . . . tomorrow's knife today! Available 
at better Sporting Goods and Hardware Stores. For complete 

^catalog, send $1.00 to: 

^^^^ • A knife like no other 
. . . all-purpose, non-corrosive 

• Silver Sword Sharp • Highest Quality 
•Thumb lock secures blade in open position 

• Compact and Rugged • Ail-American Made 

CAMILLUS CUTLERY COMPANY 
Dept. AX. Camillus. New York 13031 CAMILLUS 

http://Dqwtm.nl


DOUG WEST at ED HILL EDITIONS 
El PasoJexas Jan. lO - Feb. 7 

Printed on heavy paper, 
this 28" x 20" full color 
poster mirrors the subtlety 
of the Doug West screen-
print that is now sold out. 

Specific information on 
Doug West and color 
photographs sent on 
your request. 

Ed Hill Editions 
4120 Rio Bravo Drive 
Suite 205 
El Paso, Texas 79902 
(915)532-7165 
By appointment, please. 

1983 
Allard 
Indian 

Auction 
March 25, 26, & 27,1983 

Sunburst Hotel 
Scottsdale, Arizona 

Once again we are present
ing an auction sale of more 
than twelve hundred choice 
American Indian collector's 
items. We are featuring an en
tire private collection of N.W. 
coast items, plus an entire un
touched private collection of 
baskets. In addition, we have 
bead work, quill work, vintage 
Indian photos, pottery, rugs, 
jewelry, artifacts, carvings, 
books, blankets, and much, 
much more. Admittance to 
sale is by cata log only. 
Catalog contains instructions 
for mail and phone bids. 
Please order cata log with 
coupon below. 

Col. Doug Allard 
P.O. Box 460AW 
St. Ignatius, Montana 59865 
(406) 745-2951 

Please send me your 1983 Allard Auction 
Ca ta log . The cost of the Ca ta log is 
$1000 and is enclosed This includes a 
list ot prices pa id which will be mailed 
after the auction. 

Please send me 
Enclosed is $ 

. catalogs. 

Name 

Address 

City. 

Stdte .Z ip . 

unknown are discussed in a fascinating text 
on Plains Indian life and tradition, which is 
followed by fifty-five color plates and 
eighty-eight black-and-white illustrations 
of Plains Indian art expressed in the cloth
ing and household items they created. 

A Passion for Freedom: The Life of 
Sharlot Hall by Margaret F. Maxwell IThe 
University of Arizona Press, Tucson, 1982; 
246 pp., illus., notes, biblio., index, 
$17.50). 
Sharlot Hall broke the rules of convention in 
her determination to attain intellectual free
dom and achievement in nineteenth-century 
society. As a journalist, Arizona Territorial 
Historian, and champion of Arizona state
hood, this vibrant woman lived a dramatic 
life. 

Hopi Voices: Recollections, Traditions, 
and Narratives of the Hopi Indians, 
recorded, transcribed, and annotated by 
Harold Courlander (The University of New 
Mexico Press, Albuquerque, 1982; 297 pp., 
notes, glossary, biblio., $15.95). 
Courlander stays as close as possible to the 
original words and phrases used by Indian 
narrators of these seventy-four myths, 
stories, and recollections. The reader feels 
the immediate presence of the story tellers 
and receives a compelling vision of ancient 
Hopi culture. 

The Year of the Hopi: Paintings and Pho
tographs by Joseph Mora, 1904-1906, 
with essays by Tyrone Stewart, Frederick 
Dockstader, and Barton Wright (Smith
sonian InstitulionlRizzoli International 
Publications, New York, 1982; 96 pp., 
illus., map, biblio., $12.50paper). 
This catalogue from a Smithsonian Institu
tion traveling exhibit contains dozens of 
haunting photographs of Hopi rituals, taken 
in the early years of this century, along with 
color and black-and-white drawings of Hopi 
kachina figures. Essays discuss Hopi history 
and ritual and describe Mora's excitement in 
portraying the tribe before all photography 
was banned at Hopi around 1911. 

Wichita: The Early Years, 1865-80, by H. 
Craig Miner (University of Nebraska Press, 
Lincoln, 1982; 215 pp., illus., notes, index, 
$17.50 cloth, $7.50paper). 
This lively history, based almost entirely on 
primary sources, tells of Wichita's lusty, 
formative years as a cowtown. The author 
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NED JACOB 

'VERMILLION, OCHRE AND CHEYENNE SILVER" 18 x 24 PASTEL 

QUAIL HOILOI4/ SERIES 
10964 NORTH MAY • OKLAHOMA CITY - OKAHOMA 73120 

405-755-3334 



Homecoming, 30" x 40" original oil by Americo Makk 

AMERICO MAKK: winner of two interna
tional gold medals in the last two years 
(Italian Academy of Art and Arpad 
Academy U S A ) ; Grand Prize winner, 
Monaco Intercontinental; one of the 50 
American Artists, a portrait master who 
has painted two American Presidents, a 
Cardinal, the royalty of church and state in 
Europe and South America; Professor of 
Fine Arts in Rome and Sao Paulo; creator, 
with his wife, Eva, of the greatest modern 
cathedral paintings in the world. 

AMERICO MAKK, with Eva, is the only 
prominent European artist portraying the 
American West; his paintings of Indians 
and gamblers, horses and men are pow
erful, masculine, explosive, vital in theii 
handling of light, dramatic in their con
trasts of color. He recreates the vast 
panoramas of prairie, desert, mountain, 
and explores the reality and the romance 
of man's lonely and heroic struggle to sur
vive and conquer a huge, raw, powerful 
land. 

AMERICO MAKK'S "Homecoming" also 
appears in the first book about the Makks 
and their work to be published in the 
United States. Available by Christmas. 
Sixty-three full color plates in ninety six 
pages, with a deluxe leatherette hard 
cover Signed and numbered copies of 
this first edition are available to the public 
at a pre-publication price of $27. Postage, 
handling and insurance included. Send 
checks or inquiries to MAKK. 1515 
Laukahi Street, Honolulu, Hawaii 96821 

MAKK ORIGINALS are exhibited this fall in Paris, Monaco, Montreal, Houston, Dallas, San Antonio, Honolulu and Las Vegas. 

Write today for details and a free brochure. 

MAKK 
1515 Laukahi Street, Honolulu, Hawaii 96821 (808) 373 2772. 



also examines the roots that contributed to 
the city s later prosperity after changes in the 
cattle trade brought disaster to many other 
Kansas towns. 

Inventing Billy the Kid: Visions of the 
Outlaw in America, 1881-1981 by Stephen 
Tatum (The University of New Mexico Press, 
Albuquerque, 1982; 256 pp., illus., notes, 
biblio, index. $19 95). 
So many romantic legends have grown up 
around Billy the Kid that it is impossible to 
separate fact from fiction. The author of this 
entertaining study finds that the numerous 
dime novels, movies, and other inventions 
surrounding the young outlaw reveal much 
about the changing generations that have 
kept the gunman's mythic image alive 

Remington & Russell: The Sid Richardson 
Collection by Brian W. Dippie (University of 
Texas Press, Austin, 1982; 188 pp.. illus., 
notes, biblio., $29.95). 
Eighty one large color plates beautifully re 
produce dashing, romantic scenes of frontier 
life created by two of the West's foremost 
portrayers. Dippie discusses the history, 
content, and style of each painting 

1001 Most-Asked Questions About the 
American West, with answers by Harry E. 
Chrisman (Ohio University Press. Athens. 
1982; 363 pp., illus., index, $9.95 paper, 
$25.95 cloth) 
Clear, interesting answers are offered to 
questions on Western topics ranging from 
animals, commerce, and folklore to outlaws, 
the military, and towns. 

America's Spectacular Northwest, photo
graphed by Robert W. Madden (National 
Geographic Society, Washington, DC 
1982; 200pp., illus., maps, index. $13.95) 
Along the Continental Divide: High Coun
try Trail by Michael Robbins, photographed 
by Paul Chesley (National Geographic 
Society, Washington, D.C., 1981; 200 pp., 
illus.. maps, index, $13.95). 
The Great Southwest by Charles McCarry, 
photographed by George F Mobley (Na 
tional Geographic Society. Washington, 
DC, 1980; 200 pp., illus., maps, index, 
$13.95) 

Each one of these three attractive volumes 
portrays a different area of the American 
West. Striking photographs of people and 
places communicate the special flavor of 
each locale. © 
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Powell Point $125 00 16x27 

WILSON HURLEY 

North End of the Sandias $85 00 14 x 29 

•Send for color brochure illustrating 
the prints of all our nationally acclaimed 
Western artists. 
i Dept. AW. Box 1147 

llll • Fort Collins, 
l ^ ^ . Colorado 80522 

iUMAdUUlM^ (303)226-2818 

FORUM del SOL 

Representing these major American artists: 

DENNIS ANDERSON, NAWA 
TONY ANCELL, NAWA 
JOSEPH BOHLER. NWR 
ROBERT DAUGHTERS 
M1KF DESATNICK 
)OHN FREE. NAWA 
RICHARD GREEVES, NAWA 
) IM GRIFFITHS 

IOSEPH HENNINGFR, NWS 
DAN MxCAW 
JIM REY 
DAVID S O t O M O N 
TIM STORTZ 
PAUL STRISIK, ANA. NAWA 
KENT ULLBERG, ANA. NAWA 
HOLLIS WILLIFORD NAWA 

Also works by: 

THOMAS HART BFNTON. BIRGER SANDZFN, IOHN FALIFR, 
JOHN STEUART CURRY. AND GENE KLOSS 

Call or write lor gallery publication or photographs 

5911 Main Street • Kansas City, Missouri 64113 • 816/444-7944 

DEALING IN TRADITIONAL AND WESTERN ART 

^t^«*cct^ 



JIM w 
THE LIFE AND STRUGGLE OF 

AN APACHE CHIEF FROM THE 
LITTLE RUNNING WATER 

by Sinclair Browning 
Introduction by Morris K. Udal l 

ENJU is the true story of Eskiminzin, 
Aravaipa Apache chief and faith
ful proponent of peace between his 
tribe and the larger Anglo popula
tion. Adventure and pathos mingle 
in this well-written recreation of an 
exciting time in Arizona's history, 
softcover $9.95 hardcover $15.95 

Gorman Goes Gourmet 

Eclectic is the word! In an unusual 
approach to gastronomic and visual 
bliss, the art of R. C. Gorman is 
combined with various delectable 
recipes garnered from friends and 
personal files to create a cookbook 
of unusual charm. Amusing anec
dotes pepper the text, giving dimen
sion to Gorman and his approach 
to life. 

softcover spiral bound $14.95 

To order send check or money order 
to Northland Press, P. O. Box N, 
Flagstaff, AZ 86002. Visa or MC 
orders call (602) 774-5251. Arizona 
residents add 4% tax. 

Edition oj 33 
19'x6" 

The Strongest Bond 
(Sacajawea) 

This sculpture was created and 
dedicated by Lorenzo Ghiglieri 

to honor the women of the 
world. To Lorenzo, nothing is 

stronger than the relationship of 
a mother to her newborn child. 

It is during this time when a 
human being has the power and 

the strength and the ability to 
form the character of another 

human being. It is a time when 
there is a perfect meaning, a 

perfect comfort, a perfect 
relationship and a perfect love, 

and nothing can match or equal 
the strength that belongs to the 

woman. 

Lorenzo Ghiglieri, Inc. 
Suite B 

133 S.W. Second Avenue 
Portland, Oregon 97204 

503-224-4123 
c All rights reserved by the artist. 1982 

L e t t e r s (Continuedfrom page 11) 

are lacking. If anyone seeks more his
tory, there are a myriad of historical 
journals available with all the schol
arship one could want. 

2. The "West" is still alive today. It 
did not pass away with the census of 
1890. Let us sing its praises and tell the 
world of its past, present, and future. 
AMERICAN WEST, to my mind, is 
attempting to do just that. 

I receive a wide variety of historical 
publications through my work. I read 
them all. I enjoy AMERICAN WEST. 

Robert A. Clark 
Editorial Director 
The Arthur H.Clark Co. 
Eagle Rock, Calif. 

Popular West 

I enjoyed the article "The Popular 
West: American Illustrators 1900-
1940" in the July/August 1982 issue. 

One slight error: Hopalong Cassidy 
did not first appear in Clarence E. 
Mulford's "The Bar-20Three" (1921). 
He was introduced in Mulford 's book 
"Bar-20" back in 1906.1 have a copy 
of what appears to be a first edition. 
It contains four illustrations by N. C. 
Wyeth and F. E. Schoonover. 

When it was published in 1921, "The 
Bar-20 Three" was the seventh of the 
Bar-20 series. Last of the books was 
published in 1941. 

Samuel H. Oakley 
Berkeley, Calif. 

Decorous geologists 

I was greatly pleased to read J.I. 
Merritt's recent piece "Clarence King, 
Adventurous Geologist" in the July/ 
August AMERICAN WEST. King is 
one of my favorite Western characters. 
I had to smile, however, when I came to 
the photograph on page 52 showing the 
members of the 1864 California Geolog
ical Survey. It is one of the most widely 
reproduced images of this group and 
shows Richard Cotter standing with his 
hand on William H. Brewer's shoulder. 

The reason for my amusement is that 
the image—while apparently the 
epitome of fraternal well-being—was 
the source of long-lasting embarrass
ment for both Brewer and Cotter as 
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Great Gifts From 
Northland Press 
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AMERICAN WEST 
is pub l i shed by the 
BUFFALO BILL 
HISTORICAL CENTER 
Cody, Wyoming 

THE BUFFALO BILL HISTORI
CAL CENTER is a nonprofit 
institution dedicated to preserving 
and exhibiting the heritage of the 
American West. It is also home 
of four major museums whose 
exhibits of art, ethnographic mate
rials, and historic artifacts reflect 
more than one hundred years of 
America's colorful past. Together 
the museums at the Center offer an 
extensive view of frontier life. 

The Buffalo Bill Museum, ded
icated in 1927, holds the largest 
collection of Buffalo Bill material 
in the world. The Whitney Gallery 
of Western Art, begun in 1959, 
features masterworks of American 
painting and sculpture. The Plains 
Indian Museum, opened in 1969, 
brings to life the rich traditions of 
Native Americans in the West. 
And the Winchester Museum 
records the history of Ameri
can firearms through the mag
nificent gun collection Oliver 
Winchester began in 1860. 

Membership in the Center's 
Patrons' Association is open to 
anyone interested in America's 
Western heritage. Annual mem
bership includes subscriptions 
to AMERICAN WEST and a 
quarterly newsletter, free mu
seum admission, and discounts 
on museum publications. Cate
gories are: Individual—$35, 
Family—$60, Centennial & 
Small Business—$100, Spon
sor—$250, Sustaining—$500, 
Benefactor & Corporate— 
$1,000, Pahaska League— 
$2,000. Tax-deductible dona
tions may be sent to Box 
1000, Cody, Wyoming 82414. 

HOMESTEAD DAYS 
T. Eugene Barrows 

A treasure for anyone who appreciates 
the history of Montana and the West 
This award-winning, first-person ac
count of life on a Montana homestead 
early in the century includes 75 original 
photographs of the people and the land. 

". . . an interesting story, one that is 
moving and quite warm." 

TRUE WEST 

" . . . this warm and simple reminiscence 
captures the experience of day-to-day 
fortitude and neighborliness in a de
manding frontier land " 

AMERICAN WEST 

Winner 1982 
Chicago Book Clinic Award 

For immediate delivery, send $17.95 
plus $1.00 postage to: 

BROWNSTONE BOOKS 
P.O. Box 14007. Dept. A 
Chicago. Illinois 60614 

(Illinois residents add applicable tax.) 

BOYD PERRY 
feutfov 

COLLECTABLES 
Introducing Dusty, a 
rough, tough cowboy 
and his lovable horse, 
Buckwheat. They are 
the first two person
alities in this hand 
crafted Limited 
Pewter Collection. 

Each piece is 
cast in antique 
finished Pewter, 
individually pol
ished, and car
ries the artists 
signature. 
Each order will 
include a bro
chure introduc
ing Boyd Perry, 
and information 
on order ing Show smaller than size 
future p i e c e s . Money Back Guarantee 

Start your collection today with 
one or both of these sculptures! 

Send Check or Money Order to 
ADVERTISING ART SERVICE 

PO Box 223W ^ L Willow Grove PA 19090 
Please an .-. I 

S J 3 5 Each 

A thousand-year-old heritage, fully documented for the first time: 
this is what Susanne and Jake Page have so brilliantly achieved in 
HOPI. Picturing ceremonies, dances, and every aspect of daily life, 
this color-filled volume is striking, authoritative, haunting—only 
$50.00 and unmistakably A A N A B R A M S BOOK 

^ ^ L l l n East 59th Street,New York, NY 10022 



Give America 
With Cobblestone! 

The magazine that shows young 
people how exciting American 
history can be! One of the best 
ways to show children age 8-13 
that the values of the past are 
relevant today. 

My check/money order for $16.50 is 
enclosed. 
Please send a 1 year (12 issues) 
subscription to: 

Child's name 

Address 

City, State, Zip 

Mail to Cobblestone 
P.O. Box 959, Farmingdale, NY 11737 

THE MAN 
WHO WON 
THE WEST 
"The Trooper" 

LIMITED EDITION 
of facsimiles , 
HAND-CAST and signed 
by the sculptor, 
RICHARD J. MORAN 

The sculpture 
represents a U.S. cavalry 
man, reloading. The straddled stance, the 
shoulders slumped in weariness, the casual 
handling of the gun, the battered hat, and 
every line of the figure reveal the trooper's 
hard way of life and his tough-minded self-
reliance. These facsimiles are unidentifi
able from the original: 13" high, cast in 
durable foundry stone with stone-resin 
finish that duplicates the patina of old 
bronze. 
The perfect gift! $125.00 ppd. 

Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Send check or money order. Sorry, no C.O.D.s. 

kAmp.Qown sere/At rus 
101 Holiday Lane, River Vale, N| 0767S 

"KNIGHT" from American Indian Chess Set. 

4'/2 inches high. The "KING" (chief) is 6 inches high. 

All 32 pieces of this exquisitely sculptured, first edition, chess 
set are finished in antique gold and silver. 
Write or call for free, color brochure illustrating all pieces of 
this unique set and of game tables with turquoise and leather 
inlay. 

K.drL. Ixiirestmexita 
P.O. Box 5591 (714) 993-9203 Orange, Cal. 92667 

shown by the following excerpt from a 
letter written thirty-four years later by 
Cotter to Brewer: 

(September 18, 1898) "Some one has 
told me that you did not approve of 
the photograph taken in San Francisco 
of your field party in 1864 because 
my hand was on your shoulder. 
Should any person [ask] why it was 
placed there please tell them for me, 
it was put there to show that I had 
confidence in the ability of our chief, 
Prof. W. H. Brewer. If you dislike 
it being placed there I cannot help 
it now, and would not have done it, 
if I had thought it would have been 
taken for any other motive.'' 

The letter is in The Bancroft 
Library, University of California, 
Berkeley. 

Peter E. Palmquist 
Areata, Calif. 

Forgotten Towns 

Your magazine the AMERICAN 
WEST is a very fine and informative 
magazine. I hope you will continue to 
produce this type of material for years to 
come. Would like to read about some of 
the "forgotten towns" which barely still 
exist, such as "Oatman," "Camp 
Verde" which is still going strong, 
"Jerome," "Prescott," and others. 

William C. Kebemik 
Chicago, 111. 

AMERICAN WEST welcomes letters 
from its readers. Some editing of letters 
may be necessary in order to print a 
cross section of those we receive. 
Please address: Letters to the Editor, 
AMERICAN WEST, P.O. Box 40310, 
Tucson, Arizona 85717. 
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AMERICAN WEST 
is sponsored by the 
WESTERN HISTORY 
ASSOCIATION 

President 
Mary Lee Spence 
University of Illinois, Urbana-Champaign 

Vice-President 
Walter Rundell, Jr. 
University of Maryland, College Park 

Executive Secretary 
William D. Rowley 
University of Nevada. Reno 

Council Members 
W. David Baird, Oklahoma State University; 
Vernon Carstensen, University of Washington; 
Harry L. Deupree, Oklahoma City; William S. 
Greever, University of Idaho; Gene M. 
Gressley, University of Wyoming; William T. 
Hagan, State University of New York, 
Fredonia; William H. Leckie. Maitland, 
Florida; Martin Ridge, Huntington Library. 

Sponsoring Members: American Biblio
graphical Center—Clio Press; Amon Carter 
Museum of Western Art; University of 
Arizona; Arizona Historical Foundation; 
Arizona Historical Society; Arizona State Li
brary, Archives and Public Records; Arizona 
State University; University of Arkansas; The 
Bancroft Library; Baylor University; Bhgham 
Young University; Buffalo Bill Historical 
Center; Center for Western Studies, Joslyn 
Art Museum—Omaha; University of Colorado; 
Colorado College, Colorado Springs; 
University of Southern Colorado; Colorado 
Historical Society; Colorado State Univer
sity; University of Denver; Denver Public 
Library; Fort Hays State University; 
Fort Lewis College; Indiana University; 
Kansas State Historical Society; Kansas State 
University; Los Angeles County Museum of 
Natural History; University of Maryland, 
College Park; Michigan State University; 
University of Southern Mississippi; Univer
sity of Missouri System; University of 
Montana; Montana State University; Western 
Montana College; University of Nebraska; 
Nebraska State Historical Society; Uni
versity of Nevada, Reno; University of 
New Mexico; New Mexico State University; 
University of Oklahoma; Oklahoma Historical 
Society; Oklahoma State University; Uni
versity of the Pacific; Pacific Lutheran 
University; Saint Louis University; San 
Diego Westerners; State Capitol Museum, 
Olympia, Washington; East Tennessee State 
University; University of Texas, Arlington; 
Texas A&M University; Texas Christian Uni
versity; Texas Tech University; University of 
Toledo; United States Air Force Academy; 
University of Utah; Utah State University; 
University of Washington; Washington State 
University; Western Museum of Mining & 
Industry; University of Wyoming; Eastern 
Wyoming College; Westerners International; 
Eugene Public Library; Prorodeo Hall of 
Champions & Museum of the American 
Cowboy. 

Representing: 
Earl Biss-oils, lithographs 
Bert Seabourn-watercolors 
Don Chunestudey-stone sculpture 
Nathan Begaye-fired clay sculpture 
Dyanne Strongbow-watercolors 
Russell Sanchez-pottery 
Carol Thornton-bronze sculpture 

CAROL 
THORNTON 
GALLERY 
THE INN AT LORETTO 
SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO 87501 
(505) 988-4659 

i Speak Spanish 
like a diplomat 

What sort of people need to learn a 
foreign language as quickly and effec
tively as possible? Foreign service per
sonnel, that's who. Members of 
America's diplomatic corps are assigned 
to U.S. embassies abroad, where they 
must be able to converse fluently in 
every situation. 

Now you can learn to speak Spanish 
just as these diplomatic personnel do — 
wi th the Foreign Service Institute's Pro
grammatic Spanish Course. You'll learn 
Latin American Spanish recorded by 
native speakers. 

The U.S. Department of State has 
spent thousands of dollars developing 
this course It's by far the most effective 
way to learn Spanish at your own con
venience and at your own pace. 

The course consists of a series of cas
settes and accompanying textbook 
Simply fol low the spoken and written 
instructions, listening and repeating By 
the end of the course, you'l l be learning 
and speaking entirely in Spanish! 

This course turns your cassette player 
into a "teaching machine." With its 
unique "programmatic" learning method, 
you set your own pace — testing your
self, correcting errors, reinforcing 
accurate responses. 

\ auDia-pGRum 
^ ^ ^ ^ Or visit our New York sales ottice: 145 E 

The FSI's Programmatic Spanish 
Course comes in two volumes, each 
shipped in a handsome library binder. 
You may order one or both: 

• Volume I: Basic. 12 cassettes (17 hr.). 
manual, and464-p. text, $115. 

O Volume II: Intermediate. 8 cassettes 
(11! 2 hr.), manual, and 614-p. text, $98. 

(Conn, and NY. residents add sales tax) 
TO ORDER BY PHONE, PLEASE CALL 
TOLL FREE NUMBER: 1-800-243-1234. 
To order by mail, clip this ad and send 
with your name and address, and a 
check or money order — or charge to 
your credit card (AmEx, VISA, Master
Card, Diners) by enclosing card number, 
expiration date, and your signature. 

The Foreign Service Institute's Span
ish course is unconditionally guaran
teed Try it for three weeks. If you're not 
convinced it's the fastest, easiest, most 
painless way to learn Spanish, return it 
and we' l l refund every penny you paid 
Order today! 

81 courses in 26 other languages also 
available. Write us for free 
catalog. Our 10th year. l r 

Audio-Forum 
Suite A-33 
On-the-Green 
Guilford, CT 06437 
(203)453-9794 

49th St.. New York. N Y. Y 10017 12121753-1783 ^ ^ T 



G E O R G E - V A G I S 

Sierra West proudly presents a set of limited edition prints by award-winning pen & ink 
artist George Vagis. Each set consists of 4 sepia tone prints depicting buildings of the old 
west, buildings carefully chosen to capture the west as it was. A must for the discriminating 
collector & a truly beautiful addition to your home or office. 

EDITION 1500 SETS S/N. S75./SET 11" x 14" 

TO ORDER SEND CHECK OR M / O T O : SIERRA WEST, P.O. BOX 5595, SCOTTSDALE, 
AZ 85261, 602-962-7857. PLEASE ALLOW 2 WEEKS FOR DELIVERY. 

L o o k o u t (Continuedfrom page 19) 

T H E 1982 
HOUSTON AMERICAN 

INDIAN & WESTERN ART 
SHOW & SALE 

NOVEMBER 11 - 14 
ADAMS MARK H O T E L - H O U S T O N , TEXAS 

Featuring the finest in historic and contemporary 
American Indian and Western art 

O N D I S P L A Y 
• The Internationally known Durango Collection of Navajo Weavings 

• An authentic antique Indian teepee 
• Artists demonstrating their work 

• Indian dances 

November 11 - OPENING NIGHT - 7 - 10 p.m. 
Proceeds to go to "Futures tor Children" 

The educational sponsorship program tor Indian children 

November 12 - 13 - 12:00 noon to 9:00 p.m. 
November 14 — 12:00 noon to 5:00 p.m. 

RAIN SYMBOLS AND SAUNAS BY ASSA TSIAI M. C. TAJO. 
COURTESY MUSEUM OF THE AMERICAN INDIAN 

Native American Painting. In the late 
1920s at the University of Oklahoma, Kiowa 
art students Steven Mopope, Jack Hokeah, 
and Monroe Tsatoke began developing a 
distinctive style. Their works, which often 
feature single, brightly colored figures, are 
represented in the traveling exhibit 
"Native American Painting: Selections 
from the Museum of the American Indian," 
on view through November 28 at the Heard 
Museum in Phoenix, Arizona. An intriguing 
collection of art gathered by the Heye Foun
dation from more than twenty different 
North American tribes, the diverse exhi
bition also reveals the powerful talents of 
Indian artists who worked without the in
fluence of formal art training. Some of the 
earliest paintings in the exhibit were done 
by Southern Plains warriors imprisoned in 
Saint Augustine, Florida, in the late 1870s. 

Tumacacori Fiesta. An all-day fiesta on 
December 5 will celebrate the past in 
Tumacacori, Arizona, once a small village of 
Pima Indians selected as the site for a frontier 
mission by the Spanish crown. Various ac
tivities are planned to honor the rich blend of 
cultures in the upper Santa Cruz valley. The 
setting of the fiesta includes the striking ruins 
of the mission San Jose de Tumacacori, now 
part of the Tumacacori National Monument. 

Stepping Lively. On November 14 at the 
Kemper Arena in Kansas City, Missouri, an 
exciting show will get underway as hundreds 
of cowboys test their mettle at the American 
Royal Rodeo. A top event of the Professional 
Rodeo Cowboys Association, the rodeo of
fers the drama of steer wrestling, bull riding, 
calf roping, and other events as a finale to 
more than a week of horse and livestock 
shows sponsored by the American Royal As
sociation. The rodeo ends November 20, but 
crowds can count on coming back next year; 
the American Royal celebration upholds a 
tradition that began in the stockyards of 
Kansas City in 1899. * 
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"Indians, trappers and company men by 
the hundreds congregated to trade 
peltry and castoreum for such things as 
gunpowder, lead, coffee, sugar, tobacco 
and "foofaraw." This painting depicts a 
scene which would have occurred 
between 1830 and 1840. Amid buffalo 
hides, the trader displays Hudson Bay 
blankets and flintlock trade muskets." 

J.E.V. 

THE TRADERS' 

18"x21>/2" 

Limited Edition 
Collector Prints 
450 signed & numbered 

Reproduced by offset 
lithography in full-color 

on 100% rag paper 

To order, call 303/770-6839 
or. for color brochure write to: 

M.C. 
VISA 
C.O.D 

$150.00 
$3.50 handling & 

shipping 
$1.50 for C.O.D. orders 

Colo, residents add 3'/2% sales tax. 
Please wait 2 weeks for delivery. 

30 day full money-back guarantee. 

OR flestte (*te. *. 
Building 8-G. 14 Inverness Drive East 

Englewood. Colorado 80112 

"Steppin' On A Cyclone" 14" high x I W wide Bronze Edition IS 
Cast by Deep In The Heart Art Foundry 

EDD HAYES 
Also works by: 

Gary Niblett, CA Loveta Strickland Bob Pack 
Richard Murphy Morten Solberg Bill McGlaun 

Flavia Lockley Murphy David Johns Deldon Caldwell 
Frank McCarthy, CA Martin Grelle Jaynet Baye 

( allery of the 
Cy\oulkwesli 

13843 SW Freeway, Sugar Land, Texas 77478 713^91-5218 

file:///oulkwesli


western 
Snapshots 

The village smithy for Belle Fourche, South 
Dakota, was Chris Wilkinson, shown here at an 
anvil (right) in his busy shop around 1908. He and 
his leather-aproned helpers repaired wagons 
and tools and shod the many horses of the area. 
Horseshoes were taken from the racks along the 
wall, heated in one of the forges at right, and 
hammered on an anvil into a perfect fit. The 
horses in the picture seem to accept calmly the 
bother of having their new shoes nailed on. Ner
vous animals were held steady in large slings, 
when necessary. 

Son of a Cornish blacksmith, Wilkinson was 
born in Wisconsin in the mid-nineteenth century. 
He moved to Dakota Territory around 1886. Later, 
Wilkinson operated a blacksmith shop in Custer, 

South Dakota, where he came to play another 
important role. Early each Fourth of July morn
ing, the smith lugged his anvil with some gun
powder to Big Rock, overlooking the town, and 
began the day's festivities with a bang by dis
charging the gunpowder. 

In 1906 Wilkinson opened the shop in Belle 
Fourche shown above. A man who liked to keep 
abreast of the times, he had electric lights install
ed, their cords festooning the shop's beams. He 
subsequently turned his business into one of the 
first automobile repair shops in the Black Hills. 

This picture of an institution of yesterday's 
West was submitted by the smith's granddaugh
ter, Barbara Grayce Herigstad of Spearfish, South 
Dakota. 

AMERICAN WEST offers twenty-five dollars to any reader whose Western snapshot is accepted for 
publication on this page. We seek old photographs which tell stories of bygone times. Especially wel
come are pictures depicting some forgotten aspect of Western life, serious or amusing. Space is limited: 
so, we have to be selective. We'll take good care of your pictures and return them promptly. Be sure to 
pack the snapshots carefully and enclose a stamped, self-addressed envelope. Send submissions to 
AMERICAN WEST, Western Snapshots. RO. Box 40310, Tucson. Arizona 85717. 

HO 



"HAWK SHIELD", MVi" X 25", signed and numbered in an edition of 1,000, $40 

Please add $7.00 for shipping on one or more prints. 
Each print is shrink wrapped and mailed flat via UPS 

"CHEROKEE MEDICINE MAN" poster (above) 
Resigned in pencil, 23%" X 26%", $25 

"EAGLE MEDICINE" poster (left) 
Resigned in pencil, 32" X.23%", $25 

Order from... 

/eabourn 
studio 
6105 Covington Lane 
Oklahoma City, OK 73132 
(405) 722-1631 



PENNI ANNE CROSS 

"Bi-wiik; Mine" 24 x 32 HARD PASTEL 

PENNI ANNE CROSS • POST OFFICE BOX 44 • CROW AGENCY, MONTANA 59022 • (406) 665-3481 




