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Among the most startling cultural changes witnessed in the history 
or prehistory of western America was the societal revolution 
within many Indian groups wrought by the introduction of the 
horse. With the horse, Indians from both east of the Mississippi 
and west of the Rockies became not only the prairie warriors of 
popular imagination, but a people far more affluent than they had 
once been; and with social change came such customs as offering 
sometimes very large payments for likely brides. 

Why should a wealthy Cheyenne or Blackfoot pay for a 
woman? As Peter Farb suggests in his current book, Man's Rise to 
Civilization as Shown by the Indians of North America from 
Primeval Times to the Coming of the Industrial State, " I t took only 
a moment for a man on horseback to kill a bison with a bullet, 
but it still remained a long and arduous task for his wife to dress 
the hide for the white trader. As a result, a shortage of women 
arose and a premium was placeo on them." (For more of Peter 
Farb's observations on the cultural patterns of the American 
Indian, see the article beginning on page 18.) 

"Barter for a Bride" is the title of our cover painting; the buyer 
is seen on the front, the seller's party on the back cover. The 
painting is by John Mix Stanley and today hangs in the Diplomatic 
Reception Room of the State Department Building, Washington. 

John C. Ewers, author of Artists of the Old West (1965), 
informs us that "Stanley was official artist for Isaac L Stevens's 
northernmost of the Pacific Railway surveys in the mid-1850's. 
This painting almost certainly was made after Stanley's experience 
with that survey. I believe it is probably an upper Missouri scene, 
and that the artist may represent the Great Falls of the Missouri in 
the background—the falls which Lewis and Clark had so much 
difficulty in portaging around on their first great overland trek 
up the Missouri in the summer of 1805. Stanley was a member 
of the first official United States exploring party to pass that way 
since Lewis and Clark. The Indians depicted most probably 
are Blackfeet." 
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One of the great illustrators of Victorian England, Arthur Boyd Houghton came West 
in 1870 and brought to the readers of the London Graphic a fresh 

and compelling view of the American frontier. "I know drawings of his," 
said Vincent Van Gogh. "He has something rather mysterious like Goya..." 

BY PAUL HOGARTH 

IN VICTORIAN TIMES the British mid

dle classes got their idea of what 

the rest of the world looked like from 

elaborately drawn illustrations in the 

weekly picture papers of London. 

These were seldom equaled for the 

quali ty and thoroughness of pictorial 

coverage. Each paper had its own 

team of "Special Artists," more or 

less permanently employed, who 

traveled from one side of the world 

to the other, report ing on life and 

events in distant lands. 

Foremost among these journals 

was the Graphic (1869-1932), founded 

and edited by Wil l iam Luson Thom

as, master engraver and close ac

quaintance of Charles Dickens. 

Thomas , who held very decided 

opinions about pictorial journalism, 

sent artists out to picture the human 

dramas enacted daily in city streets, 

railway stations, lodging, houses, post 

offices, and homes for the aged. He 

knew that even if presented in the 

most realistic terms, these scenes 

would be of great interest to the aver

age reader. At the same time, Thom

as felt that newspaper illustrations 

should be enjoyed for their value as 

works of art as well as for their t ruth 

and closeness to life; and he had no 

problem finding the right artists to 

work for him. Since the early 1860's 

he had been engraving their works 

for such famous magazines as Good 

Words, The Qjtivcr, Once a Week, 

and London Society. 

T h e Graphic soon established a 

world-wide reputat ion for the supe

rior quali ty of its illustrations. Re

printed throughout Europe and the 

Uni ted States, they exerted such a 

profound influence on both sides of 

the Atlantic that it became a custom 

among artists —professional and ama

teur — to send drawings to the 

Graphic. Even Vincent Van Gogh 

was moved to make speculative draw

ings "from the people, for the peo

ple" but was too timid to submit 

them. 

Van Gogh envied the ease of com

municat ion that the "Special Artist," 

or artist-reporter, appeared to enjoy. 

Between 1881 and 1883, he sought to 

develop his own drawing as a medi

um of contact with others; the dream 

of becoming a contributor to the 

illustrated pajiers obsessed him. His 

indefatigable brother, Theo , kept 

him in touch with anything of inter

est in the latest issues. Theo 's reports, 

plus a chance discovery of a set of 

bound volumes of the Graphic for 

1870-1875 in a Hague auction, 

touched off a highly interesting cor

respondence between Van Gogh and 

another Dutch painter, Anton Van 

Rappard . In these letters there were 

repeated references to the English 

artist, Ar thur Boyd Houghton, and 

his drawings of the American West. 

After scraping u p the money to 

buy the volumes, Van Gogh told 

Accustomed to the gentle pursuits of his London studio, Arthur Boyd Houghton 
nevertheless took great relish in the rigors of the American frontier. In the drawing 
at the left, he recorded for the readers of the London Graphic the travails of 
crossing a canyon in the sandhill country west of Fort McPherson. 
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Rappard that he had "looked 
through them far into the night," 
finding "drawings by Boyd Hough
ton about America. . . . I had no idea 
he was so interesting." Learning of 
the Englishman's untimely death in 
1875, Van Gogh asked his brother to 
find out what he could about him. "1 
know drawings of his," the artist 
wrote, "of Quakers, and a Mormon 
church, and Indian women, and im
migrants," adding that "he has some
thing rather mysterious like Goya, 
with a wonderful soberness which re
minds me of Meryon." 

Van Gogh had every reason to feel 
excited. He had stumbled across one 
of the most interesting, yet little-
known chronicles of the West: Ar
thur Boyd Houghton's "Sketches in 
the Far West," which appeared in 
the Graphic between July, 1870, and 
February, 1875, as the second half of 
a series of illustrated impressions en
titled "Graphic America." 

Houghton's western illustrations 
in the Graphic differ from the usual 
gray engravings we are accustomed 
to seeing in Victorian journals. In 
the days before photomechanical 
techniques of reproduction, drawings 
had to be transcribed or duplicated 
on the woodblock; but Houghton's 
were reproduced with a comparative 
freshness. His method, taught by the 
celebrated master engravers, the 
brothers Dalziel, was to draw in pen 
and ink on a boxwood block thinly 
coated with Chinese white to resem
ble the texture of paper. The draw
ing was incisive and the composition 
bold; white space was juxtaposed to 
black shape. Working in a medium 
that usually erased the idiosyncrasies 
of an artist's style, he succeeded in 
creating a strongly personal flavor. 

Houghton's life was as tragically 
short as that of his admirer, Van 

Gogh — he died at the age of thirty-
nine. The facts that filtered through 
the recollections of friends and col
leagues revealed him as an impulsive 
and generous personality. Edmund J. 
Sullivan, an early biographer, de
scribed him as a bohemian with a 
boisterous love of life. He was born 
in Bombay, it is thought, where his 
father, Captain Michael Houghton, 
was private secretary to Sir John 
Malcolm, governor of the province, 
which at that time was under British 
administration. In spite of the loss of 
the sight of one eye in boyhood, and 
the weakness of the other, young 
Houghton trained as a painter at 
Leigh's Academy in London, and 
shortly afterward, while still in his 
twenties, achieved a reputation as a 
leading illustrator of ornate table-
books and literary magazines. He de 
rived much of his style and many of 
his ideas from the then-influential 
Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhod and con
tributed heady images of Arthurian 
swains commuting on horseback to 
court swooning maidens. His illus
trations for the Dalziel editions of 
Arabian Nights and Don Quixote 
are among the classics of Victorian 
book illustration. How did such an 
artist come to make drawings of the 
violent, lusty young West? 

Aiming for an honesty and sim
plicity neglected in the decorous and 
stylistic art of Neo-Classicism (partic
ularly of the arch-villain Raphael), 
the Pre-Raphaelites often turned to 
the methods and subjects of medieval 
art. But being a part of late Romanti
cism, they were understandably at
tracted, as well, to the natural, un
spoiled frontier and "noble savage" 
of the American West. Like most Eu
ropean artists, the Pre-Raphaelites 
must have seen the Indian gallery of 
the American artist George Catlin 

Vtes on the march—probably drawn from a Pullman car window 
on the Union Pacific between Ogalala and Scotts Bluff. 
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during his many years in England or 

have pored over his albums and trav

elogues (first published in London); 

and certainly they had read the best-

selling novels of James Fenimore 

Cooper. Moreover, the majority of 

the Pre-Raphaelites were liberals or 

Christian Socialists, whose pro-Amer

ican sentiments had been strength

ened by their Union sympathies dur

ing the Civil War. It is not surprising 

then, that Houghton accepted the 

challenge of recording America for 

the pages of the liberal Graphic. 

He left Liverpool in early October, 

1869, on the Inman sail-steamship, 

City of Brussels. T h e t r ip to the 

shores of America —ten to twelve 

days — tried his physical stamina as 

well as his imagination. Reflecting 

on the long sea trip, the artist remem

bered Dr. Sam Johnson's definition 

of a ship as "a prison with the chance 

of being drowned." Nevertheless, he 

was in high spirits, and from the very 

start his reports displayed a sense of 

relief from the everyday. Observing 

the joys and sorrows of transatlantic 

travel, he noted the strange, wailing 

ditties of the sailors as they spread 

sail, the indefatigable, peripatetic 

energy of the habi tual tourist, and 

the grave courage of immigrants 

huddled together in the steerage. 

"Thei rs is, for the time, a hard lot," 

he wrote. "They must make many 

sacrifices to reach the promised land 

of plentiful work and high wages." 

T h e City of Brussels disembarked 

its long-suffering passengers in New 

York Harbor on October 24. Hough

ton spent the rest of October, No

vember, and much of December 

drawing in the East. New York was 

in the full flush of the boom that fol

lowed the end of the Civil War. 

Broadway belles and bewhiskered 

Irish cops, crowded streets and or

nate bars, trotting races and Tam

many torchlight parades — all ab

sorbed his unusual talent for making 

the unnoticed significant. He went 

on to Boston, making some memo

rable images of an old-fashioned 

snowy winter with streets full of hur

rying citizens and horse-drawn sleds. 

But he was already making plans to 

go west. A note in the Boston weekly, 

Every Saturday, tells us that he pro

posed to cross the continent by the 

Union Pacific Railroad, visit the 

Mormons and the Shakers, and de

pict the manners and customs of 

California before re turning east via 

the southern states. He did cross the 

continent to draw the Mormons, 

visited Shakers at Mount Lebanon, 

and depicted life in Chicago, and on 

the western frontier. More than 

likely, however, the gregarious Eng

lishman soon discovered that these 

places, on the way to and in the 

West — not to ment ion his experi

ences with Buffalo Bill Cody — 

yielded much more material than he 

could possibly have anticipated. Per

haps for this reason, his western 

scenes are mainly confined to a Paw

nee agency, a buffalo-hunting expedi

tion, and a visit to the Mormons — 

all subjects easily accessible from the 

newly-opened Union Pacific Rail

road. No California drawings ap

peared in the Graphic, al though 

some may well have been submitted. 

Houghton was clearly stimulated 

by these sights and subjects, totally 

different from anything seen in Eu

rope, and he sent a great amount of 

work back to England. A total of 

seventy-two published illustrations, 

thirty-four of which are western sub

jects, were engraved after his draw

ings. In most instances, they were 

accompanied by articles or short 

texts edited from the artist's own de

scriptive notes; for there was plenty 

of time to write as well as draw dur

ing the long journeys by river and 

railroad. 

Houghton took the train from 

New York to Buffalo, then continued 

to Cincinnati via Pittsburgh. "Our 

artist," the Graphic noted, "is off 

toward the setting sun. We shall now 

get beyond the thickly-settled cities 

and country of the Atlantic coast, the 

thickly-studded eastern and central 

states; we shall see no more the com

muni ty of the staid descendants of 

staidest old Pur i tan refugees, nor 

fever-stricken children of Gotham 

casting their lives away in the pur

suit of gold, nor burry-tongued Penn-

sylvanians with their mush and their 

Quaker neighbors, and their unpro

nounceable but exceedingly enviable 

Dutch patronymics. W e are to follow 

in the unending trail which, for these 

many years, the vast mul t i tude of 

emigrants — Irish, German, English, 

and Swede — have followed in search 

of new homes and the good fortune 

promised by a virgin land." 
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Houghton's fine romantic image of the American Indian as a noble 
savage unsullied by the vices of the white man underwent considerable 
revision on contact. Not only had the Indian taken to the white man's 
liquor ("Whatever Indian by any odd chance gets invoiced in a city or 
village of whites is almost certain to be the champion drunkard of the 
place"), Houghton found him to be inordinately fond of gambling as well. 
Above, the artist depicts himself observing a group of Pawnees deeply 
engrossed in a game of chance, and while the Indians quickly picked up 
such favorite games of the white man as Seven-up, Whist, and Euchre, 
there was no doubt that this particular vice was a venerable 
part of their traditions. 
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AS THE TRAIN PUFFED THROUGH 

.northern Virginia, the artist was 
moved to inform his readers of the 
comfort of the transcontinental 
trains. "The modern American 
train," he wrote, "is a perambulat
ing first-class hotel whizzed by steam 
across a continent." 

Cincinnati came into view, and 
was described as a "bright, go-ahead, 
busy place; its business quarter down 
near the broad river, its residences 
back on the hills, and its vineyards 
and orchards smiling in the fresh 
awakening spring." Here, he boarded 
a river steamer for the trip to St. 
Louis, where, before continuing his 
journey by rail to Chicago, he 
stopped to collect the necessary 
papers from General Sherman ena
bling him to visit and stay in army 
posts and Indian reservations. He 
does not appear to have remained 
long in the Windy City, and after a 
short side trip to the great pine for
ests of Upper Michigan for a turkey 
shoot, boarded the train for Omaha. 

When Houghton arrived in Oma
ha, it was late January, and the 
ground was thickly covered with 
snow. From inside his Pullman car, 
the artist made a sketch of children 
sledding in the snow in a skating 
park, and wrote that "the children 
have a dashing, vigorous, and lusty 
look which betrays them as the chil
dren of the lusty far-western people." 
West of Omaha, Houghton stopped 
off at Silver Creek or Clarksville and 
reported to the nearby army camp at 
North Loup (later Fort Hartsoff) to 
arrange for a visit to the Pawnee res
ervation, then located in a fork of the 
Loup River near Genoa, Nebraska. 
The Pawnees had provided a large 
number of scouts for the cavalry 
regiments stationed in the region, 
and in turn received protection from 

attack by their old enemies, the hos
tile Sioux. The Indian agent, Jacob 
M. Troth, probably acted as guide, 
for his name and address arc noted 
in the artist's sketchbook. 

Several days at the agency pro
vided Houghton witli subjects for 
some of his best illustrations of fron
tier life, notably, Bartering with In
dians, A Smoke with the Friendlies, 
and Pawnee Squares. These, together 
with a group of smaller drawings, 
formed a unique, if sad, report on the 
last phase of Pawnee tribal life in 
and around their permanent villages 
of ancient earth lodges in eastern 
Nebraska. 

Circulating in the village, the Eng
lish artist soon discovered that his 
Pre-Raphaelite image of the noble 
and uncorrupted savage was com
pletely outdated and had been re
placed by the "commonplace reality 
of these modern days." He found 
that the Pawnees loved to gamble 
either inside their lodges or outside 
on the prairie, and that their favorite 
games, like those of most western 
cardplayers, were seven-up, high, 
low, jack, whist, and euchre. He 
also found they liked to get drunk on 
"fire-water," although he thought it 
very likely that the Indians derived 
their first experience with the bev
erage from the pleasure-loving Cava
lier colony of Virginia or the Cath
olic one of Maryland. 

Houghton did, however, find 
something of the uncorrupted sav
age as he watched a group of Indian 
boys at play, writing that "The In
dian mother loves her boy, but she is 
not tender with him. From his ear
liest years he is . . . forced to take long 
journeys over craggy mountains, 
through boundless forests, and across 
dreary prairies, either jolted and 
shaken in the stiff basket at his moth

er's back, or when old enough, trudg
ing by his warrior father's side. . . . 
While the white boy is crouched over 
his Latin Grammar, his mental arith
metic, and his History of the Ameri
can Indian, the copper-coloured boy 
has already caught the infectious ex
citement of the chase, and has learned 
to plunge deep into the forests, 
among howling wild beasts and dan
gerous solitudes. 

As Houghton traveled further into 
the great ojien land of sky and tall 
grass, lie wondered at the grandeur 
of the West. "After all that is writ
ten," he said, "it is hard for any 
reader who has constantly lived 
amid a thickly-settled civilization to 
conceive of the sights and scenes of 
the wilderness in western America. 
The magnitude of its objects baffles 
the would-be delineator at the out
set. Who can bring before us, either 
on canvas or in words, the effect of 
those prairies in which, although flat 
for miles and miles, men get lost, and 
die of starvation—whose wavy mo
notony is only broken by the wide 
and perfect circle of the horizon; of 
whose mountain ranges and those 
deep-down valleys which the world
wide traveller tells us are hardly 
matched in magnitude and grandeur 
by the Himalayas themselves." 

Although the artist found the 
great silence of forest and mountain 
beautiful and sublime, he noted that 
the "vividly brilliant Western sky 
could become an unpitying and 
mocking firmament" unless you oc
casionally received the "rare and liv
ing message," and went on to add, 
"let the adventurous Cockney who 
thinks he would like 'that sort of 
thing' — meaning an extended resi
dence in log huts, on solitary ridges, 
amid countless forests, and who has 
his daily newspaper with his coffee 
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three-hundred-odd days a year, im

agine a Daily [newspaper] coming 

but monthly, and then coming 

months after the date. Wars and ru

mors of wars have come and gone, 

ministries been overturned, the last 

aristocratic scandal been aired and 

forgotten, friends have been burned 

out, and our own valets have come 

into fortunes, but we know not of it, 

and mayhap, never shall." 

HOUGHTON PENETRATED DEEPER 

STILL into the Great Plains, a-

long the Union Pacific to Nor th 

Platte, Nebraska. Sullivan quoted the 

artist's younger daughter, Mrs. A. B. 

Davis, as saying that her father met 

Buffalo Bill Cody, then in his active 

hun t ing days, and that it was he who 

took Houghton on a buffalo-hunting 

expedition. Out of this excursion 

came some of the finest and most in

teresting illustrations of the entire 

series. 

T h e favored locale of these hunt

ing parties was the tall-grass country 

between the Platte and Republican 

rivers, which abounded with game, 

particularly buffalo. Usually under 

the patronage of the Army, the par

ties started out from Fort McPher-

son. Special Order No. 19, dated Feb

ruary 15, 1870, issued by headquar

ters at the fort, authorized Brevet 

Lieutenant Colonel Campbell Dallas 

Emory, Captain of the N in th In

fantry, to command a mixed unit of 

the Nin th and the Fifth Cavalry on a 

hunt ing expedition. Besides Hough

ton and Cody, the party included 

Brevet Major W. H. Brown, who first 

introduced Cody to Ned Buntl ine 

and subsequently became a character 

himself in a dime novel. 

For the sophisticated Houghton, 

the buffalo hun t was a completely 

new experience. Alternately enthusi-
Salt Lake City marked the end of Houghton's western adventures. Here, he spent most of one Sunday in the 

Great Tabernacle, where he enjoyed the rumblings of the huge organ and a sermon by Brigham Young himself. 

12 13 



astic and philosophical at the pros

pect of being involved as part icipant 

as well as observer, he exclaimed: 

"OIF to the plains! It is nothing 

less than inspiring —this thought of 

leaving civilization all behind, to be

come a much-discovering Columbus 

among the new and likely enough 

hi therto untrodden wilds. You half 

canonize yourself as a hero as you 

start out on a genuine buffalo hunt . 

T h e sport is Titanic—meat for gods 

and savages. How puny seem the 

home sports that your friends are in

dulging in with such zest 'in the 

nor th of Scotland.' You're fain to 

chuckle that henceforth you will take 

rank with the whilom denizens of 

India who have re turned to relate 

glowing tales of hair-breadth 'scapes 

by flood and field, in tiger jungles 

and the haunts of elephants; and that 

they will not alone win, unchal

lenged, the breathless admirat ion 

and sweet plaudits of the Desde-

monas of West-End drawing-rooms. 

After journeying u p and over the 

roll ing sandhill country southwest of 

Fort McPherson — where all hands 

had to turn out to help the wagons 

across gullies and canyons—the party 

entered the pleasant undula t ing land 

of the tablelands and camped on Red 

Willow Creek in present Hayes 

County. T h e following morning, all 

members mounted and rendezvoused 

at the starting point of the hunt . It 

was not long before they spotted 

their first buffalo standing on the 

crest of a bill. Houghton was thor

oughly impressed by the sight: 

" T h e r e stands the monster, stock 

still, gazing at them with the strong, 

majestic gaze of his tribe. He is the 

forerunner, outpost, picket of his par

ticular herd, browsing and keeping 

guard on the frontier of their do

main. A great, tough-ribbed, hard 

After a successful buffalo hunt, the party relaxed voluptuously, talking over the 
conquests of the day, disputing—with good-natured profanity—who had made 

the most effective shot and brought down for good and all the day's kill. "Mostly, 
however," Houghton wrote, "the talk is generous and jolly, in the general good 

humor inspired by success, and aided, no doubt, by the whiskey and tobacco, 
long untouched, but which is now passed round without stint." 

On the return from the hunt, the party made camp in the cottonwoods along 
the Platte River, where they indulged in a more jubilant celebration—a 

"jamboree" of monumental proportions, in which Houghton became involved in 
a drinking bout with a friendly Indian chief. According to Houghton's daughter, 

"Houghton and the chief were running even when the supply of whiskey 
unexpectedly gave out. The contest was then continued with brandy, glass by 

glass; Houghton was finally judged winner on points, as the chief had to retire 
on the verge of bursting." 

and hairy-headed and bearded bull, 

he is one of that outer circle of buf

falo which is always found among 

the cows and the young. He watches 

for two enemies —for the white, or 

Kiota wolf, a cruel rapacious beast, 

which stealthily pounces upon their 

young, their feeble or their wounded; 

and for man, in the shape of Indians, 

who vie with the Kiota in their cun

ning and their greed. For while the 

white man attacks the buffalo face to 

face in the open day, the red man re

sorts to stratagem to en t rap his prey. 

He poisons his arrows and conceals 

them in his breast; he envelopes him

self in the Kiota's skin, and imitat ing 

the sneaking movements of the wolf, 

will follow and hang about a herd, 

often for miles. . . . T h e Indian is 

tigerlike in his ferocity when hunt

ing the buffalo; his eyes gleam, his 

mou th foams, and his hideously 

painted countenance flows with the 

heat of his passion. Our party of 

whites, however, use their rifles, and 

when in close quarters, their knives 

and sjiears." 

T h e white buffalo hunters were 

themselves "Indianl ike in their thin, 

high-cheeked, bony swarthy, long

haired, hard-featured physiognomies, 

as if a contrast with the Indians, and 

participation in their mode of life, 

had twisted them into a personal 

likeness. They are energetic, and 

matter-of-fact, cool and daring; not 

select in language, but given, in a 

certain sense, to frequent cursory re

marks, not mindful of the propri

eties, but striding before you, and 

helping themselves first at table —a 

barrel top; yet free-hearted and good-

tempered, and keenly zealous in 

sport." 

T h e ex|xxlition had been away for 

almost a week and had covered al

most a hundred miles by the time the 

hunters re turned to make camp 

among the cottonwoods along the 

Platte River close to Fort McPherson. 

Here a " jamboree" took place that 

involved Houghton in a dr inking 

bout with an unnamed friendly In

dian chief. T h e r e must have been 

many such incidents. T h e famous 
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Cody himself told of taking part in 

a horse-race for the amusement of 

the party that included Houghton . 

T h e hun t ing party re turned to 

Fort McPherson on February 23, and 

shortly afterward Hough ton reluc

tantly took leave of his "hearty, 

genial, free-spoken" friends. At Nor th 

Platte, he boarded a train that would 

carry him to the final stage of his 

travels in the West, Salt Lake City. 

T h e train stopped at various towns 

and settlements en route, and he 

made sketches for several addit ional 

illustrations. 

In Salt Lake City, Houghton 

stayed at the Walker House Hotel . 

He found the American T u r k s to be 

big raw-boned men, with goat-tufts 

on their chins, with two or t h r e e 

some very sorrowful and haggard-

looking — women on hand. He spent 

most of a Sunday in the Great Taber

nacle, where he listened to the im

mense organ and a sermon by Brig-

ham Young. From this experience he 

produced the masterly double-page 

illustration, Service in a Mormon 

Tabernacle. 

Houghton 's visit to the Mormon 

capital concluded his stay in the 

West; he probably re turned to Eng

land in the early summer of 1870. 

Almost immediately the Graphic sent 

him to cover the Franco-Prussian 

W a r and its aftermath, the Paris 

Commune. His short life, however, 

was approaching its end. Houghton 

was greatly attached to his family, 

and the unexjiected deatli of his wife 

within a few days of giving birth to 

their third child was a terrible loss, 

and the artist took to excessive drink

ing. He finally died of cirrhosis at his 

home in Hampstead, London, on No

vember 25, 1875. T h e London "pea-

soup" fogs that prevail in that month 

must have made him think of the 

wide clear skies of the Great Plains 

and his carefree days with Buffalo 

Bill Cody. 

Strange as it may seem today, con

temporary American reaction to 

"Graphic America" was highly un

favorable. "Americans," read Hough

ton's obituary notice in the London 

Daily Telegraph (December 1, 1875), 

"were apt to insist that Mr. Hough

ton exaggerated all he saw; and 

angrily refused to accept his fantas-
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Above and lower left: working drawings 
from Houghton's American sketchbook. 

tic g roup of Broadway belles and his 

weird torchlight processions and 

mass meetings as truthful transcripts 

of American manners ." T o the some

what complacent eastern readers of 

the Graphic, Houghton was hardly a 

usual visitor. He took little interest 

in jrolite society; much to the dis

pleasure of those who saw themselves 

as representative of a self-conscious 

culture and refinement, he invariably 

portrayed the unconventional side of 

life. Galaxy, a New York monthly 

(April, 1870), was particularly in

dignant over his portrayal of the 

New York police: " T h e Broadway 

squad is a fine body of men, well knit, 

athletic, and of admirable carriage. 

Mr. Houghton ' s sketch makes them a 

set of husky, ill-made travesties on 

the human form." Harper's Weekly 

(February 3, 1872), after pirat ing 

most of the New York and Boston 

illustrations, criticized the English 

artist for "seeing what was not ob

servable to ordinary eyes in the man

ners and customs of America." 

T h e western series did not get 

such an unfavorable reception — pos

sibly because the western scenes were 

as much a novelty in New York and 

Boston as they were in London. 

Harper's Weekly termed them "effec

tive and truthful because his preju

dices were not involved." T h e editors 

of the Graphic, however, had had 

enough; and the western drawings — 

the best of the whole series of 

this sophisticated Englishman, who 

found the convivial and uninhibited 

frontier to his taste —did not receive 

the space and editorial attention they 

so obviously deserved. [~_ 

Paul Hogarth, an English painter and il
lustrator, has traveled widely in the United 
States since 1962. In that year and in 1963 
he made extended visits to New York to 
make illustrations for Brendan Behan's New 
York (1964). He is a Tutor of Drawing at 
the Royal College of Art, London,and au
thor of Artist as Reporter (1967), a histori
cal study of the creative artist's involvement 
with journalism. 

BIBLIOGRAPHIC NOTES: 

Many of Houghton's American illustrations, 
including the western series, appeared in 
the Boston Every Saturday, as well as in 
Harper's Weekly The former journal ar
ranged with the Graphic to send electro
types of the illustrations so that they often 
appeared simultaneously, if not before they 
did in England. Harper's Weekly, after 
pirating the series, made the same arrange
ment. 

My account of Houghton's travels in the 
West derives from several sources in Eng
land and the United States. Primarily, it is 
based on his own fulsomely descriptive notes 
accompanying the illustrations (Graphic, 
Vols. I-IV, 1870-73) . These are often prosy 
in style and only occasionally refer to places 
and individuals. Notes and addresses found 
in the artist's sketchbook in the A'ictoria 
and Albert Museum, London, provided a 
few clues; and I was able to identify some 
of the actual locales of the illustrations 
when I followed Houghton's itinerary from 
Oinaha to Cheyenne in 1965. A search in 
the National Archives, Washington, D. C , 

revealed the special order authorizing the 
buffalo-hunting expedition. I have not, how
ever, succeeded in discovering the identities 
of the other members of the party, although 
these may have included Mr. Flynn. the 
British sportsman, and very probably, Cody's 
sister, Helen Cody AVetmore, and Dr. Frank 
Powell, then a journalist. 

Additional references to the artist's adven
tures appear in Edward J. Sullivan's in
formative tribute, "An Artist's Artist," Print 
Collector's Quarterly (Vol. X, 1923). 

More data on Houghton's life, work, and 
ideas, as well as a critical appraisal of 
"Graphic America," was found in "A Forgot
ten Book-Illustrator," by Laurence House
man, Bibliographica (London, Vol. I, 1895); 
and the same author's monograph, Arthur 
Boyd Houghton (London, 1896) ; the Dal-
ziels' autobiography, The Brothers Dalziel: 
A Record of Work: 1840-90 (London, 1901) , 
also contained useful information, as did 
Forrest Reid's definitive study of Victorian 
book illustration. Illustrators of the Sixties 
(London, 1928) . 

A centennial exhibition of the illustra
tions of Window Homer and Arthur Boyd 
Houghton took place at the Metropolitan 
Museum of Art, New York, in 1936 (both 
were born in 1836) . I therefore read with 
interest the American views of "Graphic 
America," in the following articles: "Arthur 
Boyd Houghton and his American draw
ings," by Sinclair Hamilton, Colophon (Vol. 
I, No. 2, 1939); ami "Window Homer and 
Arthur Boyd Houghton" by Alice Ncwlin, 
Bulletin of the Metropolitan Museum of 
Art (Vol. XXXI, 1936). 

Van Gogh's references to Houghton and 
his American drawings were found in Let
ters to an Artist: from Vincent Van Gogh 
to Anton Ridder Van Rappard, 1881-83 
(London, 1936) ; and in the Complete Letters 
of Vincent Van Gogh, A'ols. I and III (Lon
don, 1958). 

Finally, I would like to pass along special 
thanks to Graham Reynolds and the A'ic
toria and Albert Museum, London, for per
mission to reproduce various sketches from 
Houghton's sketchbook. 
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POVERTY, 
AFFLUENCE, 

and CULTURE 
BY PETER FARB 

Steps in the evolution of society as seen in the Shoshone hands of the Croat Basin 
and the tribal c hiefdoms of the Northwest Coast. 

While systematically annihilating the civil ization of the North American Indian, the white man has 
been fascinated by him to the point of obsession, devoting a remarkable amount of time and effort 
to an understanding of his vict im. This fascination has led to any number of fabulous theories cal
culated to explain the Indian's way of life, from romantic constructs that regarded him as the only 
example of the truly uncorrupted man to those that saw him as a kind of degenerate human, a living 
link between man and the apes. Some, however, recognized in the extreme diversity of life-styles 
apparent in the Indian societies of the continent an outl ine of human civil ization, a microcosm that 
might reveal the historical processes by which mankind developed from the stone age to the age of 
technology. This theory, called cultural evolut ion, has been unfashionable in anthropological circles 
for more than seventy-five years, but today has re-emerged in greatly refined form. 

Probably the most comprehensive and intriguing application of the theory of cultural evolution 
in recent years is Peter Farb's recent book, Man's Rise to Civilization as Shown by the Indians of 
North America from Primeval Times to the Coming of the Industrial State, published a few days ago 
by E. P. Dutton. It is Farb's contention, supported by a series of essays comparing and contrasting 
Indian societies from the Eskimo of the Arctic to the Aztec of Mexico, that human societies show an 
evolutionary spectrum from the simple extended family to the complex state. The Indians of North 
America, wi th their monumental diversity of cultures and levels of development, provide Farb with 
a fascinating case history for the discussion of man's attempt to live wi th himself and his fellows, 
a study not without implications for our own times. 

In the fol lowing article adapted from his book, Farb compares simple familial band societies of 
the Shoshone people of the Great Basin and the complex chiefdoms of the Northwest Coast, a com
parison that illustrates the cultural devices by which widely divergent human societies erect the 
mechanics of a civil ization suited to their t ime and place. 
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/. A CULTURE OF SCARCITY 

S
peaking about the "Digger Indians" of the Great Basin, the 

explorer Jedediah Smith opined in 1827 that they were 
" the most miserable objects in creat ion." Mark Twain, 
r iding the overland stage west of Salt Lake in 1861, reported 

that he "came across the wretchedest type of mankind I have ever 
seen up to this wr i t i ng . " He went on to describe the Gosiute, one 
of those groups commonly called Diggers, who "produce nothing 
at all, and have no villages, and no gatherings together into strictly 
defined tribal communit ies—a people whose only shelter is a rag 
cast on a bush to keep off a por t ion of the snow, and yet w h o in 
habit one of the most rocky, wint ry , repulsive wastes that our 
country or any other can exhibi t . " 

From the moment that the first explorers encountered them, 
there was no doubt that the Shoshonean-speaking Indians, who 
inhabited one of the driest and least hospitable areas on the cont i 
nent, led a miserable existence. Their most elaborate tool was a 
digging stick w i th which they pried roots out of the ground. They 
made simple nets to snare rabbits and birds. And the whites 
watched w i th disgust as the Digger Indians devoured grasshoppers 
and lizards. Their c loth ing was sparse: The men wore a breech-
cloth; the women , a double apron woven f rom plant fibers. An 
early historian, Hubert Howe Bancroft, even put forward the idea 
that they hibernated: "Lying in a state of semi-torpor in holes in 
the ground dur ing the winter, and in spring crawling forth and 
eating grass on their hands and knees, unt i l able to regain their 
feet; having no clothes, scarcely any cooked food , in many in
stances no weapons, w i th merely a few vague imaginings for re
l igion, l iv ing in the utmost squalor and f i l th , put t ing no br idle on 
their passions, there is surely room for no missing l ink between 
them and the brutes." 

To the whites, here were people who lived at the lowliest state 
of humankind, no better than the apes. And here, it was thought 
by some, wou ld be found the earliest customs of mankind surviv
ing into the present. Others thought that the Shoshone might be, 
if not the missing l ink, then some sort of transition between the 
societies of apes and men. The researches of anthropologists have 
left all such thoughts unsupported. Neither the Great Basin Sho
shone nor any other group of pr imi t ive peoples has ever revealed 
itself as a society that knows no laws, that consists of unfettered 
humans free to do what they want when they want. Instead, the 
Great Basin Shoshone are circumscribed by customs, rules of be
havior, and rituals that in comparison make the Court of Versailles 
or the Kremlin appear unusually permissive. 

The cultural impoverishment of the Diggers (who hereafter w i l l 
be called the Shoshone; they include various Ute, Paiute, Sho-
shoni, and Gosiute bands) is explained by two factors, one not 
very important and the other vital. The unimportant one is that the 
Shoshone inhabited one of the bleakest places on earth, a stern 
environment that afforded only l imi ted opportuni t ies. The Great 
Basin is a land of dry soil , high evaporat ion, low rainfall. Native 
plants that can resist drought, such as greasewood and sagebrush, 
are of l i t t le value to humans. Native plants bearing edible seeds 
or roots do occur in abundance around streams, but streams are 
few and far between. 

Much more important than the environment in explaining Sho
shone impoverishment is that the Shoshone lacked a technology 
that al lowed them to rise above these l imitat ions. The soil and the 
cl imate around Salt Lake City today are no dif ferent f rom what 
they were in aboriginal t imes; only the cultures have changed. Yet 

today Utah is inhabited by many wealthy whi te farmers who pro
duce not only an adequate supply of food for themselves, but even 
a huge surplus that is exported to other places. The technology of 
modern whites has al lowed them to nul l i fy the environmental 
l imitat ions. 

How poorly equipped the Shoshone were to cope wi th this en
v i ronment can be seen f rom the number of their cultural elements 
(the tools, weapons, beliefs, and practices of a society), which 
totaled about three thousand. In comparison, the United States 
armed forces invading North Africa dur ing Wor ld War II unloaded 
five hundred thousand elements of material culture alone. No one 
could hazard a guess as to the large number of cultural elements 
possessed by a wealthy whi te farmer near Salt Lake City today, to 
say nothing of the enormous number of elements of Modern 
America, wh ich surely wou ld run to many mil l ions. 

But take caution not to misinterpret this comparison between 
the impoverished Red man and the technological whi te. No claim 
for the superiority in intell igence of one race over another has ever 
wi thstood scientific scrutiny. At various times Shoshone geniuses 
must have invented permanent shelters. But the Shoshone popu
lace always rejected l iving in houses because their local food sup
ply was precarious, and the family continually had to abandon its 
shelter and move on to new foraging territory. The whi te settlers 
should not have condemned the Shoshone for l iving under mere 
piles of brush; they should have applauded the Shoshone for hav
ing had the intell igence not to be tempted by anything so ostenta
tious, yet so useless for their culture, as a house. 

Because of the simplici ty of their culture and the l imitations 
imposed by the environment, the Great Basin Shoshone over 
much of their range lived at the density of one person to fifty 

square miles, and in some places only one every hundred miles. 
No more than a few families could remain together for any length 
of t ime; there simply was not enough food to go around. A few 
families might come together for cooperative hunts or live in 
small winter settlements, but they soon dispersed to their indiv id
ual hunt ing grounds. It is no wonder, then, that the Shoshone 
existed at the simplest level of human organization known, the 
irreducible m in imum of the family. 

No human organization can be simpler than the family, which is 
a stable association of a man, a woman, and their chi ldren. It is as 
basic as is possible to get in interpersonal relations, but simple as 
it is, the family is the foundat ion upon which larger bands and 
more complex social organizations have been buil t . That is because 
of the several relationships involving the female: A married female 
is in conjugal relationship w i th her husband, in biological rela
t ionship w i th her chi ldren, and in social relationship wi th the 
family into which she was born and which she left to get married. 

An isolated human in a pr imi t ive society is usually a dead 
human, and that is why unmarried or w idowed relatives always 
attach themselves to some family. A Shoshone family was a self-
sufficient unit that carried out all the economic activities from 
product ion to consumpt ion. There was division of labor: Women 
gathered plant food, made baskets, prepared meals; men hunted, 
not only for meat but also for hides and furs needed for winter 
c lothing. The male head of the Shoshone family was its entire po
lit ical organization and its who le legal system. The family offered 
almost all that the Shoshone needed, which is not to say that this 
is what the Shoshone wanted. His lot wou ld have been much 
easier were he able to exist in larger social units. As a matter of 
fact, the nuclear family probably never existed outside of theory, 
for a tendency was constantly at work to unite several families into 
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Abundance and the chiefdomship permitted North
west Coast Indians a class of artists. Above, a shaman's 
bone tube, used to blow away sickness. (Peabody Museum) 

a higher level of social integrat ion, a loose band. That was done 
by marriage alliances. As families wandered about seeking rabbits 
or seeds ripe enough for harvest, they occasionally came into con
tact w i th other families. Most usually these families were ones into 
wh ich their relatives had married or wh ich were potential pro
viders of spouses for their chi ldren. 

Relatives are important in a pr imi t ive society such as that of the 
Shoshone. It is pleasant to see them a few times a year, to sit 
around the campfire w i th them, and swap stories; they also can 
be counted upon to avenge wrongs and to share food in times of 
acute shortage. The importance of relatives also helps us to under
stand the reason for prohibi t ions against incest, for incest repre
sents a threat to the entire band because it prevents alliances 
gained through marrying-out. The more pr imi t ive the group is, the 
more of a threat it is, which explains why the concept of incest is 
most sharply def ined and violations most drastically punished 
among the very pr imi t ive groups. 

Much has been wr i t ten about the precariousness of the 
Shoshone food supply. Indeed, the occurrence of both 
their plant and animal food was unpredictable f rom year 

to year because of the variations in rainfall. A particular area might 
be wet one year—al lowing plants to grow, which in turn nourished 
animal prey—but be dry and sparse for several years thereafter. 
Almost no localities provided a dependable food supply, and so 
the Shoshone families spent a good deal of t ime moving about 
f rom place to place. 

Most people assume that the members of the Shoshone band 
worked ceaselessly in an unremit t ing search for sustenance. Such 
a dramatic picture might appear conf i rmed by an erroneous theory 
almost everyone recalls f rom schooldays: A high culture emerges 
only when the people have the leisure to bui ld pyramids or to 
create art. The fact is that high civi l izat ion is hectic and that p r im
itive hunters and collectors of w i ld food , like the Shoshone, are 
among the most leisured people on earth. 

The Shoshone had nothing but t ime on their hands, wh ich is 
what made them appear unusually lazy to whi te settlers. Their 
leisure is explained not by laziness but by an absence of tech
nology to store and preserve food. They might cache some seeds 
or nuts for the winter, but a bonanza in rabbits d id them no good 
because they d id not know of any way to preserve the meat. Once 
a Shoshone caught a fish he had to consume it immediately before 
it spoi led, because he had never learned to dry and smoke it. He 
had no way to cope w i th a surplus. There were times of the year 
when the Shoshone were surrounded by an incredible abundance 

of game animals, but they derived no benefits f rom it. Even though 
pronghorn antelopes might suddenly become abundant, the Sho
shone ceased further hunt ing unti l they consumed what they had 
already ki l led. 

Even when their food supply was nearly exhausted the Shoshone 
still d id not work very hard. Since they consumed a wide variety 
of foods, they had the choice of going after whatever was most 
readily available at the t ime. If the fish were migrating upstream, 
then they merely went out and harvested that resource. If not, 
then they probably knew some place where a supply of seeds was 
ripening. They might have to trudge many miles for their supply, 
but there was nothing haphazard about the undertaking; they 
knew exactly what was available and in which direct ion it lay. 

The tendency was always present among the Shoshone for 
several families to unite and to form a more complex order 
of social organization, a band. An important unif ier was the 

cooperat ion necessary for a rabbit or a pronghorn antelope hunt. 
Four elements were essential before a cooperative hunt could be 
organized: a large supply of game, several families (preferably re
lated), nets, and a leader. If just one of the elements was lacking, 
then the hunt could not be held. But when all elements were pres
ent, the cooperative hunt yielded more game than the same indi
viduals could kil l acting separately. 

Al though several families cooperated closely dur ing the hunt, 
there were good reasons why such cooperation established only 
temporary bonds. Neither the t ime nor the place for the next co
operative hunt could be foreto ld; it was held when the game was 
abundant enough to make the hunt wor th the effort and when 
families, nets, and a rabbit boss all came together at the same 
place and t ime. No one could anticipate which families wou ld 
happen to be near each other when all essentials for a hunt were 
present. 

In some areas of the Great Basin a more reliable food supply 
permit ted several Shoshone families to remain and continue to 
cooperate. In these areas, both the larger populat ion and the need 
to maintain peaceful relations wi th non-Shoshone neighbors cre
ated a role for leadership. The first whi te explorers to arrive in 
these parts of Nevada were del ighted to f ind leaders w i th whom 
they could make treaties. The leader of a Shoshone band, however, 
possessed nothing like the poli t ical power of a chief. Agreements 
the Shoshone leaders made w i th whites in good faith were not 
kept by other Shoshone, because in band society no mechanism 
existed to enforce the leader's agreements. 

Before the coming of the whites, the Shoshone, pi t i fu l and im
poverished as they were, had nevertheless achieved one of the 
noblest aspirations of civi l ized man. They d id not engage in war
fare. The explanation lies not in some superior Shoshone ethic or 
in their being Noble Red Men, but in more practical matters. The 
Shoshone did not wage war because they had no reason to. They 
had no desire to gain mil i tary honors, for these were meaningless 
in their k ind of society. They had no territories to defend, for a 
terri tory is valuable only at those times when it is producing food, 
and those were precisely the times when the Shoshone cooper
ated, rather than made war. Even if they had wanted to steal f rom 
richer neighboring Indians, they lacked both the weapons and a 
society sufficiently complex to be organized for concerted action. 
Whenever other Indians invaded their lands and attacked them, 
the Shoshone did not fight back but simply ran away and hid. 

But when that new culture element introduced by whites, the 
horse, spread northward f rom New Mexico into Shoshone lands, 
it was greeted in various ways, depending upon the degree of im-

20 



poverishment of the different Shoshone groups. The horse made 
evident the subtle cultural differences between the slightly 
wealthier Shoshone and their poorer relatives. The Shoshone l iving 
at the lowest subsistence level in the arid port ions of the Great 
Basin found no value at all in horses. In fact, horses consumed the 
very plants upon which these Shoshone fed. 

Farther north there was more grass—and, more important, bison 
herds. There, too, Shoshone families had already developed more 
permanent ways of cooperat ing than the occasional rabbit drives. 
The coming of the horse was the catalyst that enabled families to 
unite into predatory bands of mounted horsemen. The Ute, for 
example, obtained some horses by about 1820, and almost imme
diately they began raiding neighboring Indians, later attacking 
Mormons and other whi te settlers in their lands. The mounted Ute 
even made it a practice to raid their Shoshone relatives of Nevada 
in the early spring, when they were weak after a winter of hunger; 
the Ute then fattened them for sale as slaves to the Spaniards in 
Santa Fe. 

F
or more than ten thousand years the Shoshone and their an
cestors had scratched out much the same sort of precarious 
l iv ing. Then for perhaps fifty years some of them became the 

temporary lords of an immense region between the Rocky M o u n 
tains and the Sierra Cascade ranges. By 1870, though, their burst 
of splendor had been extinguished. They had been defeated by 
other Indians and finally by the United States Army. Their lands 
were quickly f i l l ing up w i th whi te settlers, and in 1872 Major John 
Wesley Powell , explorer of Grand Canyon and founder of the 
Bureau of American Ethnology, described the effects: "Their hunt
ing grounds have been spoi led, their favorite valleys are occupied 
by whi te men, and they are compel led to scatter in small bands 
to obtain subsistence. . . . They are in an exceedingly demoral ized 
state; they prowl about the min ing camps, begging and pi l fer ing, 
the women prost i tut ing themselves to the lust of the lower class 
of men. " 

Shameful as the condit ions of the Shoshone were—and to a 
great extent still are—these people were spared the complete dis
ruption experienced by other Indian groups that possessed more 
elaborate social organizations. The Shoshone had l i t t le to lose: 
They were united in no complex fabric of cul ture, meticulously 
woven strand by strand, to be r ipped apart suddenly by the in
vasion of whites. As whi te families settled the lands that had once 
been theirs, the Shoshone went on as they had before, except that 
they attached themselves to whi te families instead of to Indian 
ones. Few Shoshone had ever known anything beyond an intoler
ably low standard of l iv ing, so they easily made do w i th the low 
wages the whites paid for their occasional labor. When they were 
forced to move about, either to f ind work or to be herded onto 
reservations, they d id not suffer the extreme anguish many other 
Indian groups d id under similar condi t ions; the Shoshone had 
never been t ied to any particular localities in the past. There was 
little for the whites to d isrupt—no bonds of communi ty , no elab
orate ceremonial societies, no complex pol i t ical organizat ion. 

The Shoshone cont inued to maintain themselves as they always 
had, on the family level. Al l their family customs—kinship rela
tions, chi ld-rearing, belief in magic, and even games—continued 
as before. Their leaders easily switched over to a role not much 
different f rom organizing a cooperative rabbit dr ive: They nego
tiated for several cooperat ing families in dealings w i th whites. For 
all these reasons the Shoshone made a comparatively smooth 
transition to wh i te society, surviving the wars, epidemics, famine, 
and humi l ia t ion that destroyed numerous other Indian societies. 

Relations between whites and Shoshone have been amiable, on 
the who le , and these Indians today do not seem to bear the deep-
seated resentment toward whites that most other Indian groups do. 

//. THE AFFLUENT SOCIETIES 

N
orthwest Coast culture refers to the Indian groups of d i 

verse languages and physical stocks inhabit ing the narrow 
strip of land between the continent 's westernmost moun
tains and the Pacific Ocean f rom eastern Alaska to north

ern Cali fornia, a distance of some fifteen hundred miles. The 
subsistence pattern of all these Indians must technically be re
garded as hunting-and-gathering; yet, because of a fortuitous 
combinat ion of environmental factors, their food supply was more 
like the abundance reaped f rom intensive agriculture. So rich are 
the products of the sea and the land along this coast that the In
dians "harvested" them much as agricultural Indians l iving on 
ferti le soils harvested their fields. 

Al though the environment does not determine the kind of cul 
ture that w i l l arise in any particular place, as I indicated when 
discussing the Shoshone, it nevertheless provides l imitations and 
opportuni t ies. The abundance of food on the Northwest Coast 
led to a populat ion that was basically sedentary. The incredible 
yield of the seas, together wi th the discovery of ways to preserve 
fish by smoking and drying, resulted in the pi l ing up of vast sur
pluses, which in turn gave rise to large populations, much larger 
than might be anticipated in a hunt ing economy not located in 
such a favorable environment. The Northwest Coast Indians might 
have developed any one of several different kinds of societies, but 
they handled this large populat ion w i th its food surplus by devel
op ing elaborate institutions based largely on wealth, status, and 
rank. 

A particular k ind of social organization arose here—the chief-
d o m , wh ich transcends the tr ibe in two important ways. A 
chiefdom usually has a more dense populat ion; and the chiefdom 
is better integrated in its economic, social, and religious life. 
Chiefdoms arise most often in environments where an abundance 

A Kwakiutl eagle mask represents the "human spirit" 
of the bird. (Denver Art Museum) 
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of food and materials is obtained f rom a variety of sources such 
as the sea, beaches, forests, rivers, mountains. A lowly band ex
ploits this k ind of environment by moving f rom place to place, 
first f ishing the river, then going to the forest to pick berries, later 
moving up the slopes to hunt big game, and so on . But a chiefdom 
can exploit such an environment dif ferently and much more ef f i 
ciently. In the ch ie fdom, the people do not move around. One 
group lives most of the t ime near the river, and fishes; another 
group resides in the forest and specializes in hunt ing game; a third 
gathers plant food . Each group channels the food and raw materials 
to a central author i ty—the " c h i e f " — w h o then redistributes them 
to all. 

Two areas exist in North America where such environments 
prevail and where chiefdoms arose: the Northwest Coast and the 
Circum-Caribbean area (southeastern Uni ted States f rom Virginia 
to Texas, Central America south of Guatemala, the large islands of 
the West Indies, and Venezuela). In other parts of the wor ld , chief
doms were most abundant in the myriad islands of Polynesia, 
Micronesia, and Melanesia; among the steppe nomads of central 
Asia ( including the Turkic and Mongol hordes of less than a thou
sand years ago); and in West Africa among the Ashanti, Benin, and 
Dahomey—before whites taught them to become slavers. 

Other places in North America also were blessed w i th an en
v i ronment w i th the potential i ty to yield a surplus, yet their hunters 
and gatherers, l ike the Shoshone, remained at the band or tribal 
level and never reached the level of the ch iefdom. These people 
were unable to create a surplus because they never learned to 
preserve and to store food , and so there was no need for a central 
author i ty to redistr ibute goods. The Plains tribes were surrounded 
by the summer abundance of bison, but all they ever learned to do 
was-to save some meat as jerkee or pemmican. For the rest of the 
year they were mostly at the mercy of the environment, l iving off 
their meager supplies and hoping to f ind stray bison dur ing the 
winter. Lack of a technology of food storage places severe limits 
on how complex a society can become cultural ly, for the society 
has no way to sustain its social, economic, and pol i t ical links dur
ing the long periods of scarcity. The Northwest Coast people, on 
the other hand, were remarkably eff icient in developing a tech
nology of food preservation. 

The chief was basically the group's economist. It was his respon
sibi l i ty to lay aside sufficient supplies of food and raw materials 
and to distr ibute them as needed. But he was also every bit as 
much a f igurehead for his people as is the monarch of England 
today. The Tsimshian who l ived on the coast opposite the Queen 
Charlotte Islands in British Columbia were bound together by loy
alty to their chief and by part ic ipat ion in his activities. They took 
extravagant care of h im f rom the cradle to the grave. They bui l t his 
grandiose house, saw that he d id no manual work, and f inanced 
his elaborate feasts given to demonstrate his superiority over a 
neighboring chief; and when it was all over they bur ied h im w i th 
much mourn ing. If a member of another chiefdom even acciden
tally caused the slightest inconvenience to their chief, the Tsim
shian rose as one to vengeance. Since the reputat ion of the 
Tsimshian among their neighbors depended upon the reputation 
of the chief himself, he could demand support and assistance in 
warfare. 

The weakness inherent in the chiefdom was the chief's lack of 
legalized force to carry out his wishes. A modern American as
sumes that pol i t ical decisions made by his government w i l l be 
enforced by specialists w i th legally sanctioned pol ice powers. The 
chief lacked any such monopoly of force. He was the central au
thor i ty, but if his personality lost its charm, then he no longer 

could funct ion as chief. Sometimes a strong chief successfully 
overruled opposi t ion; but in most cases the chief realized that his 
powers were not as limitless as the horizon of the gray Pacific. 

Once a man has been elevated to the posit ion of chief, his 
who le lineage is at the same t ime elevated in rank and 
status. That is why, in the evolut ion of culture, rank ap

pears for the first t ime at the level of the ch ie fdom; bands and 
tribes, on the other hand, are egalitarian. Every member of the 
chief's family becomes a l i tt le better than any member of any 
other family, a situation somewhat equivalent to Europe in the 
Midd le Ages, where each new king created a new nobi l i ty of his 
family and descendants. 

Once a society starts to keep track of who is who, there is no 
tel l ing where genealogical bookkeeping wi l l end. In Northwest 
Coast society it d id not end unti l the very last and lowliest cit izen 
knew his precise hereditary rank w i th a defined distance f rom the 
chief. There is a record of a Kwakiut l feast in which each of the 
658 guests f rom thirteen subdivisions of the chiefdom knew 
whether he was, say, number 437 or number 438. In a ch iefdom, 
particularly among the higher ranks, the game of genealogies as
sumes such importance that Polynesian chiefs, for example, are 
supposed to have been able to reel off their genealogies going 
back f i f ty generations. 

In most chiefdoms around the wor ld , the emphasis on rank and 
status has resulted in a class system of chiefs, nobles, and com
moners. But the Northwest Coast lacked classes, for no two people 
belonged to preciely the same class—and even identical twins 
were ranked in the order of their b i r th. The only quality lay in 
every man's knowledge that he had a place in the rank order. A l 
though no distinct class of nobles was set off against a class of 
commoners, some individuals were generally recognized as " h i g h " 
and others as " l o w , " but it was impossible to define exactly the 
l ine between them. 

The whole question of ranking in the Northwest Coast became 
of crucial importance at the potlatches, those extravagant feasts 
at which gifts were distr ibuted to every guest. Gifts had to be given 
out in some kind of order to avoid a chaotic scramble, and the 
most logical way was to give the most important man his gift first; 
then the next highest ranking individual was given a somewhat 
lesser share, and so on down the line unti l the lowliest cit izen re
ceived his pittance. By the t ime all gifts had been distr ibuted, each 
knew the exact number of his rank; he knew also that this number 
had been announced to everyone at the potlach, and that it wou ld 
soon be known throughout the chiefdom. 

Each Northwest Coast Indian achieved his precise rank partly 
through birth and inheritance, partly through accident, and more 
rarely through social maneuvering. Opportuni t ies for social mo
bi l i ty were few. Every parent wanted his chi ld to marry someone 
of greater rank; so all these ambit ions canceled each other out, 
and most marriages were between men and women of roughly 
equivalent rank. Inheritance and accident were much more im
portant. Much as w i th European laws of pr imogeniture, the North
west Coast Indians were reluctant to div ide up inheritances. So a 
man usually passed on his estate intact to his eldest sister's eldest 
son if he belonged to the matril ineal Tl ingit, Haida, Tsimshian, or 
Haisla—or to his own eldest son if he belonged to one of the 
patri l ineal Northwest Coast societies. 

If someone were the second son of the second sister of a chief 
among the Tlingit, his ranking was low and his prospects for ad
vancement unpromising. But an accident might completely alter 
the situation. If a canoe carrying his aunt's sons, as wel l as his own 
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The creation of the 
pro fess iona l art ist 
m i g h t b e c o m e a 
commodi ty for sale 
or t r a d e - a s in the 
case of this Haida 
carving of an Indian 
canoe m a n n e d by 
whi te sea l ion hunt
ers. (Smithsonian In
stitution) 

older brother, were swept out to sea and lost, then he was sud
denly elevated to first in the line of inheritance. He overnight be
came a prominent ci t izen, and the next potlatch wou ld conf i rm 
him as, say, number 13 instead of his previous number 130. Once 
the whites arr ived, the diseases they brought and the slaves they 
took suddenly left vacant many positions of rank which very lowly 
relatives f i l led at a single hurdle. 

Only one gap existed in the orderly ranking of Northwest Coast 
society: the division between free men and "slaves." The latter 
were not really part of the society; they were usually war captives 
from some other ch ie fdom, were not related to anyone w i th rank 
in the society, and had no rank of their own . Unl ike the true slaves 
of western colonial ism, they were not a product ive part of the 
economy. The "s lave" was more a trophy of war and a prestige 
item than a producer of economic wealth. There is no just i f icat ion 
for call ing the Northwest Coast cultures slave societies, and in the 
rest of this discussion these people w i l l be referred to as "capt ives." 

Some whi te apologists have claimed that it is in man's nature to 
enslave other men; as evidence they have pointed to the Nor th
west Coast Indians or to Africans w h o formerly put other Africans 
in chains. The truth is that slavery has never been proved to exist 
in any pr imi t ive society beneath the level of the state, except 
where the primit ives learned slave making f rom a more complex 
culture. Primit ive peoples in West Africa and in the Philippines 
were taught the slave trade by the Spaniards; they were responding 
to the economic incentives of Western civi l izat ion and not to 
those of their o w n cultures. The closest any American Indian so
ciety ever came to slavery was the "deb t slavery" practiced in 
some parts of the Northwest Coast, particularly in California and 
Oregon. Debts might be incurred in a variety of ways, most com
monly by gambl ing. A man rescued f rom drown ing also owed a 
debt to his rescuer, and if he could not pay it then he became his 
rescuer's debt-slave unt i l the obl igat ion was worked off, or, as was 

more likely, his kinsmen ransomed h im. In every case, the master 
owned only the slave's economic services and was not al lowed to 
harm h im physically in any way. 

The Northwest Coast captive was an object of contempt, and he 
lacked any rights at al l . Marriage was al lowed only w i th other cap
tives. A captive's only hope was to be ransomed by his kinsmen; 
usually his family made every effort to buy his return, although the 
stigma attached to having been a captive was so great that some
times his relatives refused to ransom h im because they d id not 
want their family's shame back in their village. 

A Northwest Coast captive could be ki l led at the wh im of his 
master. Among the Tl ingit , for example, it was the custom to put 
the body of a captive in the bot tom of the hole dug to secure the 
heavy post for a new house. This was not intended to "sanct i fy" 
or to "b less" the house in any way, but just to show that the 
bui lder was of such high rank he could not only put up a house, 
but he could also dispose of one of his assets. For similar purposes 
of gaining prestige, sometimes the bodies of dead captives were 
used as rollers over which a visit ing chief could slide his canoe to 
beach it. However, captives were seldom put to death; an owner 
might just as easily free one as ki l l h im, since in that way also the 
owner could show off his prestige. 

Occupational specialization occurs to a minor degree in 
tribes and even on rare occasions in bands. A great leap 
forward occurs at the chiefdom level: Specialization be

comes an integral part of the economic system, and it exists at 
every step from product ion through redistr ibut ion. The man who 
spends his t ime creating art needs berries, and the man who knows 
where to f ind berries usually does not know how to produce art; 
and both of them need fish f rom the sea and game from the forest. 

(Continued on page 62) 
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A Memoir of Tonopah, 1904 

BY MRS. HUGH BROWN 

"Trained," by her own account, "for nothing except how to be a lady," Mrs. Hugh Brown 
entered into the brawling, sometimes primitive frontier conditions of the mining town 

of Tonopah, Nevada, in 1904 with characteristic vigor—and remained there for the next 
twenty years. More than fifty years later, she set down her reminiscences of the Tonopah 

years in Lady in Boomtown, published last month by T H E AMERICAN WEST. In the 
following excerpt from her book, Mrs. Brown recalls the jubilant Railroad Days celebration 

of July, 1904, when a shortline railroad at last linked Tonopah to the outside 
world and heralded progress and prosperity in the years before bonanza became borasca. 

RAILROAD DAYS —July 25, 26, and 27, 1904. Days are 

. milestones in life, and certainly these days were 

milestones in Tonopah ' s life and mine. 

July 25 had been selected as the date for the driving of 

the last spike — a gold one, of course — to mark the com

pletion of the rai lroad between T o n o p a h Junct ion, a 

few miles south of Sodaville, and Tonopah . T h e days of 

the stagecoach and twenty-mule team were drawing to 

an end. 

A three-day celebration was planned. For weeks com

mittees had been working on details: literary exercises, 

music, decorations, games, drilling, free lemonade, and 

ice cream, dancing, fireworks. T h e whole world was in

vited. Also coming to town was the "Carson Band," a 

group of young businessmen from Carson City who 

played at every notable event in Nevada. 

For several months Hugh and I had sauntered each 

evening to the brow of the hill, whence we could view 

the sunset and at the same time watch the daily progress 

of the distant speck on the desert that we knew was the 

railroad construction camp. T o my ever-dramatic mind, 

the camp, as it grew larger with its slow advance, had all 

the elements of a deliverer. 

By the middle of July it was a fifty-fifty gamble as to 
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whether the rails would actually be in place in time for 

the celebration to proceed on schedule. Every available 

man was hired, and many men in town volunteered their 

services. As a result, the road was graded, the ties placed, 

and the rails laid. T h e engine was run over the rails and 

spikes were driven into the rails behind the engine. Any

thing and everything was done that would help to lay 

the last few miles of track before the appointed day. 

About five o'clock in the afternoon of July 24, the last 

rail was in place, the engine pulled into the freight yard, 

and every mine whistle in the district turned loose to let 

us know the celebration was really on. But no one knew 

even then whether the track could be made safe for the 

special trains to roll over them into the T o n o p a h sta

tion, trains that were already on their way from Reno, 

Carson City, and even from California. On the edge of 

town, huge bonfires made great pools of light, in which 

we could see men and horses sweating and straining to 

anchor the rails to the ties. In case the track could not 

be used, Tasker Oddie 's teams would stand by to haul 

the passengers that last quar ter mile. 

Sometime around daybreak I awoke suddenly to a 

sound on the air — music! band music! from somewhere 

far olf. Cold shivers ran through me, and 1 wept softly, 

much to Hugh 's puzzlement. Never have I heard music 

more tremblingly beautiful than the distant strains of 

the Carson Band on its way uptown from the station in 

that early morn ing of July 25, 1904. 

T h e day dawned clear and hot. At eight o'clock the 

celebration started with the detonat ion of several rounds 

of powder from the top of Mount Oddie. As early as pos

sible I dragged Hugh downtown, determined not to miss 

a tiling. Many of the events took place on the two main 

streets, now hung with (lags and festooned with colorful 

bunt ing. Knowing that we would have a ringside seat, 

we had invited our little coterie of friends to come to 

Hugh's office in the Golden Block and enjoy the sights 

from the cool vantage point of its wide windows. 

T h e day was a welding of the pageantry of the Old 

West and the New: Indians, cowboys, ranchers, miners, 

prospectors, soldiers of fortune. Each group had its 

sprinkling of women and children, all decked out for 

the holiday; and there was something for everybody. 

At ten o'clock came the parade with handsome old 

John Cuddy at its head, mounted on a brown horse, his 

white hair and flowing mustache making him every inch 

the Marshal of the Parade. Behind him, in blue and 

For the children, the highlight of Railroad Days 
was J. H. HalTs free ice cream and lemonade. 

The most popular vantage points for the parade 
were the "box seats" on top of the Golden Block. 

white uniform, marched the Carson Band, followed by 

Indians in full regalia, eagle-feather headdress, fringed 

deerskin, and all. In the center of the parade came one 

of Tasker 's road-grading wagons turned into a float, on 

which rode four young girls with fluttering white dresses 

and flowing hair. After them tame a tent mounted on a 

small truck pulled by a couple of young men. Tied to 

the back of the truck was a little grey burro, and fastened 

to his harness was a canvas banner that read, ME AND J I M 

FOUND TONOPAH. 

One of the young laches from the float, Miss Belle Pep

per, was crowned Queen of Railroad Days in a pretty 

ceremony on the platform erected in the center of the 

street. Th i s was followed by "literary exercises" consist-
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ing of a stirring speech and closing with a solo by Lenore 

Sollender. T h e n we all t rouped down to the railroad 

yard to see the driving of the golden spike. 

T h e afternoon, al though very hot, was given over to 

races and contests: pie-eating, where little boys emerged 

from a tussle with blackberry pie looking as if they had 

been attacked by swarming bees; ladies' nail-driving con

tests, where women of all ages drove nails into a plank, 

hi t t ing more fingernails than wire ones; races of every 

description for all ages, sexes, and nationalities. 

At the scene of the contests and races, Al Meyers was 

king. Al, one of the original locators of Goldfield, along 

with Charlie Taylor and Harry Stimler, had made a fab

ulous fortune through the sale of his claims. On this day 

he became a self-constituted dispenser of prize money, Ore wagons, draped with bunting, joined the parade. 

Main Street, 1903. Before the railroad, all 
freight had to be hauled in via wagons. 

standing in the center of the street and singling out dis

consolate losers. "Hey, you there! Tel l the kid with the 

freckles to come here." Over and over again 1 heard him 

call to some youngster in the crowd. "Did you get a 

prize?" 

"No, sir." 

"Why sure you did. Here, here's a dollar. Tha t ' s third 

prize. You ran a fine race. Here, you go over there and 

tell that fellow you want some ice cream. Is this your 

sister? No? Well, you take her along anyway. Hey, what 's 

the matter , a big galoot like you comin' in fourth? Here! 

Now go get yourself an ice cream soda. Go on. Qui t 

cryin'!" 

"Aw, I ain ' t cryin'!" 

"Sure you are. T h e y can hear ya bawlin ' way over to 

Goldfield. Go drown yer sorrow in a soda mug. Go on." 

"Gee, thanks, mister. Hey, fellas! He gave me five dol

lars! Come on!" 

"What ' s the matter, lady? Ya didn ' t miss them nails, 

by any chance? Yea, sure, that's strawberry jam on your 

fingers. Well, here, go buy the old man a drink. Tel l 'im 

you got first prize for bein' game. Tel l 'im I said so." 

All afternoon, out in the hot sun, Al Meyers picked 

losers and handed out dollars. Many men have that sym

pathetic impulse to comfort the loser but few have the 

chance or the wherewithal to accomplish it. 

Later that night we heard that Al was down in a back 

room of the Merchants Hotel playing roulette with 

twenty-dollar gold pieces, five to each turn of the wheel. 

It was always a show when any of the big gamblers got 

to playing for high stakes, so we went down to swell the 

crowd standing in the shadows watching. Al Meyers on 

one side of the table under the big light and the dealer 

on the other, the little ball spinning, dropping at last 

into a slot witli that unmistakable click that breaks the 

breathless tension. 

Wha t Al Meyers lost that night was u p in the thou

sands. His money didn ' t last very long, but while it did, 

he lived his idea of a king's life. Tha t ' s something of 

which few of us can boast. 

Many sjiectacular figures were in evidence during the 

celebration. Hugh called my attention to Governor John 

Sparks, walking down the street with another man. T h e 

man with the governor, Hugh told me, was Jack Davis, 

Sparks' hired gunman. January Jones and his pal Bar 

Francis, swaggered down the street among the merry

makers, too, both ostentatiously carrying their guns. 
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During the celebration I also had a glimpse of Harry 

Ramsey, which explained to me somewhat his reputa

tion as a cold, deliberate killer. I wanted to feel the ex

citement of the contests at close range, so I left the van

tage point of Hugh ' s oflice window to skirt the crowd 

below. Looking through the mass of spectators, I caught 

sight of Harry Ramsey as lie faced a man in front of him, 

his lips taut and his eyes glistening. In a moment the 

other man scuttled away. I would like to have known 

what Harry Ramsey's next move would have been if his 

antagonist had not disappeared, for every time I recall 

the incident, it gives me the same shiver 1 had that day. 

T h e second Rai l road Day was marked by a un ique 

event of mining-town celebrations, the double-handed 

drilling contest. T w o men work as a team, with steel 

drills and a hammer weighing sixteen pounds, to drill 

holes in granite, competing with other teams for prizes 

running into hundreds of dollars. A dril l ing contest is 

the most exciting exhibi t ion of skill and courage I know 

of. Today it is a thing of the past. When machine drills 

were invented, hand dril l ing was over; but in 1904, min

ers drilled in competit ion to prove who had the surest 

aim, the quickest stroke, and the strongest arm. Under 

the platform in the center of the street was a huge block 

of granite, a selected piece of Gunnison granite hauled 

in by mule team from Colorado for the occasion. T h e 

top of the block was flush with the floor of the platform, 

and into this rock each two-man team wotdd drill for fif

teen minutes. T h e pair reaching the greatest depth was 

the winner. 

The team, with its seconds, comes onto the platform 

stripped to the waist. One man carries the hammers, and 

The double-handed drilling contest—an event 
unique to mining town celebrations. 

his partner carries a long, heavy roll of canvas, which 

contains the two sets of drills, sharpened for the contest. 

Each drill is about an inch in diameter, and they vary 

in length from a foot to four feet. 

Each man has his own hammer and set of drills. All 

are carefully laid out in precise order after being exam

ined by an impartial official. T h e short drills are placed 

near at hand, the longer ones at the back within reach. 

T h e n , with infinite care, each team selects the sjxtt in the 

granite boulder where they will drill. Grani te has seams 

that are often harder or softer than the rest of the rock, 

so the s|x>t selected is important . 

T w o men get into position, one crouching down and 

clasping the shortest drill close around the head, his 

partner standing over him, his hammer uplifted, ready 

to deliver the first blow. T h e timer gives the signal by 

touching him on the shoulder. 

T h e first tap of the hammer is soft, just enough to give 

the drill a straight push, for the hole must be started 

straight. T h e next blow is a bit harder, and by the fourth 

blow, or the fifth, the hole is on its way, and the man's 

body bends to the blows as they grow more and more 

powerful. 
A slow-running hose attached to a barrel pours water 

into the hole as the man crouching over the drill moves 

it skillfully u p and down and around after each hammer 

blow. At all costs the steel must be kept from sticking in 

the rock. If a drill sticks —"fitchered," they call it — pre

cious seconds are lost, for it must be tapped loose before 

it can be struck again. If it does not spring loose, the 

spectators know it will break olf, and the unlucky pair 

must start a new hole. 

Every thirty seconds the partners change places. When 

the moment approaches for the change, the man holding 

the drill grasps his own hammer with one hand and 

gives the drill one last turn with the other, while the 

timer, watch in hand, touches the standing partner on 

the shoulder. At the signal the man flings his hammer 

aside, then crouches down and grabs the drill with both 

hands as his partner springs to his feet ready to deliver 

the next blow. T h e new man on the hammer comes 

down without missing the rhythm of a stroke or the 

fraction of a second. 

As the depth of the hole increases and a longer steel 

is necessary, the first drill must be jerked out and the 

new one inserted without breaking the rhythm of the 

hammer. Th i s is easy when the drills are short, but when 

a three-foot steel must be yanked out and a four-foot one 
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dropped unerringly into the inch-wide hole, the maneu
ver must be accomplished with unerring precision. If 
the drill is lifted a fraction of a second too slowly, a 
stroke can be lost, which can mean a half inch at the 
finish. 

Listen to the crowd! Cheers, catcalls. Bets are yelled 
out. "Lean on that stick there!" "Two to one on this 
team!" "We got our money on ya, Bill!" "I'll take ya!" 
"Put 'er down, boys!" Twelve minutes. Thirteen, four
teen! The timer lifts his hand above the bending backs. 

crowd groaned, knowing what had happened. After an 
instant flinch, the man crouched over the drill, looked 
up at his towering partner, and yelled, "Come down, 
you!" Down came the hammer. The men cheered and 
the women cried. The hand on the drill began to turn 
red, but still it held on to the drill. When the injured 
man's turn came to rise and hold the hammer, the blood 
crept down his arm until it looked as if it had been 
thrust into a pot of red paint. The blood ran into the 
hole and mixed with water from the hose. Everytime 

A tug-o'-war between men from the West End and the Extension. 
When their faces turned black, Mrs. Brown left. 

The hammer blows quicken. The crowd sways and mur
murs. Fifteen minutes! The hand descends. 

The drillers stand panting while every drop of water 
is sucked out of the hole, and the officials insert the 
measuring rod. The crowd is still. The official straight
ens up and bellows: "Thirty-nine and one-half inches!" 
More cheers, a few groans, more betting. By this time, 
the next team is in place, and their followers are cheer
ing for them. 

A drilling contest has everything: technique, beauty, 
endurance, speed, and danger. If the hammer descends 
a fraction of an inch out of line on the tiny head of the 
drill, a man's hand may be crushed. 

Once during my life in Tonopah I saw a man's hand 
struck. Suddenly the hammer poised in midair. The 

the hammer descended, the red fluid sloshed up and 
spattered nearby onlookers. The man sagged lower after 
every blow, but he never gave up until the timer's hand 
signaled fifteen minutes. Then he fell over in a dead 
faint. The platform looked like a slaughtering block. 

Champion drillers were kings, known and feted 
throughout the mining world. The prize money was 
accompanied by cases of champagne and liquors. 

The third day's celebration consisted of a single-
handed drilling contest, cowboy races, bucking contests, 
and a baseball game. Late in the afternoon we went 
down near the railroad to see the tug-of-war, but when 
the men turned black, it made me sick and I fled. Every 
night there was dancing, and on the last evening, a 
gorgeous display of fireworks. [ 
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COLLECTORS CHOICE 
Number 2 in a Series 

"We cross the prairies, as of old 
The Pi lgr ims crossed the sea . . ." 

BYJOAN PATERSON KERR 

THE PHOTOGRAPH ON THE KOI.LOWING PAGES of a lonely 

burial plot on the Kansas prairie at the turn of the 

century is one that I find immensely compelling. Among 

thousands of pictures that 1 examined, while put t ing to

gether American Album, it instantly captured my imag

ination. Beyond the strangely ornate monument to Pat

rick Flanagan, of County Roscommon, Ireland, nothing 

is visible in this picture across the endless plain to the 

far-off horizon. Not a figure, not a building, not even a 

road meets the eye in this bleak landscape. But the pho

tographer, Joseph J. Pennell of Junction City, Kansas, 

has caught a little girl in the act of placing flowers on 

what is probably her grandfather 's grave. Standing dose 

by, hand on h ip and hat in hand, dressed in Sunday best, 

staring sternly at the camera, is surely Patrick Flanagan's 

son come on a Sunday to pay his respects. T h e grave of 

the mother waits silently beside her husband's, her side 

of the granite monumen t still uncar ted . Th i s single pho

tograph speaks eloquently of so many tilings in our 

country's past: the immigrant settlers, the lonely frontier, 

generations and family ties, the role of religion. T h e im

pact is harsh and tender, bittersweet, and strangely 

moving. 

Joseph J. Pennell, the photographer, has left a body of 

satisfying work of his years in early Kansas, and it is a 

happy thing to report that his old glass plates have re

ceived the care they deserve. They were presented to the 

University of Kansas in 1951 by Pennell 's son, Joseph 

Stanley Pennell, a graduate of the University and a dis

tinguished novelist. Here they came under the super

vision of Robert Taft, a professor of chemistry, and an 

authori ty on American historical photographs. Taft may 

have been an excellent instructor in chemistry, but his 

fame is assured by Photography and the American Scene, 

published in 1938 and still the acknowledged bible for 

anyone seeking information on the photographers who 

recorded the early life of America. Taft , recognizing the 

value of Pennell 's visual history of Junction City and the 

nearby Army post, Fort Riley, photographed between 

the years 1888 and 1922, accomplished the monumental 

task of assembling the thirty thousand glass plates—se

lecting the most important and representative to be 

printed, catalogued, and indexed. After extended study, 

most of the negatives and prints have been identified and 

dated with considerable certainty. In my own search for 

photographs for American Album in a sizable number of 

archives and attics, state and local historical societies, 

collections of private owners, museums, and universities 

—where glass plates are all too often boxed haphazardly 

in the basements—the Pennell collection stood out as a 

fine example of what can be clone to preserve this coun

try's photographic past in a useful fashion. [~J 

Joan Paterson Kerr is Art Editor of American Heritage, and spent several years collecting 
and collating the photographs for American Album, recently issued by American Heritage 
Publishing Company. The photograph on the following pages is from the book and is one 
of more than three hundred reproduced in a sweeping pictorial survey of a vanished 
American world. 
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Go ahead and knock it... 
but it's the only 

folk art we have 
the only one 

supported by the 
folk, that is and 
more people heard 

Jimmie Rodgers 
than have heard of 
Aaron Copeland... 

A memorial to Jimmie Rodgers, 
spirit and symbol of country-western music: 

"His is the music of America. He sang the songs 
of the people he loved, of a young nation growing strong. 

His was an America of glistening rails, thundering boxcars, 
and rain-swept prairies, great mountains, and high blue sky." 

The Music of America 

ABOUT FORTY YEARS AGO, when a Texas roughrider, 

JT\. fiddler, and singer named Ken Maynard helped 

to establish an industry by being the first to sing cowboy 

songs in the movies, the mass media began at last to take 

notice of the performers in this new genre of popular 

art. " T o m Mix and his wonder horse, Tony, are fea

tured this week," the Dallas Times Herald graciously 

announced. " T o m shows careful training in some of the 

stunts, in which he exercised almost h u m a n intel l i 

gence." Even Maynard himself was not always scrupu

lously differentiated from his horse. T h e Boston Trav

eler reported in a background piece, " T h e Ken May

nard horse is Tarzan. He is marr ied to a non-profes

sional." 

These items may not have been just slips of the lino

type. Worse was tried in TV Guide a few months ago 

by a famous author sent on expedit ion to "the hard lard 

belt" to discover why country-western music was so pop

ular outside New York. He failed in his "hatchetat ion," 

but it was not his heart or his editor that hindered him, 

for on this occasion TV Guide was using the same criti

cal approach as Partisan Review. T h e prejudice is uni

versal, even among the scholars. Hundreds of genuine 

folk musicians cut thousands of phonograph records of 

undoubted folksongs for a quar ter of a century before 

the Journal of American Folklore published so much as 

a condemnatory review. When the Journal finally gave 

an entire issue to the consideration of hillbilly music 

in 1965, most of its professional subscribers took this as 

the last certain sign that Armageddon was at hand and 

that the wolves of the evening were loose upon the 

world. T h e folklorists were content to go on as they had 

been doing for nearly a century, pleasuring themselves 

with the artificially romanticized folksong of mor ibund 

Celtic peasants—peasants whom the unromant ic English 

anthropologists had in mind when they called the wheel-

BYJOHN GREENWAY 

barrow the most important invention affecting human 

evolution, because it enabled the Irish to walk on their 

hind legs. 

T h e prejudice of Americans against their only living 

folk music is so strong and pervasive that it cannot be 

explained by standards of scholarship or esthetics. It is 

a matter of social pathology. Like sex and liquor, the 

human organism takes naturally to the strong rhythms 

of country-western music, and so the exigencies of so

cial order require that they be publicly abominated and 

privately approbated. Wherever people have not been 

coerced by the threat of social ostracism and eternal 

damnat ion to renounce sin and gin and hillbilly song, 

all are rapturously enjoyed. Americans would like to be

lieve that their contr ibution to civilization is democ

racy and the use of technology for spiritual enrichment, 

but the hard cultural fact of the matter is that the only 

two exports we have that inexorably displace their na

tive counterparts elsewhere in the world are dollars and 

hillbilly music. Every western European country has its 

complex of cowboy singers, jamborees, fan magazines, 

and radio-television programs. Even in Russia dur ing 

the most frigid phase of the Cold W a r there was a hot 

trade in smuggled Elvis Presley records. England has six 

country-western periodicals circulating overground. Aus

tralia, to which our country-western music was exported 

more than thirty years ago via Canadian interpreters of 

Mississippi's "Yodeling Brakeman," J immie Rodgers, has 

now an independent tradition almost as strong as our 

own, with a half-dozen western record companies and as 

many traveling shows that bring the outback its only en

tertainment. J immie Rodgers's records are pirated by at 

least eight record manufacturers in India. One of the 

best collections of Jimmie Rodgers's records outside of 

the contiguous Uni ted States is held by an Eskimo in 

Point Barrow, Alaska. When Hank Snow visited Japan 
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in 1964, he was identified on that country's panel show 

"What ' s My Line" in thirty seconds — perhaps only to 

be expected in a land so orientally inscrutable that it has 

its own "Tokyo Grand Ole Opry" as well as other regu

larly broadcast country-western shows, staffed by bands 

like Jimmie Toki ta and His Mounta in Playboys and Kei-

ichi T e r m o t o and His Country Gentlemen. Meanwhile 

back here in the Uni ted States, such a fascinating and 

complex development as Bluegrass music, used as a mu

sical transition in the motion picture Bonnie and Clyde, 

can be dismissed by a national newsmagazine as "an

other name for hillbilly music." But then if the general 

press knew what Bluegrass was all about, it wouldn ' t be 

mentioned at all. 

Everybody approves of ballet, as everybody will tell 

you, though there is not a single ballet company in the 

world that survives without enormous subsidies. Every

one dotes on symphonic music (ask anyone), but sym

phonic orchestras are as rare as whooping cranes and 

even harder to keep alive. Cowboy singers stitch a few 

curlicues on their r iding clothes and thereby set the in

telligentsia howling with pejorative laughter, yet this 

same intelligentsia gravely honors the panoply of the 

Moment of T r u t h when a matador steps into the arena 

in one of the silliest costumes ever worn in public by a 

normal male. Hillbilly fiddlers often have the same con

summate mastery of their instruments as first violinists, 

but they cannot wear evening dress; they are damned by 

the tradition that began when the first hillbilly band had 

to dress u p as yokel clowns before they coidd make a 

public appearance in an eastern city. These early orches

tras had to carry names like "Pie Plate Pete and His 

Two-Cylinder Cob Crushers." City folk think this is all 

very funny, but the funniest thing I ever experienced in 

a hillbilly situation was a concert violinist, hired for the 

evening to replace a missing fiddler in a country band in 

Central City, Colorado, trying to play "Turkey in the 

Straw" from sheet music. 

Solid pioneering folk made western music, just as they 

made the West. T h e i r ideas about their music were as 

liberal as their ideas about sin and drink, and they cul

tivated it unt i l the supercilious eastern intellectuals, 

who opposed western expansion as they opposed west

ern culture, could at last be persuaded to touch it with

out fear of being bitten or besmirched. Still the eastern 

opinion-makers approached the rural music as a dar ing 

adventure, like eating chocolate-covered ants. T h e y had 

to have a name for this queer caterwauling from the 

mountains, and ultimately the most insulting name pre

vailed—"hillbilly"—which at the time of its introduction 

in 1900 had precisely the connotations of its synonym 

"turdkicker." Little distinction was made on geograph

ical provenance; John Ford made a western horse-opera 

in 1918 with the working title Hill Billy. 

"Hillbil ly," like "Pur i t an" and "Quaker ," was born in 

contempt but shed its slur by constant use. T h e word is 

now recognized by ethnomusicologists as a generic term 

comprising various definite subdivisions, like Western 

Swing, Mountain , Old Timey, Rockabilly, Citybilly, 

Cajun, Zydeco (Negro Cajun), Cowboy, Sacred (not to 

be confused with Sacred Harp , a highly specialized genre 

on the border between hillbilly and more traditional folk 

music), T ruck Driver (which evolved from Railroad, 

Hobo, and other transportational folksong), Bluegrass, 

and Country-Western — which latter term is displacing 

"hillbil ly" as the generic name. All these categories can 

be further subdivided by the expert; for example, an 

ethnomusicologist with knowledge and a good ear can 

tell the very prison where a man did his time by his sing

ing and instrumental style. T h e Sugarland Sound (from 

the Sugarland State Prison Farm in Texas) is not the 

same as the Angola Sound (from the Louisiana State Pen

itentiary in Angola). Here, too, invidious connotations 

tend to be worn away; hardly anyone associates the la

ment "Birmingham Jail" with the two guitarists who re

corded it after their release from that particular pokey; 

and no parent who puts on a record of Burl Ives singing 

" T h e Big Rock Candy Mounta in" for his children knows 

that this was written as a parody on the tales of tempta

tion told to country boys by railroad tramps recruiting 

them for homosexual purposes. 

INVENTIONS, DISCOVERIES, and other significant events are 

always products of cultural movement, although for 

our easier unders tanding we try to simplify the process 

by a t t r ibut ing them to Great Men. If, however, we must 

select one man to receive credit for the renascence of 

country music, it is Henry Ford. Ironically, Ford was 

responsible for none of the things history credits him 

with—the invention of the automobile, the first Ford 

car, the Ford Motor Company, mass production of auto

mobiles, standardization of parts, line production, the 

planetary transmission, the assembly line, the Model T , 

the Model A, the Ford V-8, the Lincoln, or even his fa

mous signature (which was made by C. H. Wills with a 

child's pr int ing set)—and he is never honored for the one 
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tiling he did: the creation of national interest in old-time 

fiddling as par t of his futile effort to take the country 

back to where it had been before the Fords rat t led it into 

the twentieth century. Ford brought old-time fiddlers 

from all over the country to populate his Dearborn ne

cropolis and gave one of them, Mellie Dunham, the title 

of national fiddle champion and a prize of three dollars. 

In choosing fiddlers as the ideal purveyors of the old 

music, Ford demonstrated that same native canniness 

that prevented him from selling out to General Motors 

in 1908 for three million dollars (he was willing enough 

to sell, but he would not take a check). T h e r e is a grada

tion in status among rural musicians, and the fiddler is 

clearly at its summit. T h e only challenge to the fiddler's 

position over the years has been in Bluegrass music, 

which allows the five-string ban jo solo per formance , 

though even in that genre the fiddler is still dominant . 

The fiddler's pride is the fiddler's joy, and if the outsider 

does not unders tand the pecking order among folk musi

cians, so much the worse for him. I remember introduc

ing at a Colorado Springs folk festival a fiddler and his 

guitar accompanist, whose name was given to me as 

"John Smith," a properly undistinguished name for a 

fiddler's guitarist. Smith played his chords dutifully be

hind the fiddling and otherwise behaved himself, for it 

was not unheard of for a fiddler literally to kick a guitar

ist off the stand if he in t ruded into the melody. Some 

time afterward I learned that " John Smith" was Johnny 

Smith, who that year had been elected the nation's out

standing jazz guitarist by Playboy magazine. T h e reason 

so many old "fiddle tunes" are wordless is that fiddlers 

discouraged all kinds of competit ion, even singing, and 

songs that appealed to fiddlers shortly became instru

mental pieces. " T h e Eighth of January," written a cen

tury and a half ago to commemorate Jackson's victory 

over the British on that day in 1815, lost its words early 

in its history to the fiddle. J immie Driftwood's popular 

"Battle of New Orleans" gave the old tune a new set of 

words on the same subject. 

T o each of these fiddling craftsmen the thought of 

Henry Ford awarding nat ional titles to any other mortal 

man set the woods and hills and plains afire with com

petitive rage. Fiddlers streamed in to compete at local 

and regional conventions for the chance to challenge 

Ford-'s champions. It is significant ra ther than merely 

sinister that these conventions were often sponsored by 

the Ku Klux Klan. Whatever outsiders from the Nor th 

think about the Klan, its fundamental purpose has al-

A group of artists lines up for the Fiddlers' Convention in 
Mountain City, Tennessee, 1925. Note the sponsoring KKK poster 

in the bank window. 

Jimmie Rodgers with the Carter Family, a group whose distinctive 
country style had considerable impact on the development of 

American popular music. 

Country-western has not only been a folk music supported by the 
folk—it has been played by the folk. Above, the Charlie Bowman 

family at home in Tennessee. Left to right: Charlie, Pauline, 
Jennie, Lester, Donnie, Howard, Dorothy, Jasper, Hansel, 

and wife, Fannie. 



ways been to give a rural folk, harried by encroaching 

urban culture and its socially disruptive ideas, the op

portunity to renew tribal cohesion. If outsiders disap

prove of it, well, then, so much more reason for doing it. 

T h e r e is no evidence of any fiddler boycotting a competi

tion because it was Klan-sponsored. T h e band that estab

lished hillbilly music under that name — Al Hopkins 

and His Buckle Busters, otherwise known as " T h e Hill 

Billies" — made their initial reputat ion at one of these 

Klan fiddlers' conventions in 1925. 

In spite of Ford's energetic efforts, it is likely that fid

dlers and their music might have become just another 

relic of things past had it not been for the great inven

tion of his friend, idol, and political advisor, T h o m a s 

Alva Edison. Edison, who was no more burdened with 

intellectual subtleties than Ford, told Henry that "his

tory is bunk" (like the automobile and other things, later 

a t t r ibuted to Ford himself), but ironically his phono

graph enabled hillbilly music to have a history. In the 

first year of this century Edison cut a cylinder of an Ar

kansas folk musician named Fiddlin ' Bob Haines. Un

happily for bis place in history, Haines ' record was never 

released commercially. 

Like every historical event, the beginning of commer

cially recorded country-western music is harder to find 

the more deeply one looks into it. Suddenly and inde

pendently, in 1922 and 1923, a number of the new rec

ord companies began to make discs of the old-time fid

dlers. Possibly the first was Eck Robertson, a Virginian 

emigrated to Texas, the first performer to wear cowboy 

clothes, claimant to the national fiddling championship, 

and perhaps the best of all the old-time fiddlers. 

Alfred Kroeber, the anthropologist who delved most 

profoundly into the difficult question of the process of 

invention and discovery, concluded, after a long study of 

the many inventors of the steamboat, that culture does 

the inventing. Given the steam engine and the boat, he 

said, the steamboat is an inevitable self-invention. If any 

man is to receive the accolade for something no one did, 

it is he whose personal qualities made the invention 

commercially feasible. Fitch couldn' t even get Ben Frank

lin to invest in his invention, so Fulton gets the credit. 

T h e ride applies as well to conn try-western music; given 

the music and the phonograph, commercial country-

western records were inevitable. T h e question then is 

simplified: which of the pioneer recording artists made 

the big money? W h o is the Great Man? 

You can take your choice of more than fifty n a m e s -

all of them belonging to the same man, born in Jeffer

son, Texas, in 1883, as Marion G. Slaughter. He had 

been singing concert and light opera with moderate suc

cess for Edison and Columbia records as early as 1916. 

In 1924 Charles Edison, the inventor's son, advised him 

to get into the new hillbilly field. Slaughter—or Vernon 

Dalhart , as he is far better known (a pseudonym made 

up of the names of two Texas towns)—devised a gener

alized hillbilly-western accent, representative of no par

ticular place but somehow acceptable to all rural ears, 

and recorded " T h e Prisoner's Song" and "Wreck of the 

Southern Old 97," the latter song learned from a record

ing made the previous year by Henry Whitter , one of the 

claimants to primacy in commercial recording. Wi thout 

modern advertising or saturation promotion in other 

media, without any stimulus except aural transmission, 

this and later remakes of the same record by Dalhart— 

on twenty-eight different labels under a variety of pseu

donyms—sold twenty-five million copies. T h e history of 

his recording is a deliberately tangled skein; recording 

contracts were then voluntary submissions to permanent 

and unprofitable servitude, and artists evaded the op

pressive obligations by taking dilferent names and re

cording for dilferent companies. Dalhart has been found 

hiding behind half a hundred pseudonyms. Other singers 

took up some of these pseudonyms as their own, while 

record companies exploited the same record by issuing 

it on fictitious labels to evade royalty payments. T h e 

Gennet t company, hardly known under its own name, 

released its masters to hundreds of putative record com

panies for distribution under their own labels—such im

probable music firms as Sears Roebuck, Montgomery 

Ward, Kress, J. C. Penney, Newberry, and Woolworth. 

As anyone might anticipate, this sort of loose behavior 

made ripe compost for copyright litigation. Singers got 

higher royalties for songs they wrote, and radio stations 

and other outlets insisted on paying somebody to ab

solve tbemselves of legal trouble later, so everybody copy

righted everything. "Hallelujah, I'm a Bum" is found in 

Carson J. Robison's Tip Tap Album a t tr ibuted to: 

E. V. Boby [a misprint for Robison's usual ghost, "E. V. Body"] 
Special reprint permission granted to Tip Top Pub. Co., Inc., 
N. Y., by Joe Davis, Inc., 1619 Broadway, N. Y. Copyright as
signed 1931 to Joe Davis, Inc. Copyright 1929 by Triangle 
Music Publ. Co. Inc., N. Y. International Copyright Secured. 

T h e song was actually written in 1906 by Harry (Mac) 

MacClintock, whose pick-up band established the I.W.W. 
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(Industrial Workers of the World) as the first revolution

ary organization to use music as well as dynamite to effect 

social change. Carson Robison, by the way, a Kansan— 

who was Vernon Dalhart 's guitarist unti l Dalhart made 

the disastrous persona] decision to go it alone (he died as 

a hotel night clerk)—had a long career as a leader of 

western bands, singer, and, under his own collection of 

pseudonyms, composer of more than three hundred 

songs, many of which lie didn ' t write. When A. P. Carter, 

leader of the Carter Family, the most influential of all 

hillbilly groups, was confronted with evidence that he 

had not written many of the songs he had claimed and 

was being paid for, he admitted, "Well, maybe I didn ' t 

write them, but I wrote them down." 

It is another anthropological truism that a culture is 

finally the best judge of what is good in it, not its pro

fessional critics. Few of the serious artists in poetry, paint

ing, sculpture, and music consciously know that these 

forms have exhausted their tradit ional patterns. Critics 

for their own livelihood pretend that American fine arts 

are not execrable, just as sportswriters perpetuate the 

notion that some boxing matches are honest. Serious 

artists starve unless they can sell their work to people 

who would just as soon pay the same inflated prices for 

imperfectly-printed postage stamps. But culture, aware 

of where the action is, gives its commendat ion to the best 

art — commercial art — with the only expression of com

mendation it has: money. Serious singers get fifty dollars 

for an occasional wedding or bar mitzvah, but the better 

country-western singers and musicians are industries 

unto themselves. Buck Owens, popular singer out of 

Sherman, Texas, was honored by the Bakersfield, Cali

fornia, Chamber of Commerce three years ago not only 

because of his position on the country-western charts, 

but because of the phi lanthropy he was able to sustain 

with his two music—publishing firms, one pr int ing com

pany, two broadcasting companies, a production com

pany, and a public relations firm. Owens is only typical 

of the modern successful country-western singer — music 

magnate. Lonzo and Oscar, country-western parodists 

who still affect the old idiot-yokel costumes, have twenty 

writers in their stable. 

BECAUSE OF AN HISTORICAI. ACCIDENT, commercial coun

try-western music has settled in Nashville, Tennessee. 

On November 28, 1925, the director-announcer of the 

newly opened Station WSM, George D. Hay, brought an 

old-time fiddler, Uncle J immy Thompson , to the carbon 

The "Singing Brakeman" with the "Cherokee Kid." 

All the photographs for this article were obtained 
through the courtesy of the John Edwards Memo
rial Foundation, Inc., a nonprofit corporation in 
the Folklore and Mythology Center of the Univer
sity of California at Los Angeles. The purpose of 
the Foundation is to further the serious study of 
those forms of American folk music disseminated 
by the commercial media. For more information, 
see the bibliographic note on page 41. 
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The music of the land meets the Electronic Age: the cast 
and characters of WSM's "Grand Ole Opry" in the Nashville studio. 

microphone. Uncle J immy had challenged Henry Ford's 

Mellie Dunham, but Dunham avoided the confrontation. 

"He 's afeared of me," said Uncle J immy. T h a t was the 

beginning of hillbilly music's most prestigious radio jam

boree, " T h e Grand Ole Opry," though the name was not 

devised unti l a little later, when one night, after its pre

ceding program of symphonic music from New York 

went off the air, Hay took issue and umbrage with a re

mark made by its conductor, Dr. Walter Damrosch. 

Damrosch stated authoritatively that classical music was 

no place for realism. Hay replied over the air that "from 

here on out for the next three hours we will present 

nothing but realism. It will be down to earth for the 

earthy. . . . W e have been listening to music taken largely 

from Grand Opera, but from now on we will present 

' T h e Grand Ole Opry. ' " 

" T h e Grand Ole Opry" caught on, the way things 

sometimes do, and now Nashville, because of it, is the 

largest music-producing center of any kind in the world. 

"Music Row" in Nashville now lias four hundred pub

lishers, eighteen talent agencies, thirty-five record com

panies, and about five thousand writers and other back

ground people serving an incalculable number of per

formers. T h o u g h the majority of artists are country-

western, more than half the records of all kinds produced 

in the United States are made in Nashville. 

From Nashville stretch the tendrils of country-western 

music. T w o hundred radio stations in this country (and 

more in other countries) program nothing but country-

western music; several hundred more depend on it for 

much of their programming. In 1964 guitar sales first 

went over the annual mark of one million units, more 

than the sales of all other band instruments together. A 

country-western music magazine was launched two years 

ago guaranteeing its advertisers a hundred-thousand 

copy circulation immediately. T h e spin-offs from this ac

tivity are expectedly multifarious: embossed sweatshirts, 

pin-up photos of country-western stars, bracelet charms, 

pot holders, tie tacks, playing cards, bumper stickers, 

cookbooks (there is even a Smiley Burnette cookbook), 
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and negotiable dollar bills with country-western photo

graphs on the front in place of George Washington. It is 

a long road surely front the time Grandpa Jones remem

bers, when his band came home from a contr ibut ion ap

pearance with their kitty full of frogs. "At least we had 

something to eat that night ," he recalls. Everyone in the 

business has similar memories of the bad old days. I once 

played with a g roup of old-timers who reminisced about 

their Depression experiences as entertainers in the bars 

along Denver's skid row — Larimer Street. "Did you have 

a guarantee?" I asked. "Naw," said the fiddler-leader. 

"We played straight cat." 

But now in America whatever is important to the cul

ture becomes an industry, no mat ter how strident the 

condemnations of professional critics; and country-west

ern music, which everyone decries, is nearing the billion-

dollar-a-year mark — in fine, a folk music supported by 

the folk. 

Because of Nashville's dominat ion of the art and in

dustry, "hillbil ly" to the layman means Appalachian 

mountain music, as jazz to him means New Or leans -

Chicago Negro. As in everything false, there is enough 

truth in these simplicities to assure their survival. T h e 

Appalachian folk communities were certainly the hiving-

off places for most branches of hillbilly music, but then 

the rural East was the hiving-off center for everything 

western. It is likely that the evolution of country-western 

music would have followed the same path without the 

southern mounta in influence. 

Jazz, too, is only partly Negro and partly eastern, even 

if one does not press the valid argument that African 

rhythms, styles, and instruments began in the nomadic-

Dry Wor ld to the nor th and east of Negro Africa. Every

one knows that the jazz musicians took the new music 

" u p the river to Chicago," but few know that white mu

sicians, too, bought the same leftover military band 

instruments at New Orleans surplus sales and carried 

them u p other rivers — the Rio Grande, the Red, the 

Pecos, the Brazos. 

One must be on guard here, as in more conventional 

anthropological problems, of stimulus diffusion against 

what might be called the "Cartographic Illusion." T h e 

enormous blanks on the western maps were not actual 

physical barriers but brief temporal delays to the move

ment of country-western music. One thinks of the great 

distances but not of the railroads that pierced them. For 

over a century now the only distance between two places 

on the American continent has been the t ime it took a 

train to traverse it. Wilf Carter, professionally known as 

Montana Slim, was a cowboy singer of great influence, 

being the main conduit through which J immie Rodgers 

was carried to Australia. Carter was born in Nova Scotia 

(like Hank Snow), went west to Calgary (which erected 

a statue to him), and began singing. Fred Roden, the 

Canadian cowboy entrepreneur, remembers how in the 

early years "every time our trails would cross we would 

be in two different boxcars. As they passed by I'd look 

up, and sure enough, there'd be Wilf Carter travelling in 

the opposite direction." 

T h e greater isolation among these nomadic singers 

was social, so that western swing was almost wholly a 

white phenomenon, excluding Negroes, and in turn 

being excluded by eastern intellectuals from considera

tion in the history of jazz development. But there were 

hundreds of important individuals and groups develop

ing western jazz without eastern at tention; we can name 

only a few here: 

ERNEST T U B B — "T-U-Doublc B" — the Texas protege of 

the great J immie Rodgers, inherited Jimmie's guitar and 

singing style after his death in 1933, gradually developed 

his own style, wrote hundreds of fine songs, and made 

hundreds of records as the Texas Troubadour , the Texas 

Splinter, the Gold Chain T roubadour (he sold Gold 

Country-western, the only truly indigenous American 
art form, is also one of the most exportable of this 
country's products 
(exceeded in popularity 
only by dollars and perhaps 
Coca-Cola). At the right, 
Saburo Kawahara belts it 
out for the Tokyo 
"Grand Ole Opry." 
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Chain Flour — (lour was a popular sponsoring product 

for companies selling to home biscuit and bread makers). 

B O B W I L L S , the "Father of Texas Swing," a fiddler in 

medicine shows before entering his teens, sold flour for 

the Bui lis Mills as leader of the Light Crust Doughboys 

before Pappy O'Daniel took the band away from him. 

W. LEE (PAPPY) O ' D A N I E L , hustler of Light Crust 

Flour, brought out his own product, Hillbilly Flour (sup

plied to him by General Mills), jieddled it with the Light 

Crust Doughboys (renamed the Hillbilly Boys), ran for 

governor of Texas to publicize his flour, won election 

and re-election. O'Daniel was just one of several hill

billy-singer politicians that made not only governor but 

senator and vice-presidential candidacy as well. 

T H K BEVERLY HILLBILLIES, a succession of bands cqxr-

ating out of that city thirty-five years before Jed Clamp-

ett moved in. 

G E N E AUTRY, a telegraph operator and Sears Roebuck 

employee unti l he was discovered by Will Rogers. 

SMILEY B I R N E T T E , Autry's offsider in fifty movies, who 

began playing a musical saw professionally at the age of 

nine, eventually mastered a hundred instruments, wrote 

five hundred songs, and made nearly seventy thousand 

person a 1 appearances. 
SPADE COOI.EY, most tragic of all, who began as a con

cert cellist, became the "King of Western Swing," mur

dered his wife, and is now serving a life term. 

More names than one could mention, each with a story 

worth the telling, and each with his story untold because 

of the pathological American dislike of things genuinely 

American. T o themselves these musicians are drawn by 

their own camaraderie and forced by outside rejection 

into a tribal group, intermarrying, bequeathing their 

instruments to their proteges, naming their children for 

one another, often giving u p enter ta inment for religious 

work (like E. C. Ball, J immic Rodgcrs Snow, T . Texas 

Tyler, U. Utah Phillips), and welcoming "furriners" 

from the outside world, such as Helen Traube l of the 

Metropoli tan ()|>era who sang on the Grand Ole Opry, 

where her appearance was innocently described as a 

"howling success." 

Sometimes the outside world takes one of their inven

tions and makes it acceptable by disguising it. Cultural 

opinion-making agencies in the United States have given 

their impr imatur to Herb Alpert and his T i juana Brass, 

but years ago T e x Rit ter played the same thing (known 

then as "Tex-Mex") on a French horn because that was 

the closest available sound to the horn of the old wagon-

train masters. T h e Beatles were honored by the Queen, 

who, if pressed, might have acknowledged having heard 

the name of Elvis Presley, from whom the Beatles' music 

was adapted, but certainly she would not know the 

Negro singing around Meridian, Mississippi, where Elvis 

learned his music. 

T h e microcosm is Bluegrass music that can be heard 

behind the in t ruding singing of " T h e Ballad of Jed 

Clampett ." Beneath its fantastic technical complexities; 

under its adapted religious harmonies; beyond the 

facade of esoterism that allows its leading practitioners, 

Lester Flatt and Earl Scruggs, to play first-rate psyche

delic music in San Francisco light shows, lies the hard 

nucleus of what to the white South is the equivalent of 

Negro "soul," a social rallying point of a defeated but 

fighting culture, enfolding its people in a music that 

takes them back to the last bright days before the Civil 

War , keeping alive a part of America threatened by the 

destructiveness of people who do not know even what is 

good for them, but what is good in them. [~J 

John Greenway, a frequent contributor to T H E AMERICAN 
W E S T , is an antliropologist, folklorist, and a singer-guitarist 

who lias produced ten record albums over the past several 

years. Currently in Australia to film a motion picture on the 

Pitjandjarra, he is editor of the Journa l of American Folklore 

and author-editor of Folklore of the Great West to be pub

lished by the American West Publishing Company in 1969. 

An impressive scholarship in hillhilly music is being built now by 
younger folklorists, but in the Dark Ages the light of knowledge 
was kept burning by a small group — perhaps a dozen — nonaca-
demic researchers in various parts of the world whose work is in the 
highest tradition of scholarship. Their leader was John Edwards of 
Cremorne, Australia, who died untimely in I960. Edwards be
queathed his collection of records, tapes, and scholarly notes to the 
United States. They now form the nucleus of the world archive of 
this material, housed in the John Edwards Memorial Foundation 
at U.C.L.A., 90024. Other collectors are leaving their materials to 
the Foundation. Support is asked for this admirable organization; 
members receive the scholarly periodical. JF.MF Newsletter. 

William Malonc's doctoral dissertation, A History of Country 
Music in the United States, is being published hy the American 
Folklore Society and the University of Texas Press. While this ar
ticle was being written, a Japanese publisher asked permission to 
translate Malone's work into Japanese. 

The best view of country music now in print is the last edition 
of The Country Music Who's Who, 1966, published by Heather 
Publications, 3285 South Wadsworth Boulevard, Denver, Colo
rado, 80227. 

The "Hillbilly Issue" of the Journal of American Folklore is 
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Earnest ("'T-U-Double B") Tubb and friend. 

Volume 78, July-September 1965, available from the American 
Folklore Society, University of Pennsylvania, Philadelphia, Penn
sylvania, 19104. The articles are classics of scholarship. 

But this music is best heard, not seen. For those who wish to 
hear its most representative examples, the following records arc 
recommended: 
American Folk Music. Eighty-four records bootlegged from masters, 
cut between 1927 and 1932. in three 12" LP records. Folkways Rec
ords, 117 West 46th St., New York. No person pretending to any 
interest in American culture, whether or not he likes hillbilly 
music, can support his pretension without this three-record set on 
his shelves. Needs no more commendation than the Bible or Web
ster's New International Dictionary. 

Early Country Music. Fields Ward and His Buck Mountain Band. 
Historical Records, Box 4202 Bergen Station, Jersey City, New Jer
sey, 07304. Survey of early Appalachian style. 
Great Original Recordings of the Carter Family. Harmony HI. 7300 
(RCA). A representative collection of selections of the most influ

ential group in the development of American hillbilly music. 
My Rough and Rowdy Ways. Jimmie Rodgers. LPM 2112 (RCA) . 
A reissue of some of the best records of the man who, next to the 
Carter Family, had the most influence on country-western music. 
Western Swing Old Timey LP 105, Box 9195, Berkeley, California, 

94704. A collection of western swing from the 1930's, showing lin
early form of this genre. 
Balladeer of the Golden West. Montana Slim (Wilf Carter). Ca
nadian Camden (RCA) CAS 944. An anthology of Carter's best 
recortls. 
Authentic French Acadian Music. Ambrose Thibodieux, Merlin 
Fontcnot, others. La I.ouisianne LL 112, Lafayette, Louisiana, 
70501. Takes some getting used to, but illustrative of one of the 
tangential developments of the richest folk music in the world. 
Authentic Cowboys and Their Western Folksongs. Mac MacClintock, 
Carl Sprague. and other early cowboy singers. Victor LPV 522. 
Twenty-Five Years of Country and Western Sacred Gospel Spiritual 
Songs. Dclmore Brothers. Cowboy Copas, Moon Mullican. King 807. 
King Records was the leading purveyor of country-western music 
after the Second World War, and this material is real down-home 
singing, not often heard by northerners. 

Utah Sings Again. J. R. Hall, "The Utah Cowboy." Bluebonnct 
BL 115, Box 10188, Fort Worth, Texas, 76114. The Utah Cowboy 
was actually a Texan, but his singing is typical of all the Chisholm 
Trail. 
The Wonderful World of Country Music. Sixty songs of great coun
try-western hits. Starday Record Company, Box 115, Madison, 
Tennessee, 37115. 
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AFTER THE GRUELING JOURNEY across the land, most of 
L those who came West were content to settle down 

to a routine existence in the vast new frontier country 
for the rest of their lives. Ezra Meeker, 1852 Oregon 
Trail pioneer, was an exception—to him life was a con
tinuing promise of adventure, and it is doubtful whether 
anyone ever tried more persistently to bring that prom
ise to reality. To the end of his ninety-eight years he 
was dreaming and daring. Many of his ventures fell 
short of his expectations, but he will be remembered for 
what he tried to accomplish, 

Many of the situations he faced were common to the 

In the lonely north country Meeker found time for 
reflection. His thoughts continually turned to his earlier 
pioneer experiences, and he realized that without factual 
records that period of history would lie forever lost to 
the younger generation. When he returned home he 
must write a book. It took Ezra Meeker three years 
(1901-1904) to write Pioneer Reminiscences of Puget 
Sound: The Tragedy of Leschi. Published by Lowman, 
Hanford, Seattle, when he was seventy-four years old, it 
is today a rare, authoritative source of early northwest 
history. 

The book published, his consideration turned to an 

Eastward Ho! 
Ezra Meeker Memorializes 

the Oregon Trail, 1905-1910 

BY GLADYS SHAFER 

northwest frontiersman, but Meeker was always extend
ing himself, welcoming problems whose solution led to 
still tougher problems. He apparently gloried in under
taking the seemingly impossible. Consequently, at sev
enty-six — an age most men are living with their mem
ories—Ezra Meeker, instead of looking back to the 
successes and failures of the past, embarked on what was 
probably the greatest adventure of his life. 

In 1898 he made the first of four dangerous trips to 
the Klondike, taking flatboats of fresh garden truck to 
sell to the miners. Each time he made a good profit, but 
not an ounce of his gold-dust earnings left the Klondike. 
Investing all his gains in worthless mining enterprises, 
he returned home in 1901 a poor man. 

even greater challenge, one that had come to be for him 
a compelling one-man mission. He believed that the 
fame of the Oregon Trail was "scantily acknowledged," 
that its name was already almost forgotten, and that "its 
track was on the verge of impending oblivion." So he 
proposed to follow the old trail with ox team and wagon 
— from Tumwater, near Olympia, Washington (which 
he considered the western terminus of the trail), to one 
of the Missouri River starting points —and to perjxnu-
ate the memory of the trail by establishing monuments 
at key points along the route. 

But he had no money, and even his closest friends 
considered the venture preposterous. "They actually 
tried to convince others that it would be an act of friend-
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ship to refuse to lend any aid to the enterprise." Failure 
of his friends to give him financial backing, however, 
did not stop him. 

From three old trail wagons and some new lumber, 
he contrived a creditable prairie schooner, and he man
aged to acquire a team of oxen — seven-year-old Twist 
and five-year-old Dave, an unbroken Montana range 
steer, "as mean a brute as ever walked on four legs." 

Meeker had not been long on the trail before he came 
to see the difference in the natures of Twist and Dave. 
Twist was a willing worker, always pulling more than 
his share; Dave, "a shirk and a fool," would obey a 

indoor lectures. Shipping the outfit from Seattle to 
Olympia, he arranged for a commemorative marker at 
Tumwater. Then lie went on to Tenino, sixteen miles 
east of Olympia, where, on February 21, the first monu
ment was erected and dedicated. Tenino stores were 
closed, and almost the whole population turned out for 
the event. 

Meeker, following the trail south, aroused interest in 
his mission at Chehalis, Jackson's Corner, Toledo, and 
other trail jxiints; but at Portland "the prevailing opin
ion was voiced by a prominent citizen, trustee of a 
church that voted against allowing use of the church for 

"haw" only from the left side. When he did not choose 
to pull, he would stick his head high in the air, inso
lently poke his tongue out, and lag. 

By some means Meeker procured feed for the team; 
and a loyal friend in Tacoma, Henry Hewitt, told him 
to wire if he ran out of money on the trail, and he wotdd 
send him enough to come home on. "You mean, to go 
on with," the resolute old man responded. He had rea
son to remember Hewitt later. 

On January 29, 1906, Meeker started from his home 
in Puyallup, Washington, first going to Seattle, where 
he intended to give lectures on the Oregon Trail in 
churciies and halls. But he soon found that people were 
interested only in his ox wagon outfit, not in paying for 

a lecture, when he said, 'I won't do a thing to encourage 
that old man to go out on the plains to die. '" Meeker 
managed to collect two hundred dollars in Portland, 
however, and the outfit was shipped up the Columbia to 
The Dalles. 

A monument inscribed and set up by the local land
mark committee was waiting for Meeker when he ar
rived; the whole city was expected at the ceremonies, 
but because of "a fierce cold wind" only a few hundred 
heard Meeker's dedicatory address. At The Dalles Wil
liam Mardon joined the outfit to become Meeker's faith
ful assistant for three years. 

During the next fourteen "uninspiring days," through 
sparsely populated country, the trail was marked here 

-/> 



and there by boulders or cedar posts; on March 31, at 

Pendleton, the old pioneer was cheered by a crowd of a 

thousand at the dedication of an inscribed monument , 

sponsored by the Pendleton Commercial Club. 

Beyond Pendleton the misty Blue Mounta ins loomed; 

the community of Meacham, well u p on the slopes, was 

to Meeker a key historic point, because Jason Lee, first 

missionary to the Oregon country, had camped there in 

September, 1834. But, on the morning following the 

Pendleton dedication, an eighteen-inch snowfall in the 

mounta ins was reported. 

Leaving Mardon with the outfit, Meeker took an ex

ploratory t r ip to Meacham by train, arriving at mid

night. T h e snow was deep, there were no lights visible, 

and no path cleared to the hotel. Th i s chilling reception 

was of short durat ion, however. Early the next morning 

the local people promised to prepare a foundation if a 

monumen t could be supplied and a "sturdy moun

taineer" offered to meet Meeker's outfit with a team of 

horses and help him over the mountains . 

Back in Pendleton, a monument was hastily readied 

and shipped by rail to Meacham; Pendleton even sent 

an orator to give the dedicatory address. Ceremonies 

over, the indomitable old pioneer was ready to go on. 

Wi th the mountaineer 's team hitched in front of the 

oxen, they plodded on to higher and higher levels 

through axle-deep, twenty-incli snow. "I t was a battle 

that we had to win," Meeker said. "I kept wondering if, 

like the straw that broke the camel's back, one last snow-

flake might not defeat us." 

Finally across the mountains , Meeker reported that 

sunshine was let into his heart at LaGrande, where the 

|>eople set u p and dedicated a monument on April 10; 

they also prepared another monument at the eight-miles-

distant Ladd's Canyon, where each school child partici

pated by laying a stone at the base of the shaft. 

At the next night 's camp the good ox Twist acciden

tally kicked his master on the right leg; for a month 

Meeker was badly crippled and in constant pain, and 

the injury continued to bother him for a long time. 

T w o thousand ]>eople at tended ceremonies dedicating 

a grani te monument at Baker; eight hundred school 

children contr ibuted sixty dollars for a bronze tablet to 

place on the shaft, and "genuine enthusiasm prevailed." 

After similar experiences in Oregon at Mount Pleas

ant, Durkee, Hunt ing ton , Vale, and other points where 

children contr ibuted their nickels and dimes to establish 

monuments , Meeker concluded that the most rewarding 

result of his mission would be the younger generation's 

pride in the markers they helped pay for. It would give 

them a cont inuing interest in the trail. 

T h e trail through Idaho was generously marked; mon

uments were erected at Old Fort Boise, Parma, Twin 

Falls, American Falls, Pocatello, Soda Springs, and 

Montpelier. At Boise, nearly twelve hundred school 

children contributed to the monument ; three thousand 

at tended the dedication on the state house grounds. 

East from Idaho, through desolate, uninhabi ted coun

try, Meeker continually marveled at the unchanged 

trail: "Miles and miles, worn so deep (100 feet wide and 

15 feet deep in places) that centuries of storm will not 

efface it; generations may pass and the origin of the trail 

become a legend but the marks will be there . . . a hun

dred centuries hence." T h r o u g h this region the trail is 

unmistakable, but in many more developed areas, where 

highways, field plowing, and irrigation have filled and 

leveled the deeply gashed terrain, all traces are gone. 

Remote South Pass, that unexpectedly easy, gently 

sloping passage through the Rockies, was an important 

landmark to Meeker. After a determined search he 

found a suitable flat, smooth rock far above the trail, 

and with the oxen hitched to a borrowed wagon, men 

from Pacific Springs, a few miles west, helped bring it 

down. On J u n e 23, a clerk from the store made a card

board stencil, transferred it to the rock and chipped out 

the inscription with a cold chisel. 

For many miles eastward the tr ip became a senti

mental journey to the old wayfarer; such prominent 

landmarks as Split Rock, Devil's Gate, and Independ

ence Rock were outs tanding monuments in themselves. 

Camping near Devil's Gate, Meeker looked without suc

cess for the grave of his younger brother Clark, who, on 

his way west in the 1850s, drowned in the Sweetwater 

River. On famous Independence Rock —that monument 

a hundred feet high, a mile around, and thirty acres 

square, upon which passing travelers, even before the 

day of Fremont (1842), had scratched, painted, or gouged 

out their names and dates —the old man chiseled "OLD 

OREGON TRAIL. 1842-57 ." 

Citizens of Casper appointed a committee to arrange 

for a marker; later a twenty-five-foot monument , costing 

fifteen hundred dollars, was erected there. At Douglas, 

where a committee was also appointed and a monument 

promised, he found a green land of alfalfa fields, small 

fruit orchards, and large gardens, instead of the arid 

desert he remembered it to be fifty-four years before. It 

44 Reversing his journey of half a century earlier, 
Meeker and the ox team pass through the 

Grand Coulee country of eastern Washington. 



reminded the old pioneer nostalgically of his home in 

evergreen Washington. Camped near a garden, the trav

elers were treated to a "feast of young onions, radishes, 

beets and lettuce, enough for several days . . . and we felt 

we were in the midst of plenty and the guests of friends." 

Roll ing along eastward, the ox wagon followed the 

Platte past old Fort Laramie, Scott's Bluff, and Chimney 

Rock; at Nor th Platte a monument was promised. 

T h e n , on August 9, near Brady, Nebraska, a great 

misfortune befell the expedit ion. Steady, dependable 

Twist began acting strangely, breathing heavily, pull ing 

hard as though trying to pull the whole load. They 

stopped and put him on the off side, giving him the long 

end of the yoke, but his strange behavior continued. 

Perhaps he had eaten some poisonous plant while graz

ing. Unyoked, he was given big doses of lard and vinegar, 

but all efforts were futile —within two hours he was 

dead. 

Th i s was a blow; Meeker found himself grieving as 

one would grieve for a friend: "Twist was the most 

noble animal I ever saw." Now, with only one ox, and 

an unruly one, what was he to do? Cash was low. "Not

withstanding the utmost effort and rigid economy," he 

said, "there did seem at times that an impending finan

cial failure was just ahead." If the old man had not had 

Henry Hewitt 's promise of help, the expedition must 

surely have terminated right there, just half a state away 

from its goal. 

Twenty-four hours after Meeker wired Hewitt, a 

check for two hundred dollars was waiting for him at a 

bank in the next town, Gothenburg . T h e problems were 

still far from solved, however. He was unable to find a 

yoke of oxen, or even a single ox, anywhere; the lone 

Dave trailed behind while various hired teams of horses 

pulled the wagon. Meeker even bought a team of cows, 

intending to break them to the yoke; but one turned 

out to be a consistent balker, and was sold back to its 

former owner at a loss of SI0.00. 

T h e remaining cow, though unbroken, might have 

worked with Dave, but the different size and weight of 

yokes required by the small cow and the large ox made 

this difficult. More horses were hired, while two bovine 

animals now trailed behind the wagon. Meeker realized 

that the day of the ox was past and that losing Twist 

had created an even greater problem than he had first 

thought. 

It was then that he paused to wonder how sound was 

this task he had set for himself. He thought of the re

buffs and the doubts of his integrity that he had en

countered—although to allay any suspicion of graft or 

panhandl ing, he never solicited or accepted personal 

contributions. And he asked himself why he should 

go on. 

Resolutely, he turned his mind to the many cordial 

responses he had received along the trail; to Pendleton, 

Boise, and Casper; to the hundred wooden markers and 

the nineteen shafts (mostly granite) he had seen erected, 

and to the promises of more monuments to come. He 

reminded himself of the favorable publicity the press 

had given him, preparing the people for his arrival in 

a town and commending his work when he left. So he 

went on. 

Kearney and Grand Island furnished comfortable 

campsites, and interested people praised his work; but 



the city fathers were not ready to erect monuments . In 

Fremont, temporarily working the ox and cow together, 

the outfit led a procession celebrating the semicenten

nial of the founding of the city. From there Meeker 

shipped to Lincoln, where at last his financial problems 

were eased. 

Every spare moment in the trail-side camps, he had 

occupied himself with writing a trail journal— detail ing 

mileage, weather, interesting experiences, a n d his own 

musings and reactions. In Lincoln he arranged to have 

this record printed. T h e book, titled The Ox Team, 

sold amazingly well; the first edition of a thousand 

Awkward but willing, Dandy was broken in as they 

traveled east and faithfully took Twist 's place to the 

finish of the mission. 

With the first thousand copies of The Ox Team sold 

and another two thousand selling well, price, one dollar 

a copy, later reduced to seventy-five cents, Meeker put 

the book into the hands of a Chicago firm for another 

print ing, but a fire destroyed cuts, plates, and part of 

the third print ing. New cuts and plates were made in 

Indianapolis —in all, nineteen thousand copies were 

printed. Proceeds from the sale of these books enabled 

the expedition to go on to its appointed end. 

"Nooning" on the plains 
near Wells Springs, Ore
gon, 1906. The enterpris

ing Meeker not only 
wrote and published 
The Ox Team, a 248-

page account of his trip 
("50? clothbound, 35? 

paperbound"), but 
printed up and sold 
packets of postcards 

documenting the journey 
at twenty-five cents 

the set. 

copies was soon gone. 

From Lincoln the outfit was shipped to Omaha and 

the Missouri River — the end of the trail. T h e r e an im-

jxortant decision had to be made. Meeker had finally 

come to the realization that locating and marking the 

already disappearing Oregon Tra i l was more of an un

dertaking than one man could ever accomplish. Why 

shouldn' t he take the ox wagon on to Washington, D. C , 

and ask Congress for government help? 

T h e idea, apparent ly so formidable, persisted. H e 

wanted to go home to his concerned family, but pos

sibility of success in the nation's capital spurred him on. 

Looking over a thousand head of cattle in the Omaha 

stockyards, he bought an unbroken five-year-old steer. 

Much of Meeker's frequent correspondence with his 

family concerned his wife's failing health. He considered 

stabling the outfit and re turning home for awhile, but 

assured he was unneeded at home, he did not go. For 

two months that winter the outfit stayed in Indianapo

lis; rent ing a comfortable room, Meeker promoted his 

cause in every possible way, writing many letters to 

newspapers and officials of cities that he intended to 

visit on his way to Washington. 

Meeker and his outfit were popular in Indianapolis. 

The two books, The Ox Team and Pioneer Reminis

cences, sold well all winter; Meeker's man Mardon some

times sold them on the street, and sales often reached 

fifty dollars a day. 
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T h e reception accorded the unusual expedition varied 

among the mayors of different eastern cities —Dayton, 

Buffalo, Albany, Ph i l ade lph i a . Some helped , some 

turned cold shoulders. T h e press, however, was almost 

unanimously helpful. Meeker escaped a lock-up in New 

York by flatly refusing to drive his team through the 

crowds to the police station; and as the police were un

acquainted with handl ing oxen, they had to allow him 

to put u p at a nearby stable. Later on, by devious legal 

finagling on the part of the acting mayor, the old man 

was permitted to take his wagon down Broadway and 

over to Brooklyn. T h e crowds around the outfit, how-

fairly snatched words from my lips and went even far

ther than I had even dreamed of in invoking govern

ment aid to carry on the work. T u r n i n g to Senator Pyle, 

he said, 'I am in favor of this work to mark this trail 

and if you will bring before Congress a measure to ac

complish it, I am with you and will give it my support to 

do it thoroughly . ' " 

Bareheaded, with no overcoat, the President went out

side with Meeker. "Well, well, WELL!" was his typically 

hearty exclamation when he saw the outfit. 

" H e asked questions faster than they could be an

swered," Meeker said, "questions that showed his in-

Meeker and Theodore 
Roosevelt exchange 

pleasantries in front of 
the old State Department 
Building, Washington. 

"Well, well, 
WELL!" the President 

exclaimed. 

ever, smothered his efforts to present his cause. 

On January 29, 1907 — twenty-two months after leav

ing Puyal lup —Ezra Meeker, his assistant Will iam Mar-

don, his dog Jim, and the oxen pull ing the battered old 

trail wagon passed through the Whi te House gates. T h e 

travel-worn pioneer, ushered in to the presidential 

cabinet room by two Washington state congressmen, 

Senator Pyles and Representative Cushman, received 

the immediate consideration of President Theodore 

Roosevelt. 

" H e d idn ' t have to be told that the trail was a battle

field," Meeker said, "or that the pioneers who occupied 

the Oregon country while it was yet in dispute between 

Great Britain and the United States were heroes. . . . He 

tense desire to get at the bottom facts; soon he had all 

my story and when he left me, his assurance 'I am with 

you,' was all 1 needed." Meeker left the capital on 

January 8, 1908. 

Somewhere along the way Meeker had conceived an 

even more ambitious purpose than marking the Oregon 

Tra i l , and this had become part of his dream. Looking 

to the future, with horseless-carriage traffic developing, 

he envisioned a great national highway, to be called 

"Pioneer Way," that would follow the Oregon Trai l 

from the Missouri River to Olympia, Washington. 

Wherever he went, he added the "Pioneer Way" propo

sition to the Oregon Tra i l project, urging the people to 

write their congressmen, not only endorsing the bill 
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For the edification of future generations, Dandy and 
Dave were stuffed and put on display with 
Meeker's wagon in the Washington State Historical 
Society—where they can be seen today. Taxidermists 
assured Meeker that the pair would last for a thousand years. 

pending in Congress to appropriate fifty-thousand dol

lars to mark the Oregon Tra i l , but endorsing a measure 

to build this memorial highway, with the strong argu

ment that in time of possible war a good highway would 

be vitally essential. "And war is possible," he warned, 

"even with Japan!" 

Although no "Pioneer Way," as such, runs across the 

land today, long stretches of present U. S. Highway 30 

follow the route specified by Meeker from the Missouri 

to the Pacific. 

After wintering in Pittsburgh, Meeker came west 

through St. Louis, Independence, and other Missouri 

towns, but found it difficult to arouse interest in Oregon 

Tra i l monuments . From St. Joseph he shipped the outfit 

by rail and on June (i, 1908, arrived in Portland, where 

he "received a cordial welcome from the mayor down 

to the humblest citizen, and a joyous reunion with two 

thousand pioneers assembled for their annual meeting." 

From Port land the outfit trailed overland, arriving 

home on July 18 to a jubilant welcome from family and 

friends, who had so opposed the undertaking. 

Later Meeker made other trips east. In 1910 the ox 

wagon, with Dave and Dandy still on duty, once more 

crossed the plains, this time in the interest of locating 

uncertain stretches of trail. By consulting township sur

veys in the state capitals—Boise, Cheyenne, Lincoln, 

Topeka — sixteen hundred miles of the trail were plot

ted. In 1910 Meeker appeared before the House Com

mittee on Military Affairs to make a plea for "Pioneer 

Way." 

His un ique way of per | jetuating the Oregon Trai l 

attracted nationwide at tention; big-city papers from 

coast to coast made news of his activities. For years the 

Oregon Tra i l Memorial Association met annually at 

some point on the trail to glorify Ezra Meeker. T w o 

years after his death, in 1930, a New York group com

memorated his hundredth birthday with a dinner; forty 

years after his memorable journey, the Kansas City Star 

featured a story recalling his 1908 visit. As first president 

of the American Pioneer Trai ls Association, Meeker 

eventually saw 150 monuments erected along the 

Oregon Tra i l . 

Dave and Dandy still hold a notable place in the 

historic scene. When they were old and the days of their 

Oregon Tra i l journey at an end, the entire outfit was 

turned over to the state of Washington. An immense 

14 x 28-foot glass display case was installed in the State 

Historical Building; and housed inside, the battered old 

prairie schooner headed by the two oxen may be seen 

today. Taxidermists assured Meeker that, if their handi

work is properly cared for, a thousand years hence "the 

generation then inhabit ing the earth will still be viewing 

this strange old exhibit from ancient Oregon Tra i l days!' 

Th i s paragraph, from an address by Meeker on No

vember 6, 1910, epitomizes the vision of the great old 

man who so unstintingly spent himself to realize a 

dream: 

Take every man of you a stone to cast upon the monument 
of the Oregon Trail as hallowed ground trod by the men 
who opened the way for this grand civilization, that their 
fame shall abide with us and their very tracks shall be pre
served as a sign among you that when your children ask 
their fathers in time to come saying what mean ye by these 
stones, then ye shall answer them, these stones shall be for 
a memorial unto the pioneers who gave their lives that we 
might possess this heritage. • 

Gladys Shafer, who resided for years in Meeker's oxen town of 
Puyallup, Washington, has long had an interest in the career 
of the old pioneer. She is a frequent contributor to various 
journals and newspapers in the Pacific Northwest on the his
tory of the region. 
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THE SPLENDID RANGER 
BY JACK BURROWS 

WHEN OWEN WISTER'S Virginian 

said, softly, to an offensive hotn-
bre, "When you call me that, smile;' he 
appears to have established the domi
nant trait, even the prototype, of the 
dangerous western character-—outlaw or 
lawman—whose words were sparingly 
used and ominously low-keyed, and 
whose approach to violence was almost 
gentle. Wyatt Earp is supposed to have 
said to divers badmen—quietly, of 
course—"mind me]' while Bat Master-
son's approach was a laconic "easy, 
now!' Presumably, failure to smile, 
mind, or go easy could get a man shot. 

Frank Hamer, six-foot, three-inch, 
two-hundred-thirty-pound Texas Rang
er, represents the ultimate in western 
stereotypy. When the big ranger walked 
up to a badman and said "I'm Frank 
Hamer" (the title of Hamer's biography, 
subtitled The Life of a Texas Peace Of
ficer), it was at once an introduction, a 
cold statement of fact, and a warning— 
Earp, Masterson, and Hickok rolled into 
one. While any one of those earlier 
pistoleers would have unhesitatingly 
shot down an outlaw or adversary, 
Hamer offered greater variety: he shot, 
cuffed, even kicked what is euphemis
tically called the "groin." 

Tall as John Wayne, big as Marshal 
Dillon, high-headed, eyes cold and 
hooded, with a faintly contemptuous ex
pression about the mouth, Hamer was 
the perfect western peace officer—on or 
off video. If a cuff or kick did not suf
fice, he killed. And if, as reputed, he 
killed fifty-three men—including, if 
somewhat inaccurately, Bonnie Parker 
—he racked up a higher man tally than 

a combined season's bag on Bonanza, 
Gunsmoke, and Cimarron Strip and 
made John Wesley Hardin's "forty 
notches" look like idle whittling. He shot 
a varied bag, too, everything from 
would-be assassins to border outlaws, 
from a fleeing Negro to Bonnie Parker 
and Clyde Barrow. But no one ever 
called Frank Hamer a killer. Although 
one searches for a euphemism when 
contemplating that ghastly fifty-three, 
Hamer almost certainly used the gun 
only as a last resort. Wounded seventeen 
times and left for dead on four occa
sions, Hamer spread his killings over 
nearly fifty years of enforcing the law 
along the Texas border, in brawling oil
field camps, and in the cities; there were 
no personal vendettas settled behind a 
tin star. 

To Texans, including the late histo
rians J. Frank Dobie and Walter Pres-
cott Webb, Hamer was the epitome of 
high-hatted, high-heeled, homespun in
corruptibility and moral rectitude. He 
was imbued with Calvinistic fatalism— 
predestination made him reckless, but 
never careless—and a belief in legal 
retribution. Corruption was wrong, 
whether it involved the governor of a 
state, a renegade border gunrunner, a 
banker who paid crooked officials boun
ties for framed "bankrobbers," or even 
a Texas Ranger. He could shoot Bonnie 
Parker, but he could not bring himself 
to call her a bitch: "She was, beggin' 
your pardon, a bit of a lady dog." 

Surprisingly enough, Hamer is not 
generally well known, even to western 
historians. One old Texan, still alive and 
with an enduring interest in western his-

I'm Frank Hamer: The Life of a Texas 
Peace Officer by John H. Jenkins and H. 
Gordon Frost (Pemberton Press, $7.50). 

tory, who knew Pat Garrett, Emmett 
Dalton, Wyatt Earp, Bat Masterson, and 
Ranger Captain John R. Hughes, said, "I 
never knew Frank Hamer, nor much 
about him." Unquestionably, Hamer is 
partially responsible for his own obscur
ity, since he modestly eschewed publicity 
during his lifetime in the belief that his 
story would one day be a financial 
legacy to his family. Perhaps, also, he 
has not been considered a legitimate part 
of the Old West but has been relegated 
to the historical limbo of the early nine
teen hundreds—one boot in the stirrup 
and the other on the accelerator of a 
V-8 Ford. Texas was still wild enough 
for any man at the turn of the century, 
but the buffalo were gone, the trail 
drives long since ended, the cow towns 
dead, and the Comanches huddled sul
lenly on their reservations. Hamer's 
most important action was shooting 
Bonnie and Clyde out of an automobile, 
not picking a leather-pounding rustler 
off his bronc. 

Unfortunately, I'm Frank Hamer 
shows little promise of assisting the pas
sage of the brave and deserving Ranger 
into western history and folklore. With 
the exception of the tale of Bonnie and 
Clyde, the book is little more than a 
formless, anecdotal recitation, with each 
succeeding event less memorable than 
the last. The narrative appears hurried; 
perhaps publication was racing against 
the cinema, Bonnie and Clyde. There 

(Continued on page 59) 
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LOOKING WESTWARD 

BY JOSEPH E. ILLICK 

EVER SINCE MY youthful addiction to 
True Comics ("Truth is a thousand 

times stranger than fiction"), I have been 
inclined to seek verity in objective fact. 
Indeed, I began my academic career as a 
civil engineer but finally settled on his
tory as the literary counterpart of tech
nology. Occasionally I step beyond these 
confines, my most recent adventure be
ing with Leslie A. Fiedler's The Return 
of the Vanishing American (Stein and 
Day, $5.95), the final volume of a tril
ogy. 

In conjunction with Love and Death 
in the American Novel and IVaiting for 
the End, The Return of the Vanishing 
American constitutes a single work, the 
first of whose parts is concerned with 
eros and thanatos; the second, with the 
hope of apocalypse and its failure; the 
third, with the Indian. All three, as is 
hinted in this last volume, share a pecu
liar form of madness that dreams and 
achieves the true West. 

Unfortunately, the message is not al
together clear, and the frustrated reader 
may be tempted to agree with one of 
Fiedler's more staid academic colleagues 
who, on the appearance of Love and 
Death in the American Novel, noted dis
approvingly: "He is scarcely a literary 
critic at all. . . . To him novels are docu
ments from which the secret cultural 
history of America can be read . . . he 
does not play fair." 

Fiedler's devotion to clarity or justice 
is less evident than his desire for novelty, 
for shedding new (if rather shocking) 
light on old material. In his first book, as 
the title suggests, Fiedler differentiated 
the American novel from the European 
by pointing out the former's failure to 
deal with love (heterosexuality, homo
sexuality, incest) and death. IVaiting for 
the End added to these themes another: 
race conflicts and consequent fears of 
miscegenation, The Return of the Van
ishing American, though subdued by 
comparison to its predecessors, draws on 
all of these ideas to demonstrate that 

contemporary novelists are creating 
"New Westerns." 

American books, says Fiedler, can be 
categorized regionally into "Northerns" 
(austere, Puritanical), "Southerns" (dark, 
sensual, Gothic), "Easterns" (cosmopoli
tan, "anti-anti-erotic"), and "Westerns." 
In the latter the white, Anglo-Saxon Prot
estant confronts the Indian in the wil
derness—"leading either to a metamor
phosis of the WASP into something 
neither White nor Red (sometimes by 
adoption, sometimes by emulation, but 
never by miscegenation), or else to the 
annihilation of the Indian (sometimes by 
castration-conversion or penning off into 
a ghetto, sometimes by sheer murder)." 
In the first instance, a New Man may 
emerge; but if the alternative occurs, 
"the Western disappears as a living form, 
for the West has, in effect, been made 
into an East." Thus, it must be the pres
ence of the Indian that defines the West. 

Originally Europeans conceived of 
America as synonymous with the West 
—a place to escape to, yet a place for
bidden (one can imagine literary critics 
thanking God for the Garden of Eden). 
The unexpected natives had also to be 
accounted for: if denied souls, they 
could be enslaved; if granted souls, they 
could be converted or simply recognized 
as something different (and probably 
monstrous). These European concep
tions, once settlement began, "were rad
ically altered, becoming not myths of 
others but of themselves." In a bold, al
most transatlantic leap, Fiedler declares: 

. . . women and Indians make for us 
a second, home-grown definition of 
what we consider the Real West, the 
West of the West, as it were: a place 
to which white male Americans flee 
from their own women into the arms 
of Indian males, but which those 
white women, in their inexorable ad
vance from coast to coast, destroy. 
There are, according to Fiedler, four 

basic myths that underlie the literary 
image of the West: the runaway male 
(Natty Bumppo, Huck Finn); love in the 
woods (Pocahontas and Smith, Sacaja-
wea and Lewis); the white woman with 
a tomahawk (Hannah Duston, the anti-
Pocahontas); and the good companions 
in the wilderness (Natty and Chingach-

(Continued on page 57) 
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Back in stock in time for Christmas 
— the book that sold out before 
its official publication date 

"Don't let the world get you down. 
Read Bill Nye...ideal as a gift" 

— Laramie Boomerang 

BILL NYE'S WESTERN HUMOR 
Selected & edited with an introduction by T. A. Larson 

Although Bill Nye was America's best known and 
highest paid humorist at the turn of the century, his 
work is little known today. Now T. A. Larson has 
assembled the best of Nye's writings in a collection 
that is both good fun and a valuable picture of a 
lively period. "Larson has performed a service for 
20th-century generations by collecting Nye's pieces'' 
— Sunday Oregonian. "Should delight and tickle the funny 
bone of contemporary readers "-Maine Sunday Telegram. 

Cloth $4.75 

"A good sfory for family 
reading on Christmas Eve" 

- Wyoming Library Roundup 

THE CHRISTMAS OF 
THE PHONOGRAPH 
RECORDS: 
A Recollection 
By Mari Sandoz 

"There have been many nostalgic accounts of Christmas 
remembrances, but none is quite as distinctive as this'' 
— Western American Literature. "A jewel worth sharing" 
-Omaha World-Herald. "Mari Sandoz at her best.... 
The starvation of the Sandoz family for a few of the 
objects of culture must have been repeated over and over 
again on the frontier. A most enjoyable recollection" 
— Utah Historical Quarterly. "A wonderful period piece" 
— Western Roundup. "The music is for everybody,' said 
Old Jules. And so is the story" — Westerners Brand Book. 

Cloth $2.95 

"A collector's item... 
remarkable close-up photographs" 

— Publishers' Weekly 

WATERFOWL: 
Their Biology and 
Natural History 
By Paul A. Johnsgard 

"Definitive work on the subject. . . The color studies 
are particularly good"-Saturday Review, Inc. "For the 
first time, here is a complete picture of all genera and 
species. No comparable collection exists in a single 
volume" — Conservation News. "Scientifically oriented, 
yet written in layman's language. Will help you learn 
about waterfowl behavior, ecology, distribution, migration, 
and evolution...a marvelous book "-Mark Sosin, 
CBS Outdoor Editor. "This sumptuous display is a feast 
for ornithologist and layman alike " — Dateline in Science. 
148 photographs (59 in color), 16 drawings, identification 
key, annotated list, bibliography. Cloth $8.95 

"Finest, fullest pictorial 
history of North American 
Indians so far discovered" 

— History Book Club Review 

A PICTOGRAPHIC 
HISTORY OF THE 
OGLALA SIOUX 
Drawings by Amos Bad Heart Bull. 
Text by Helen H. Blish 

"A magnificent and carefully analyzed presentation of 
the work of an excellent artist. The combination of 
good technique and scientific authenticity recommends 
this book to both the scholar and the general reader" 
—J. O. Brew, New York Times Book Review. "A handsomely 
produced, intelligently edited, and basic historical 
source that may well have a great influence on Siouan 
studies "-Library Journal. "Remarkable in workmanship, 
in characterization and in the sad and noble story it 

relates" — Los Angeles Times. Slipcased, 415 drawings 
(32 in color) 

Regular edition $17.95 Limited edition $50.00 

University of Nebraska Press 
L i n c o l n 6 8 5 0 8 
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Southwest Writers Series 
J a m e s W. L e e , G e n e r a l E d i t o r 

"A capital idea," says Lon Tinkle in the 
Dallas Morning News about this continuing 
pamphlet series on the writers of the South
west. Features include: uniform size "minimum 
of 48 pages • biographical information • evalu
ation of writer's work • selective bibliography 

1. J. Frank llobie l»y Francis F,. Abernelhy 
2. John C. Duval: First Texas Man of Letters 

by John Q. Anderson 
3. Charles A. Siringo: A Texas Picaro 

by Charles It. I'eavy 
4. Andy Adams: Storyteller and Novelist of the 

Great Plains by Wilson M. Hudson 
5. 7'om Lea: Artist in Two Mediums by John O.West 
6. Katharine Anne Porter: The Regional Stories 

bv Winfred S. Emmons 
7. William Humphrey by James W. Lee 
8. Paul Horean by James M. Hay 
9. Oliver La Forge bv Everett A. Cillis 

10. Fred Gtpson by flam H. Henderson 
11. Eugene Manlove Rhodes: Cowboy Chronicler 

by Edwin W. Gaston, Jr. 
12. J. Mason Ilrewer: Negro Folhlorist 

by James W. Ilyrd 
13. George Sessions Perry by Stanley G. Alexander 
14. Conrad Riehter by Rol>ert J. Ilarnes 
16. A. II. Guthrie. Jr. bv Thomas Ford 
16. Marv Austin by Jo W. Lyday 
17. William A. Owens by William T. Pilkington 
18. ROBS Sanlce by Neal Houston 

Price per copy, $1.00 

Southwest Writers 
Anthology 
b y M a r t i n S . S h o c k l e y 

"... has none of the feeling of being chopped 
up, of bits and pieces, tha t anthologies often 
have," says W. D. Bedell in the Houston Post. 
Soft cover. 348 pp. Per copy, $2.95 

Facsimiles and Reprints 
Life and Adventures in the 
South, Southwest, and West 
J a m e s M. D a y , G e n e r a l E d i t o r 
Duval, John C , Early Times in Texas. Fac

simile of the 1892 first edition. Introduction 
by John Q. Anderson. $5.95 

Duval, John C , Big Foot Wallace. Facsimile of 
the 1871 first edition. Introduction by John 
Q. Anderson. 5.95 

Smithwick, Noah, The Evolution of a State, or 
Recollections of Old Texas Days. Facsimile 
of the 1900 first edition. Introduction by 
James M. Day. 5.95 

Hare, Maud Cuney, Norris Wright Cuney. Fac
simile of the 1913 first edition. Introduction 
by Robert C. Cotner. 5.95 

Rye, Edgar, The Quirt and The Spur. Fac
simile of the 1909 first edition. Introduction 
by James M. Day. 6.95 

Siringo, Charles, Two Evil Isms. Facsimile of 
the 1915 firstedition. Introduction by Charles 
D. Peavy. 5.95 

Siringo, Charles, History of "Billy the Kid." 
Facsimile of the 1920 first edition. Introduc
tion by Charles D. Peavy. 5 95 

Viele, Mrs., Following the Drum. Facsimile of 
the 1858 first edition. Introduction by James 
M. Day. 5 95 

Devol, George H., Forty Years a Gambler on 
the Mississippi. Facsimile of the 1887 first 
edition. Introduction by John West. 6.95 

Anon., The Life and Tragic Death of Jesse 
James. Facsimile of the 1883 first edition. 
Colored illustrations added. 4.95 

Anon., Bella (Belle) Starr, the Bandit Queen. 
Facsimile of the 1889 Police Gazette edition. 
Colored illustrations added. 4 95 

Bode, Winston. J. Frank Dobie: A Portrait of 
Pancho. Reprint of 1965 first edition. 5.95 

Available at your favorite bookstore 

Steck-Vaughn 
Company, P.O. Box 2028, Austin,Texas 78767 

A WESTERN GATHERING 
Full bibliographic information (num

ber of pages, where published, etc.) 

for all books reviewed can be ob

tained from the listing under Current 

Western Books, page 60. 

Littlefield Lands: Colonization in the 
Texas Plains, 1912-1920 by David B. 
Gracy (University of Texas Press, $5.00). 

BY W. EUGENE HOLLON 

THE UNIVERSITY OF TEXAS Press has 
in recent years published histories 

of several of the state's major cattle em
pires. Few of these studies are exciting 
reading, principally because they deal 
with facts, not the romance and myth 
traditionally associated with cow cul
ture. The present volume, following 
much the same pattern as Ray Stephen's 
Taft Ranch and Lester Fields Sheffy's 
Francklyn Land and Cattle Company is 
a well researched, heavily documented 
contribution to local history. It takes up 
where most serious ranch history stops, 
analyzing the problems that beset the 
town builder in attracting potential 
farmers to a region that before develop
ment required several acres to support a 
single ranch animal. 

The process of converting the arid 
lands of the monotonously flat Texas 
Panhandle into an agricultural "oasis" 
began a few years before World War I. 
The movement started on a big scale 
with the breakup of the famous XIT 
Ranch. Major George W. Littlefield, one 
of the most enlightened "cattle kings" 
that Texas ever produced, bought a 
312,175-acre section of the old XIT, for
merly known as the Yellow House 
Ranch. He created the Littlefield Cattle 
Company in 1912 and founded the town 
of Littlefield. (Those unfamiliar with 
Texas geography might appreciate know
ing that Littlefield is not far from Mule-
shoe.) 

Most of the present volume is devoted 
to the creation of the company, search
ing for underground water for irriga
tion, planting trees, establishing schools, 
opening a bank, and obtaining a railroad 
line. The final chapter deals with the 
people who moved onto the Littlefield 
tracts—where they came from, how they 
adjusted to a strange environment, and 
whether they succeeded. Between 1912 
and 1920 a total of 464 farms and town 

lots were sold. The names of the original 
purchasers, with their nationality and re
ligion, are listed in the Appendix. Little-
field's agent, Arthur P. Duggan, concen
trated his recruiting efforts upon Ger
mans, Swedes, and people of the Men-
nonite faith, a fact that the list obviously 
reveals. 

Gracy's story of the Littlefield lands 
stops abruptly at 1920, but the town's 
growth did not. According to the 1960 
census its population approximated ten 
thousand people, a far more optimistic 
figure than the "natural beauty" of the 
country would lead the average cross
country traveler to imagine—especially 
one who travels U.S. 84, northwest of 
Lubbock. • 

W . Eugene H o l l o n is in the Department of 

History at the University of Toledo. 

The Battle for Alaska Statehood by Er
nest Gruening, U.S.S. (University of 
Alaska Press, $6.95). 

By JEANETTE P. NICHOLS 

WHEN THE PEOPLE of the forty-ninth 
State decided to have a centennial 

celebration of their purchase, scholarly 
Alaskans, led by Robert Frederick of 
Alaska Methodist University at Anchor
age and Morgan Sherwood of the Uni
versity of California at Davis, made 
plans for the historical commemoration. 
Obtaining notable collaboration from 
the National Endowment for the Hu
manities and the American Historical 
Association, they assembled some five 
hundred participants at a conference 
sponsored by the Alaska Methodist Uni
versity, June 8-10, 1967. 

Furthermore, the publications office 
of the University of Alaska, located ad
jacent to Fairbanks, invited the four po
litical leaders most active in pressing for 
statehood at Washington — Senators 
Bartlett and Gruening, Representative 
Rivers, and former Governor Egan — 
to contribute their personal recollections 
of the struggle for statehood, in order to 
comprise an inclusive centennial vol
ume. Unfortunately, only one of the 
four, Senator Gruening, has been suffi
ciently concerned with history to crowd 
into the taxing life of a politician the 
writing of his reminiscences. 

Senator Gruening has been more im
mersed in pressing for statehood than 
any other individual. No sooner had he 
graduated from Harvard with his M.D. 
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Frederick Jackson Turner 
The Historical World of Frederick Jackson Turner 

with Selections from his Correspondence 
Narrative by Wilbur R. Jacobs 
The more than one hundred letters presented here — to Woodrow Wilson. Max Farrand, Arthur 
Schlesinger, Carl Becker, Merle Curti and others — demonstrate qualities that placed Turner in 
the forefront of American scholars and illustrate both his personal life and his professional 
interest in politics, education, and the making and writing of history. $10.00 

Wyoming, 1868-1896 
Wyoming: A Political History, 1868-1896 

by Lewis Gould 
In this well-written and carefully presented analysis, Mr. Gould argues that the making of public 
policy in the West and across the nation in the Gilded Age was a more complex and intricate 
process than has been commonly believed. In discussing the political career of Francis E. 
Warren, governor and later senator, the author shows how political considerations and partisan 
leaders played a much larger role in determining the course of Wyoming public life than did the 
railroad or the cattlemen. $10.00 

Bartlett's West Yale University Press 
New Haven and London 

Bartlett's West: Drawing the Mexican Boundary 
by Robert V. Hine 
John Russell Bartlett was appointed in 1850 to determine the southern boundary of the United 
States after the Mexican War. This handsome volume features 56 drawings by Bartlett and his 
expedition as they traveled the 2,000-mile line across rocky, saguaro-studded and pinon-
pocked mesas, through sparse settlements of hostile Indians and bitter Mexicans. $12.50 

The extraordinary artistry of i&fPL I&*lm 

—in a strikingly handsome limited f ff^3 
edition of the finest work created by 

the Southwest's great painter-illustrator 
Known and loved throughout the world for both his 
writings (The Brave Bulls, The Wonderful Country, and 
other popular books) and for his spectacular paintings 
of the people and scenes of the American West, Tom 
Lea has now displayed his enormous talents in one of 
the most magnificent books ever published. 

Volume I of this elegant treasury consists of a series of 
Tom Lea's warmly personal essays — with 96 black and 
white illustrations —describing the circumstances behind 
the creation of the pictures. Volume II is a lavish 11" x 
15'/i" book-portfolio containing 36 superb pictures suit
able for framing — 12 in full and excellent color. The 
two volumes are in an attractive, sturdy box. Together, 
they provide a marvelously revealing portrait of Tom 
Lea in the full interplay of his art and writing. 

"Art collectors, lovers of fine books and book-
making, Americana buffs and Tom Lea's 
host of admirers will find this two-in-one 

package definitive, [and] superlative." 
—Publishers' Weekly 

A PICTURE GALLERY 
Limited edition, $50.00 the set 

at leading bookstores or 
direct from the publisher. 

LITTLE, BROWN and COMPANY 
34 Beacon Street, Boston, Mass. 02106 
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A portrayal of 

THE CALL 
TO CALIFORNIA 

$9.50 

An authentic tracing in text, pictures and maps of 
the original Camino Real, f rom La Paz to San Fran 
Cisco, as trod by the Portola-Serra expedition. 
A photographic team spent 18 months in Baja Cali
fornia and Upper California, locating the scenes de
scribed in the diaries of Serra, Portola, Crespi, 
Costanso, and Canizares on their march of more 
than 1,000 miles. 
The reader will be able to walk with Serra and Por
tola and the other members of the expedition, and 
to see the country as they saw it and experience 
what they encountered on their way to the settlement 
of California. 
100 photographs and paintings, many of them in 
full color, will accompany excerpts from the diaries. 

Among the Photographs 
Rare and beautiful scenes of a California that is 
largely disappearing in the sweep of unprecedented 
growth. 
Rare and exclusive views of the old Jesuit trail which 
once connected the missions of Baja California. 

The Paintings Are 

The first sighting of California, from the highlands 
of Baja California. 
The raising of the first cross on Presidio Hill at 
San Diego. 
The sighting of San Francisco Bay from historic 
Sweeney Ridge. 

This historic volume was commissioned by James S. 
Copley. It was edited by Richard F. Pourade with 
photography by Harry Crosby. The three commis
sioned paintings are by Lloyd Harting, noted water 
colorist whose works have been seen on many of 
America's artistic calendars. 
This important and handsome book will be published 
in November, 1968, in anticipation of the bicenten
nial celebration of California in 1969. 

A i.l l .VI' I IM STORY IN K K T l ' R K A M I WORDS OK THK KOl 'NDINO OK CALIFORNIA 

COPLEY BOOKS/Union-Tribune Publishing Company 
940 Third Avenue, San Diego, California 92112 
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than he turned to a career in journalism 
with a liberal slant and spent twenty-one 
years in that field. For the next five years 
he served as Director of the Division of 
Territories, Island Possessions of the De
partment of Interior, an assignment cer
tain to foster proclivities towards advo
cacy in an individual determined to fight 
frustrations. Of these he had a highly 
stimulating amplitude during his four
teen years (1939-1953) as Governor of 
Alaska. By 1945 he had decided that the 
area's revenues could not be met short 
of statehood, and within the next year 
it was endorsed by a popular vote. From 
this point on, Alaskan documentation in 
the archives of the Territory, Congress, 
and the Departments at Washington 
abounded with his pleadings for more 
effective fulfillment of Alaska's eco
nomic and political potential. 

The Battle for Alaska Statehood gen
erously credits the achievement of state
hood to "all the people of Alaska," 
rather than to any one person or group 
of persons. Further, Gruening observes 
that the definitive account waits upon "a 
vast amount of painstaking research," 
for which time is not now available. For 
the present he fulfills his promise to the 
centennial planners with eight little 
chapters, sketching efforts before the 
Territorial Legislature, and the Congress 
in Washington, with emphasis upon 
House and Senate hearings. The major 
arguments against statehood and his 
manner of countering them are summa
rized in reproduction of his 1947 testi
mony before a House Committee in 
Ketchikan, and his keynote address, de
livered before Alaska's remarkable Con
stitutional Convention of late 1955, on 
"Let Us End American Colonialism." 
The testimony of opponents, quoted 
from the hearings, fill in some informa
tion on what he was struggling against. 
Some five pages of notes, a dozen illus
trations, eleven pages of index, and a 
few human interest recollections add to 
the usefulness of this short narrative. • 

Jcanettc P. Nichols, author of a history 
of Alaska, is Emeritus Professor of History 
at the University of Pennsylvania. 

Travelers in Texas, 1761-1860 by Mari
lyn McAdams Sibley (University of 
Texas Press, $5.00). 

BY JOE B. FRANTZ 

SOMETIMES ONE GETS the feeling that 

every halfway literate person who 
came to the New World must have writ
ten his memoirs. These records have the 
advantages and disadvantages of writ
ings by the untrained. Their authors 
frequently see things afresh, and just as 
frequently are impossibly discursive. To 
get through the travel literature of co
lonial and pioneer Texas alone is the 
work of a lifetime. The accounts run into 
the hundreds. 

Here the author has performed an 
adroit and sensitive distillation of the 
two hundred most important travel ac
counts. The book not only is going to 
save us lazy pseudoscholars consider
able investigation, but it is downright 
interesting. This is no compilation of 
travel accounts, a paragraph here and 
several pages there, laid end-to-end 
either topically or chronologically. In
stead, it is a skillful interweaving that 
ranges back and forth like Aldous Hux
ley's Point and Counterpoint, and emer
ges unified and significant. 

There are happy accounts: "The char
acter of the people (of San Antonio) is 
care-free, they are enthusiastic dancers, 
very fond of luxury!' That was San An
tonio in 1828; it is San Antonio in 1968. 
Heritages aren't easily displaced. Of 
course, San Antonio had its other side, 
as the author also points out: It was, she 
writes, "a place where tempers some
times flared and knives flashed, where 
monte games and fandangoes took place 
by night, and where naked woman 
bathed publicly by day!' The games have 
changed, and the women have moved 
indoors with the advent of plumbing, 
but the tempers and the knives and the 
gaming go on. 

The book presents a mine of ideas. If 
sociologists had a better sense of history, 
they could dig deliriously all day and 
come up with all sorts of explanations 
for the indigenous characteristics of 
Texas. For instance, miscegenation 
was tolerated so long as the country was 
sparsely settled. Not until people began 
to get used to seeing neighbors did the 
old racial attitudes assert themselves. In 
the 1830's John Ferdinand Webber en
tangled himself in a "low amour" with 

WILL SOULE 
INDIAN PHOTOGRAPHER 
AT FORT SILL,1869-1874 
A rare collection of dramatic Indian 
photographs of great historical as well 
as artistic value. Recently rediscovered 
by the authors after a time lapse of 
almost one hundred years, these out
standing photographs of the Southern 
Plains Indians—Kiowa, Apache, Kio
wa-Apache, Cheyenne, Wichita, Cad
do, Arapaho and Comanche—comprise 
the earliest known collection of its 
kind. That Will Soule's relationship 
with the tribes was unusually friendly 
and trusting for the times is evident by 
the number of Indian immortals who 
posed for him in their natural sur
roundings. In their text, authors Belous 
and Weinstein provide insight into the 
relationships between the various 
tribes, and trace the history of Indian 
photography in the American West 
from the daguerreotype through the 
dry-plate process. 
128 pages, 9 x 113A inches. 85 black and 
white photographs $12.50 
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Books worth 
keeping 

PUBLISHED BY 
UNIVERSITY OF OKLAHOMA PRESS 

THE COMPLETE 
HORSESHOEING GUIDE 

By ROBERT F. W I S E M A N . A com
pendium of all there is to know 
about the making and fitting of 
horseshoes, the tools required, and 
the psychology and health of the 
animals. Illustrated. $4 .95 

WESTERN WORDS 
A Dictionary of the American 
West. By RAMON F. ADAMS. Re
vised and greatly enlarged edition 
of the popular Western Words: A 
Dictionary of the Range, Cow 
Camp, and Trail, first published in 
1944. $7 .95 

HISTORICAL ATLAS 
OF NEW MEXICO 

By W A R R E N A. BECK and YNEZ 
D. H A A S E . New Mexico's dramatic 
history in text and related maps. 
Cloth $4 .95; paper $2.95 

THE APACHE FRONTIER 
Jacobo Vgarte and Spanish-Indian 
Relations in Northern New Spain, 
1769-1791. By M A X L. MOOR-
HEAD. Illustrated. $6 .95 

New Printings and revised edi
tions in The Civilization of tlie 
American Indian series 

CHEROKEE MESSENGER 
A Life of Samuel Austin Wor
cester. By A L T H E A BASS. Illus
trated. $6 .95 

WAH'KON-TAH 
Tlxe Osage and the White Man's 
Road. By JOHN JOSEPH M A T H E W S . 
The Osages brought into focus 
through the life history of their 
long-time agent, Major Laban J. 
Miles. Illustrated. $5 .95 

ADVANCING THE FRONTIER, 
1830-1860 

By G R A N T FOREMAN. The removal 
and settlement of the Osage, Ki
owa, and Comanche Indians be
yond the Mississippi. Illustrated. 
$5 .95 

Now at your bookstore 

UNIVERSITY OF 
OKLAHOMA 
PRESS 
Norman, 
Okla. 7 3 0 6 9 

another man's slave. When the slave-
woman gave birth to a child, Webber 
purchased both of them and married the 
woman legally. They lived in peace and 
acceptance until Webberville began to 
lose its thinness (it's not exactly thickly-
settled yet). Then Webber's children 
were not allowed to attend school, their 
tutors were threatened, and finally white 
injustice caused him to sell out and 
move to the Rio Grande. What price 
progress! 

Joe B. Frantz, a member of the editorial 
board of THE AMERICAN WEST, is editor of 
the Southwestern Historical Quarterly. 

How to Kill a Golden State by William 
Bronson (Doubleday, $6.95). 

The California Revolution edited by 
Carey McWilliams (Grossman, $6.50). 

THROUGHOUT ITS HISTORY, California 
—Bayard Taylor's "panther of the 

splendid hide"—has served as a case 
study in the use and misuse of en
vironment and the fermentations of an 
urban society that has more often re
sembled the witch's cauldron in Mac
beth than a melting pot. What man has 
done to the state and to himself in the 
process is the subject of each of these 
books, which look upon man and his 
works in California and do not always 
find them good. 

How to Kill a Golden State is a jer
emiad, a highly personal outcry raised 
against what the author contends is an 
environmental condition rapidly ap
proaching the outlines of a nightmare. 
In a collection of pictorial essays docu
menting every embarrassment from 
depleted stands of redwoods to photo
chemical smog, Bronson presents a pun
gent commentary on the end result of an 
evolutionary process that began when 
the first river miners of the 1850's picked 
up and moved a stream, and the first San 
Francisco merchant erected a pre-neon 
billboard proclaiming the nutritional de
lights of Mensman's Peptonized Beef 
Tonic, or whatever. Bronson's lament is 
that the processes of history have 
brought us very nearly to the point of no 
return; his demand is that we do some
thing about it; his singular contribution 
is that he provides the answers. 

The California Revolution, an anthol
ogy of essays on California's postwar 
excesses, from the rise of the multiver
sity to an economy disproportionately 

dependent upon government contracts, 
is both a reinforcement and an enlarge
ment of the themes running through 
Bronson's book. All the patterns of Cal
ifornia's past—her diverse and peren
nially exploding population, booming 
(and sometimes busting) economic 
drives, and a political pathology dom
inated by the maverick California voter, 
who rarely has done what he was ex
pected to do—have been accelerated al
most beyond calculation since 1945, an 
explosion that has profoundly altered 
the landscape and the society which must 
inhabit it. 

California, as Carey McWilliams 
points out in his introduction, is, and 
always has been, a revolution—an eco
nomic, social, and political revolution— 
and revolutions are productive of both 
progress and destruction. California, the 
"West of the West," has revolutionized 
the structure of American society in the 
twentieth century; the question made 
abundantly clear in both The California 
Revolution and How to Kill a Golden 
State is whether this continuing revolu
tion will produce an uncontrollable 
social monster or a new American 
Eden. • T H w . 
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L O O K I N G W E S T W A R D 
(Continued from page 50) 

gook). Fiedler judges Cooper to have 
been the only classic American writer to 
have used these basic myths in his art, 
yet Cooper publicly doubted that the 
backwoods "New Man" could survive. 
Twain, an Indian hater, never was suc
cessful in writing a "Western"; nor was 
Poe, who jumbled it with a "Southern" 
and desexed it (no passion, no venereal 
disease), a matter "of critical importance 
in the disposition of the Western from 
the center to the periphery of our liter
ature." Fiedler doesn't much care for the 
recent literature that contrasts the seam
ier aspects of the West to the expurgated 
version, either, though he admits that "a 
joke comes a little closer to getting it 
straight." It remained only for Owen 
Wister, an easterner, to set the pattern 
in his book with a "Southern" title (black 
means villain, sensual means violence). 
Walter Van Tilburg Clark, Ernest Hem
ingway, and Nathaniel West added dis
tortions of their own. 

Consequently, writers of the New 
Western "treat the oldest encounter be
tween Whites and Indians as farce," re
placing "nostalgia with parody, senti
mentality with mockery, polite female 
masochism with gross male sadism." 
Fiedler has reference to such authors as 
John Barth, Ken Kesey, James Leo Her-
lihy, and Leonard Cohen, whose stock in 
trade includes anti-Pocahontases, run
away males (hippies and the like), and 
drug users (moved by hallucinations 
rather than nostalgia). Europeans 
thought Columbus was crazy; today's 
writers connect madness with the West. 

FOR READERS who are overwhelmed 

by Fiedler's creative powers, a more 
conventional, if less interesting, interpre
tation of our national literature in terms 
of an escape to the West can be found in 
David A. Noble's The Eternal Adam and 
the New World Garden: The Central 
Myth in the American Novel Since 1830 
(George Brazilier, $5.95). This book 
parallels the theme of Noble's earlier 
book Historians Against History (see my 
column in T H E AMERICAN WEST, July, 

1968). He claims: 
Our major novelists, from James Fen-
imore Cooper to Saul Bellow, are pub
lic philosophers and theologians who 
continually test the national faith in 
an American Adam living in a New 
World Eden against their experience 

with the human situation; they must 
test the validity of innocence as the 
American condition. 

Cooper, Hawthorne, and Melville re
jected the idea of America as a timeless 
Eden, whereas Twain, Howells, and 
James accepted the myth until their ex
periences taught them otherwise. Norris, 
Crane, and Dreiser, the so-called "nat
uralists," reacted in different ways to the 
concept of surviving innocence and 
progress, but, finally, only Crane was 
truly pessimistic. The final third of 
Noble's book, in which nine twentieth-
century authors are discussed, suffers 
from the consistent application of a 
theme too narrow to embrace works of 
large dimensions. Like Vernon Parring-
ton before him, though without Parting
ton's stylistic virtues. Noble works too 
hard at fitting everything into his the
matic structure. 

The contrast with Fiedler is striking, 
for Fiedler has a theme (or themes) but 
no obtrusive structure; he runs the dan
ger of being disorderly and even super
ficial, but not tedious. Fiedler assumes 
his readers ' acquaintanceship with 
American literature, while Noble con
veniently summarizes the plots of the 
books he treats; he sees things, indeed 
points them out, while Fiedler sees into 
things — one man is heavy-handed, the 
other high-handed. 

One cannot read Fiedler without be
ing reminded of D. H. Lawrence's Stud
ies in Classic American Literature 
(1923), though Fiedler is no moralizer. 
Note, for example, the following passage 
from Lawrence: 

There has been all the time, in the 
white American soul, a dual feeling 
about the Indian. First was Franklin's 
feeling, that a wise Providence no 
doubt intended the extirpation of 
these savages. Then came Creve-
coeur's contradictory feeling about 
the noble Red Man and the innocent 
life of the wigwam. 

This dualism has been explored in a 
manner congenial to us fact-loving his
torians in R. H. Pearce's The Savages of 
America: A Study of the Indian and the 
Idea of Civilization (1953). Orthodox 
students of belles lettres will probably 
also find Richard Foster, ed., Six Amer
ican Novelists of the Nineteenth Cen
tury (University of Minnesota, $6.50), 
most suitable. The essays on Cooper, 
Hawthorne, Melville, Twain, Howells, 
and James are by well-known scholars. 
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CHARLES PORTIS'S much-celebrated 

novel, True Grit (Simon and Schus
ter, $4.95), is certainly not a New West
ern by Fiedler's definition, devoid as it is 
of heterosexuality, homosexuality, drugs, 
madness, even Indians. Nowhere do we 
see an assertion of American innocence, 
certainly not in the heroine, fourteen-
year-old Mattie Ross, who is out to 
avenge the murder of her father. Rather, 
we see the Western stated in its classic 
form, a la Wister: pursuit of justice out
side the law with violence — a generally 
antisocial point of view that has reached 
its culmination in "Impeach Earl War
ren." Listen to Rooster Gogburn, Mat-
tie's friend: 

Judge Parker knows. He is a old car
petbagger but he knows rats. We had 
a good court here till the pettifogging 
lawyers moved in on it. You might 
think Polk Goudy is a fine gentleman 
to look at his clothes, but he is the 
sorriest son of a bitch that God ever 
let breathe. 1 know him well. Now 
they have got the judge down on me, 
and the marshal too. The rat-catcher 
is too hard on the rats. That is what 

THE TRUTH ABOUT ANVILS 

Editor's Note: In our July, 1968 number, 
we included a brief outline of what we had 
been led to believe was the proper way to 
fire an anvil in celebration of an old-time 
Fourth of July. As an illustration of the fol
lies of inadequate research, we offer the ob
servations of a reader who obviously knows 
more about anvil-firing than we do. 

July 4, 1968 
Sir: 
Referring to the instructions for firing an 
anvil on page 37 of your July issue, it is to 
be hoped that no one follows them. . . . As 
to the real way to fire an anvil: The black
smith takes a short length of round iron rod, 
say an inch or so in diameter, heats it red 
hot, and hammer-welds it into a torus, or 
ring, about the size of a large doughnut. He 

files a narrow groove across one face of the 
torus, so that a "touch hole" extending from 
the space inside it to the space outside it is 
formed. The ring is laid on the smooth face 
of an anvil with the groove at the bottom, 
filled level full with fine black powder, and 
the second anvil is placed with its smooth 
side down on top of the filled ring. A small 
pile of fine powder is tamped against the 
outside of the ring opposite the touch hole, 
a suitable long fuse is tucked into the pile, 
and the assembly is ready to fire. 

Next time, when giving advice about han
dling explosives, and particularly about 
"dynamite caps," it would be well to have 
it checked with someone who knows the 
subject. 

Walter G. Miller, 
Berkeley, California 

they say. Let up on them rats! 
Indeed, the story is told so patly that we 
cannot be sure whether Portis is spoof
ing. But the tale is gripping throughout; 

the conclusion, breath-taking. And it is 
that rare book you can give to your 
father or your son (at least, I did) for 
good reading. • 

THIS WAS WHEAT FARMING 
By Kirby Brumfield.The farms and the farmers who built the 
Pacific Northwest into the nation's breadbasket form the 
theme of this pictorial history rich with the flavor and courage 
of pioneer struggle. Evolution in wheat harvesting, with man
power, horsepower, jangling contraptions and finally modern 
machinery, is chronicled, complete with colorful, first-person 
accounts from wheat pioneers in Washington. Oregon. 
Idaho. About 300 rare photos, most never before published 
S12 95 

Over There with O'Ryan's Roughnecks 
By William F. Clarke. Tough shock troops of the 27th and 
30th Divisions spearheaded the attack when the Allies 
broke the Hindenburg Line in 1918. In an eloquent personal 
story, author Clarke tells of his experiences in the conflict as 
a Private 1 st Class wi th the 27th. With a host of photographs, 
both before and after views; personal impressions of Gen. 
John F. O'Ryan, and spirited accounts of the battle, this 
volume is an appeal to recapture that simple patriotism of 
earlier soldiers. $12.95 

T h i S W a S P I O N E E R M O T O R I N G , by Robert Karolevitz Remember 
the 1907 Pope Toledo, with its 7-leaf springs, genuine acetylene head lamps, tires 
wi th air in them, and horn bulb to squeeze when a cow got in the way? Meet this 
classic auto and hundreds more in a colorful picture-history of motoring in its infancy. 
$12.95 

NORTHERN PACIFIC 
By Charles R. Wood. From ground-breaking at Thompson 
Junction, Minn, in 1870 until the last spike was driven, the 
building of the Northern Pacific Railway was a story of 
danger, personal drive and courage . . . told in this pictorial 
history wi th rare photos, early maps and timetables, and true 
stones of railroading pioneers. This carefully researched 
collector's edition is a showpiece as well as an aid in pre
serving the past glory of railroads. $13.95 

TRAIN WRECKS 
By Robert C. Reed. In 1853, 46 people died in the budding 
railroad industry's first fatal wreck. Author Reed recounts the 
story of this and hundreds of subsequent wrecks on the 
right-of-way in a pictorial history that's a major work in the 
rail field. He writes of men like Cornelius Vanderbilt. who 
"hated railroads" after almost dying in a wreck, yet lived to 
dominate the rail scene and control the NY Central. $12.95 

Other new 1968 Superior classics—see American Wesf quarterly issues for descriptions: 
TIMBER $12 95 
GHOST TOWN EL DORADO, $12.95 
PHIL SHERIDAN ALBUM, $12.95 
WEST COAST WINDJAMMERS, $12.95 
STEAMSHIPS and MOTORSHIPS of the W. Coast, $12.95 

At bookstores 

or by mail 

from P.O.BOX 1710, SEATTLE, WASH. 98111 
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American 

West 

Roads To Empire 
By HARRY SINCLAIR DRAGO 
This record of the opening of a con
tinent is history at one of its most 
thrilling moments. Its pages are 
filled with stories and anecdotes of 
men of the West who matched their 
courage — and their folly — against 
an unknown, often treacherous land, 
sometimes to lose hut more often 
to win. Illustrations, bibliography, 
index. $6.95 

Also by Harry Sinclair Drago: 
GREAT AMERICAN CATTLE 
TRAILS 
Photographs and maps. Index. $5.00 
LOST BONANZAS 
Maps and index. $5.00 
DODD, MEAD & COMPANY, INC. 
79 Madison Ave., New York 10016 

SPLENDID R A N G E R 
(Continued from page 49) 

are ungrammatical sentences and care
less errors; spurious on one occasion is 
"spurtous"; were, "weer"; the, "th"; and 
General Funston, "Funstrum". Collation 
and editing are so inexcusably poor that 
one is inclined to wonder also about the 
efficacy of the research. 

But the book is most seriously flawed 
by the failure of authors John H. Jen
kins and H. Gordon Frost to venture 
any sort of analysis. Did any of those 
fifty-three ghosts come home to haunt 
the old lawman? Or was his the serenity 
born of knowing his acts received a 
higher countenance? Was that kick to 
the "groin" intended to denigrate as well 
as to incapacitate? Was he often arro
gant and sometimes just plain mean? 
The authors find not a trace of clay 
about their idol's feet, and perhaps there 
was none. But one cannot escape the 
feeling that somewhere among the sticks 
and stones of history, the real Frank 
Hamer has been lost. • 

Jack Burrows Is in the Department of His
tory at San Jose State College. 

"Comprehensive, 
well-balanced, and 
eminently readable." 

— ROBERT M. UTLEY, 
President, Western History Association 

LAND 
OF MANY 

FRONTIERS 
£i A History of the 'M 
Si American Southwest 

By ODIE B. FAULK 
"Putting the story of four centuries-
plus into less than that many hun
dred pages is a tour de force — 
making that story readable and 
interpretive is an even greater 
accomplishment." — JOHN FRANCIS 
BANNON, S.J., Saint Louis University 

5 maps, endpapers. $7.50 
At all bookstores 

OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS 

The Enduring Navaho 
BY LAURA GILPIN 

Laura Gilpin, one of the foremost contemporary women pho
tographers, records in picture and word the surviving 
elements of traditional Navaho life and the relation of the 
People to their beautiful land. More than 200 photographs, 
including 21 full-color plates. 8V2 x 11 in. format. $17.50 
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The Marlin Compound 
Letters of A Singular Family 

BY FRANK CALVERT OLTORF 

The letters and journal of Zenas Bartlett and his family and 
friends—a humorous and human family history. Illustrated 

$7.50 

The LS Brand 
The Story of a Texas Panhandle Ranch 

BY DULCIE SULLIVAN 

Introduction by Loula Grace Erdman. The story of W.M.D. 
Lee and Lueien B. Scott's LS Ranch from the tempestuous 
years of the open range through the era of "bob" wire. 
Illustrated $5.00 

Imperial Texas 

An Interpretive Essay in Cultural Geography 
BY D. W. MEINIC 

Introduction by Lorrin Kennamer. An examination of the 
development of Texas as a human region. December $4.50 

The Western Hemisphere 
Its Influence on United Slates Policies to the End of World War II 
BY WILFRID HARDY CALLCOTT October $10.00 
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All Quiet on the Yamhill-Thc Civil War in 
Oregon—The Journal of Royal Al Bensell, 
Company D, Fourth California Infantry (Uni
versity of Oregon Books, Eugene, 19S9; 226 
pp., $5.00). edited by GUNTER BARTH X 

American Indian Mythology (Thomas Y. 
C.rowell Company, New York, 1968; 211 pp., 
illus., bihlio., $7,951. 

by ALICE MARRIOTT and CAROL K. RACHLIN | 

The American Indian Today (Everett/Ed
wards, Inc., Deland, Fla., 1968; 229 pp., illus., 
bihlio., $12.00). 

edited by STUART LEVINB 
and NANCY OESTRICH LURIE X 

The Apache Frontier: Jacobo Ugarte and 
Spanish-Indian Relations in Northern New 
Spain, 1769-1791. (University of Oklahoma, 
Norman, 1968; 309 pp., illus., biblio., $6.95). 

by MAX MOORHEAD J; 

Arizona Under the Sun (The Bond Wheel
wright Company, Freeport, Ma., 1968; 220 
pp., frontispiece, biblio., index, $5.95). With 
foreword by Barry Goldwatcr. 

by ORES ARNOLD X 

Back in Cripple Creek (Doubleday & Com
pany, Inc., Garden City, New York, 1968; 192 
pp., index, $4.50). Introduction by Lowell 
Thomas. by MABEL BARBEE LEE X 

The Battle for Alaska Statehood (University 
of Alaska, $6.95). 

by ERNEST GREENING, U.S.S. +52 

Bill Doolin, Outlaw O. T. (University of Okla
homa, Norman, 1968; 207 pp., illus., biblio). 
Introduction by Ramon F. Adams. 

by COLONEL BAILEY C. HANES J 

Bill Nye's Western Humor (University of Ne
braska, Lincoln, 1968; 183 pp., biblio., $4.75). 
Illustrated by F. Opper, J. H. Smith and E. 
Zimmerman. 
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Bitters Bottles and Supplement to Bitters Bot
tles (Thomas Nelson & Sons, New York, 1965, 
sup. 1968; 304 pp., sup. 160 pp., illus., app., 
add., biblios., indices, $10.00, sup. $6.50). 

by RICHARD WATSON X 

Black Robes in Southern California (Univer
sity of California, Berkeley & Los Angeles, 
1968; 540 pp., illus., biblio.). 

by PETER MASTEN DUNNE, S.J. X 

The Blue God: An Epic of Mesa Verde (The 
Ward Ritchie Press, Los Angeles, 1968; 256 
pp., $7.50). by Louis MERTINS X 

Boom Town Boy in Old Creede, Colorado 
(Sage Books, Chicago, 1966; 213 pp., illus., 
$5.00). by EDWIN LEWIS BENNETT X 

The California Resolution (Grossman Pub
lishers, Inc., New York, 1968; 240 pp., $6.50). 

edited by CAREY MCWILLIAMS +56 

The Cattle Towns: A Social History of the 
Kansas Cattle Trading Centers, Abilene, Ells
worth. Wichita, Dodge City, and Caldwell, 
1867-1885 (Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., New York, 
1968; 383 pp., illus., $8.95). 

by ROBERT A. DYKSTRA X 

The Christmas of the Phonograph Records: A 
Recollection (University of Nebraska, Lincoln, 
1968, $2.95). by MARI SANDOZ «51 

The Climax of Populism: The Election of 
1896 (University of Kentucky, Lexington, 
1966; 190 pp., note on sources, index, pap., 
$1.95). by ROBERT F. DURDEN X 

The Cowboy Encyclopedia: The Old and the 
New West From the Open Ranch to the Dude 
Ranch (Rand McNally & Co., Chicago, 1968; 
160 pp., illus., $3.95). by BRUCE GRANT X 

Dakota Indian Lore (The Naylor Company, 
San Antonio, 1968; 164 pp., illus., $3.95). 

by DARREL WOODYARD X 

The Days of My Years: The Autobiography of 
an Average American (Oregon Historical So
ciety, Portland, 1968; 314 pp., illus., $4.95). 

by EARL R. SMITH +. 

Desert Wild Flowers (Stanford University, 
Stanford, 1968; revised edition, 322 pp., illus., 
$2.95). by EDMUND C. JAECER X 

Earl Morris and Southwestern Archaeology 
(The University of New Mexico, Albuquerque, 
1968; 204 pp., illus., biblio., $7.95). 

by FLORENCE C. LISTER 
and ROBERT H. LISTER X 

Elroy Bode's Texas Sketchbook: A Sheaf of 
Prose Poems (Texas Western Press, El Paso, 
1968; 182 pp., $5.00). Drawings by Jose 
Cisneros. 

edited by MILTON LEECH and S. D. MYRES X 

The Eternal Adam and the New World Gar-
den: The Central Myth in the American Novel 
Since 1830 (George Brazilier, New York, 1968; 
226 pp., $5.95). by DAVID NOBLE +50 

Explorers and Settlers: Historic.Places Com-
memorating the Early Exploration and Settle-
ment of the United Slates (National Survey of 
Historic Sites and Buildings, Volume V, Na
tional Park Sendee, U. S. Department of In
terior, Washington, D.C., 1968; 506 pp., maps, 
illus., notes, biblio., index, $3.50). 

edited by ROBERT FERRIS ; 

Explorers of the Mississippi: A History of the 
Conquistadors, Voyageurs, and Charlatans, 
Who Discovered, Opened Up, and Exploited 
the Father of Waters (Alfred A. Knopf, Inc., 
New York, 1968; 181 pp., illus., biblio.). 

by TIMOTHY SEVERIN X 

Fantasies of Gold (University of Arizona, 
Tucson, 1968; 135 pp., illus., $6.50). With 
Joan Ashby Henley. by E. B. "TED" SAYLES J 

Finlay's River (William Morrow and Co., New 
York, 1968; 315 pp., illus., maps, biblio., 
$6.95). by R. M. PATTERSON X 

Formal F.ducation and Culture Change: A 
Modern Apache Indian Community and Gov
ernment Education Programs (University of 
Arizona, Tucson, 1968; 132 pp., biblio., $5.00). 

by EDWARD A. PARMFE J 
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AN IMPORTANT 
NOTICE 

This is the last bimonthly issue in which 
"Current Western Books" will appear. Be
ginning with the January 1970 issue of the 
magazine, a cumulative index of all books 
received and those reviewed by THE AMER

ICAN WEST REVIEW during the previous year 

will be published. 
It is our hope that such an annual compi

lation will be of more general use to the 
historian, the librarian, and the layman in
terested in western history than the some
what fragmentary bimonthly listing. While 
we will continue to exclude privately printed 
and limited edition materials, every effort 
will be made to assure that the annual index 
to western books is as comprehensive as 
possible. 
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Fort Dchance and the Navajos (Pruett Press, 
Boulder, Colo., 1968; 124 pp., illus., source 
notes; pap., $2.75; cloth, $4.00). 

by MAURICE FRINK X 

I'm Frank Hamer: The Life of a Texas Peace 
Officer (Pemberton Press, Austin, 1968; 305 
pp., illus., biblio., notes, index, $7.50). 

by JOHN H. JENKINS and GORDON FROST +49 

The Frontier Mind: A Cultural Analysis of the 
Kentucky Frontiersman (University of Ken
tucky, Lexington, 1957; 264 pp., notes, index, 
pap., $2.50). by ARTHUR K. MOORE X 

Gold in the Woodpile: An Informal History of 
Banking in Oregon (University of Oregon 
Books, Eugene, 1967; 335 pp., illus., $8.50). 

by O. K. BURRELL X 

Great American Cattle Trails (Dodd, Mead & 
Co., New York, 1968; illus., maps, index, 
$5.00). by HARRY SINCLAIR DRACO '59 

The Great Buffalo Hunt: Its History and 
Drama and Its Role in the Opening of the 
West (University of Nebraska, Lincoln, 1968; 
324 pp., illus., biblio.). Illustrated by Nick 
Eggenhofer. by WAYNE CARD X 

Hood's Texas Brigade in Poetry and Song 
(Hill Junior College, Hillsboro, Texas, 1968; 
296 pp., illus., biblio., n.p.). 

edited by COLONEL HAROLD B. SIMPSON X 

How to Kill a Golden State (Doubleday, Gar
den City, N. Y., 1968; 224 pp., illus., $6.95). 

by WILLIAM BRONSON +56 

Incredible Detective: The Biography of Wil
liam J. Burns (Prentice-Hall, Englewood 
Cliffs, N.J., 1968; 224 pp., illus., biblio., 
$5.95). by GENE CAESAR X 

The Ku Klux Klan in the Southwest (Uni
versity of Kentucky, Lexington, 1968; 288 pp., 
biblio., index, $2.25). 

by CHARLES C. ALEXANDER X 

Land of Many Frontiers: History of the Amer
ican Southwest (Oxford Press, New York, 1968; 
maps, endpapers, $7.50). by ODIE B. FAULK »59 

Littlefield Lands: Colonization of the Texas 
Plains, 1912-1920 (University of Texas, Austin, 
1968; 161 pp., illus., notes, biblio., index, 
$5.00). by DAVID B. GRACY, II +52 

Los Angeles: A Profile (University of Okla
homa, Norman, 1968; 138 pp., map, biblio., 
index, $2.95). by W. W. ROBINSON X 

Lost Bonanzas (Dodd, Mead 6- Co., New York, 
1968; maps, index, $5.00). 

by HARRY SINCLAIR DRACO *59 

Machaquila (Hastings House Publishers, Inc., 
New York, 1968; 253 pp., illus., biblio., $6.95). 

by ALBERT LISI X 

Mahco's Children: The Legend of Little Dried 
River (Chilton Books, Philadelphia, 1968; 148 
pp., illus., biblio., index, $6.95). 

by WILL HENRY X 

Manifest Destiny: A Study of Nationalist Ex
pansionism in American History (Quadrangle 
Books, Chicago, 1963; 559 pp., notes, indexes, 
pap., $2.85). Reprint of the Johns Hopkins 
Press 1935 edition. by ALBERT K. WEINBERG X 

Mavericks (Houghton Mifflin, $3.25). 
by JACK SHARPER X 

Mining Camp Days (Howell-Norlh Books, 
Berkeley, 1968; 229 pp., frontispiece map, 
illus., index, $5.00). by EMIL W. BILLEB X 

Northern Pacific (Superior, Seattle, $13.95). 
by CHARLES R. WOOD "52 

Old Wolfvillc: Chapters from the Fiction of 
Alfred Henry Lewis (Antioch Press, Yellow 
Springs, Ohio, 1968; 260 pp., illus., $6.00). 
Illustrations by Frederic Remington. 

intro. and commentary by Louis FILLER X 

Over There with O'Ryan's Roughnecks 
(Superior, Seattle, $12.95). 

by WILLIAM F. CLARKE "52 
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A Pic tographic History of Oglala Sioux (Uni
versity of Nebraska, Lincoln, 1968; 5)7 pp., 
illus., notes, app., biblio., limited ed., $17.95). 
Drawings by Amos Bad Hea r t Bull. 

by H E L E N H . BLISH *51 

Pioneer Portraits (University of Arizona, Tuc
son, 1968; 240 pp., illus., $4.95). 

by FRANK C. LOCKWOOD % 

Pioneer Surveyor: Front ie r Lawyer, the Per
sonal Nar ra t ive of O. W . Wil l iams (Texas 
Western Press, El Paso, 1968; 350 pp., illus., 

$10.00). 
edi ted with anno ta t ions by S. D. M Y R E S % 

Port rayal of the Call to California (Copeley 
books, Union Tribune Press, San Diego). 
Pho tog raphy by H a r r y Crosby. 

edi ted by RICHARD F. POURAD *54 

R a n d McNally Nat ional Park G u i d e (Rand 
McNally & Company, Chicago, 1968, c. 1967; 
164 pp., illus., maps, index, pap., $2.95). 
W i t h a foreword by George B. Har tzog , J r . , 
Director , Nat ional Pa rk Service. 

by M I C H A E L FROME J 

Rebels of the Woods: T h e I. W. W . in t he 
Pacific Northwest (University of Oregon 
Books, Eugene, 1968; 230 pp., $7.50). 

by ROBERT L. T Y L E R % 

T h e R e t u r n of the Vanish ing American (Stein 
and Day, New York, 1968; 192 pp., index, 
$5.95). by LESLIE A. FIEDLER f50 

Roads to Empire (Dodd, Mead if Co., New 
York, 1968; illus., biblio., index, $6.95). 

by H A R R Y SINCLAIR DRACO *59 

Scurry County Style (University of Texas, 
Austin, 1968; $5.00). by VIOLA M. PAYNE J 

Sociology and History: Methods (Basic Books, 
Inc., New York, 1968; 42) pp., $7.95). 

edi ted by SEYMOUR M A R T I N L I P S E T 

a n d RICHARD HOFSTADTER % 

T h e Star Listeners (Academe Press, Santa 
Maria, Calif., 1967; 246 pp., n.p.). 

by DONALD O. JOHNSON % 

A Tenderfoot in Colorado (University of Okla
homa, Norman, 1968; 282 pp., illus., n.p.). 
In t roduc t ion by Jay M o n a g h a n . 

by R. B. T O W N S H E N D % 

T h i s W a s W h e a t Fa rming (Superior, Seattle, 
$12.95). by KIRBY B R U M F I E L D *52 

True Grit (Simon & Schuster, New York, 1968; 
215 pp., $4.95). by CHARLES PORTIS f50 

Via Wes te rn Express and Stagecoach: Cal
ifornia 's T r a n s p o r t a t i o n Links with the 
Nation, 1848-1869 (University of Nebraska, 
Lincoln, 1968; 158 pp., illus., biblio., $1.65). 

by OSCAR OSBURN W I N T H E R % 

Vincennes: Portal to the West (Prentice-Hall, 
Inc., Englewood Cliffs, N.J., 1968; 210 pp., 
illus., biblio., $7.95). by AUGUST DERLETH % 

Waterfowl : T h e i r Biology and Natu ra l History 
(University of Nebraska, Lincoln, 1968; illus., 
biblio., $8.95). by P A U L A. JOHNSGRAD »51 

Western Outlaws (Crowell-Collier Press, New 
York, 1968; 152 pp., illus., biblio., index, 
$3.50). by VINCENT P A U L R F N N E R T J 

W h e r e the Old West Never Died (The Naylor 
Co., San Antonio, 1968; 121 pp., $4.95). 

by P A U L SANFORD % 

W h e r e the Wind Blew Free (W. W. Norton, 
$3.75). by G E N E J O N E S % 

Will Soulc: Ind ian P h o t o g r a p h e r at Fort Sill, 
1869-1874 f MVirrf Ritchie Press, Los Angeles, 
1968; 128 pp., 85 photos, $12.50). 

p h o t o g r a p h y by W I L L SOULE *55 

W y o m i n g : A Political History, 1868-1896 
(Yale University, New Haven, 1968; 298 pp., 
biblio., $10.00). by Louis L. GOULD J 

FOR AMERICAN WEST 
SUBSCRIBERS ONLY! 

To celebrate our 5th year of publication and to share our good fortune 
with our loyal subscribers, we now offer you fabulous 

savings on beautiful Western books for yourself or as Christmas gifts. 
These important savings will be available for 6 weeks 

if you order 2 or more (same or different titles) 
on the attached coupon. Supply is limited; refunds will be made 
immediately when stock has been exhausted. Order early. 

6 WEEKS ONLY-VOID DEC. 24 

Out West on the Overland Train, contains 200 original large illustrations 
from Leslie's Magazine of 1877, and perceptive modern text by Richard Rein-
hardt. Large, 9 ' / , " x 13". List, $12.95. Bonus Price: $7.95 

Great Western Short Stories edited by J. Golden Taylor, introduction by 
Wallace Stegner. Includes 30 of the greatest Western writers. 608 pages, gold 

stamped. List, $11.50. Bonus Price: $7.00 

Howling Wolf by Karen Daniels Petersen, introduction by John C. Ewers. 
Beautiful full color illustrations of Indian art. Large format, superb color. 

List, $14.00. Bonus Pr ice: $ 7 . 0 0 

Wah-To-Yah, written by Lewis H. Garrard in 1850, covers his life with the 
Santa Fe traders, Indians, and mountain men. Beautifully reproduced from the 
Grabhorn edition of 1936. List, $8.95. Bonus Price: $4.95 

The Republic of Texas, includes chapters by David Lavender, Joe B. Frantz, 
Walter Lord. Many full-color illustrations. List, $3.75. B o n u s P r i c e : $ 2 . 7 5 

Lady in Boomtown by Mrs. Hugh Brown, with an introduction by Walter Van 
Tilburg Clark. . . . a warm, personal history of Tonopah, Nevada, the last 
mining frontier in the West. List, $5.95. 

Green Timber by Thomas Emerson Ripley . . . a sprightly and perceptive rec
ollection of the turbulent boom years in the Pacific Northwest. List, $5.95. 
Combination offer only (both books count os 1) B o n u s P r i c e : $ 8 . 6 5 

This offer is limited to American West subscribers and to Dec. 24. 2 books 
(same or different titles) must be ordered to earn Anniversary price. Payment 
must accompany order. 

5t« Anniversary 
BOOK BONUS 

TV7 
ORDER TWO 

OR MORE BOOKS 
(Same or different titles) 

AMERICAN WEST PUBLISHING COMPANY 
577 College Avenue, Polo Alio, California 94306 

ORDER AT LEAST 2 BOOKS 
AND ENCLOSE PAYMENT 

Gentlemen: 

Please send the fol lowing books: 

Out West on the Overland Tram, $7.95 

Great Western Short Stories, $7.00 

{ Howling Wol f , $7.00 

| Wah-To-Yah and the Taos Trai l , $4.95 

The Republic of Texas, hard binding, $2.75 

Green Timber ond Lady in Boomtown 
(Counts os 1 book} Combination price $8.65 

Amount enclosed 
(Publisher pays postage) 

(Calif, residents please add 5% sales tax) 

NAME 
(please print) 

STREET 

CITY STATE ZIP 



THE AFFLUENT SOCIETIES 

{Continued from page 23) 

The central authori ty of the chiefdom can satisfy all these require
ments. 

Specialized work , such as hunt ing whales or seals, making 
canoes, carving totem poles, nett ing fish, tended to be perpetuated 
in families in the Northwest Coast, w i th the skills increasing from 
generation to generation. Certain families eventually assumed the 
roles of guilds in medieval times. In addi t ion to the manual skills 
passed on f rom father to son (or f rom uncle to nephew), some
thing else was needed—and that was ritual knowledge. A young 
man must first dream that he could perform the work he was des
t ined for. Even though he came from a long line of wood-carvers, 
he nevertheless still needed a vision as assurance that he could 
perform adequately as a wood-carver. That is why the Northwest 
Coast youth was enthusiastic in his search for a vision. He flayed 
his body wi th thorns and immersed himself in cold lakes. Visions 
came to the youths almost in propor t ion to their rank. A wealthy 
man's son quickly found the spirit helper who had helped his 
ancestors to become specialists in a particular k ind of work. A 
poor youth usually had only weak or uninteresting visions, so he 
ended up in a less specialized occupat ion, perhaps performing 
only the menial task of gathering w o o d . 

The results of specialization among the Northwest Coast Indians 
were most apparent in their art. Al l Northwest Coast art has a more 
or less un i form style that is instantly recognized by the museum 
viewer. Figures of animals and mythical beings were carved or 
painted—usual ly w i th almost unvarying symmetry and w i th a ten
dency, approaching agoraphobia, to f i l l every inch of the surface— 
on totem poles, house fronts, canoes, wooden boxes, eating uten
sils, in fact practically any surface. Al l the art was produced in the 
context of a status society. A Northwest Coast Indian wou ld have 
regarded as ridiculous the thought that a house-front carving 
served to make the house more attractive. Such a carving had only 
one just i f icat ion: It glor i f ied the social and economic posi t ion of 
the house owner and aroused the envy of his neighbors. The most 
dramatic and best known manifestation of Northwest Coast art 
was the huge totem pole—a quite misleading name given these 
carvings by whites. A pole that displayed a bear, an eagle, and a 
beaver, w i th a few mythological beings thrown in for good meas
ure, represented not a totem but simply a crest, a pr ide in one's 
ancestry and a glor i f icat ion of high rank. The person who paid to 
have the pole carved and painted also had this same combinat ion 
of figures painted or carved elsewhere: on a mortuary pole along
side the grave of a relative, on his household furnishings, on the 
posts and beams of his house, and on the family's canoes. 

Many reasons have been given for the product ion of art in dif
ferent cultures: religious adorat ion, magic, esthetics, and so forth. 
But probably no other culture besides the Northwest Coast had 
r idicule and boasting as its incentive for art. A totem pole was in
tended to outface and browbeat the neighbors by tel l ing how dis
t inguished its owner and his ancestors were. Among the great 
events that a chief might want recorded in a new pole was the way 
in which he outwi t ted another chief, and for that reason some 
poles are nothing more than bil lboards that advertise the humil ia
t ion inf l icted upon someone else. 

Seeing the weathered and cracked poles, either in a museum or 
still in place in Alaska and British Columbia, one is l ikely to con
sider them to be of great ant iquity. The truth is that almost all are 
qui te recent-—most of them less than a hundred years o ld , w i th 
only a few as o ld as a hundred and f i f ty years. So a question arises: 
To what extent are totem poles an indigenous art? The first totem 
pole was not described by a whi te explorer unt i l 1791, yet more 
than a hundred vessels f rom Europe and the United States had 

already visited the Northwest Coast to trade dur ing the twenty 
years before that. Some of these ships had in their crews Filipinos 
and Hawaiians who might have passed on the art to the Indians; 
indeed, the closest approximation to totem poles anywhere in the 
wor ld exists in the islands of the Pacific Ocean. 

The question of whether totem poles are indigenous or resulted 
f rom alien contacts is not an idle one, for the answer may help to 
explain how cultures change. First, the fact is inescapable that the 
idea of the totem pole was indigenous to the Northwest Coast 
cul ture: One funct ion of the totem pole was its connection w i th 
the mortuary rites for a chief, and this tradit ion existed long before 
the arrival of the first whites. Second, although the earliest whi te 
explorers d id not report any large totem poles, they d id report that 
the custom of paint ing a crest for a house or a grave was an 
ancient and honored one on the Northwest Coast. But it is also 
true that previous to the coming of the whites, these Indians pos
sessed no metal tools, and the carving of the huge totem poles was 
impossible w i thout them. So the conclusion is that when one looks 
at a totem pole in a museum, he sees both a fascinating concept 
as wel l as a mere object. The idea of a totem pole had been part 
of the Northwest Coast culture for perhaps thousands of years, yet 
the idea could not be executed unti l the technology of iron tools 
was available. 

The Northwest Coast culture was one in which social rank was 
exempli f ied by economic wealth. The two went hand in hand. 
Common to almost the entire Northwest Coast was wealth in 

the form of dentalia shells. But to interpret dentalia as money is to 
misunderstand the culture of the Northwest Coast Indians. They 
d id not translate the cost of something into a certain number of 
shells, then decide whether or not it was wor th the purchase price. 
An Indian d id not need money to buy food or clothes, but he d id 
need it to purchase social recognit ion. Ownership of a large num
ber of shell strings was not a way to improve his diet or his haber
dashery, but it d id confer prestige. 

Status, as demonstrated by economic wealth, constantly had to 
be reaffirmed in the Northwest Coast. A man who wanted to main
tain his rank was almost constantly handing out small gifts. If 
invi ted to a feast, he had to t ip whoever invited h im. If someone 
ment ioned his name wi th reverence, the immediate reward was a 
gift. If he stumbled at a ceremonial—which exposed him to pos
sible r idicule, w i th its resultant loss of status—he had to give pres
ents to the onlookers to restore his dignity. For these reasons he 
left his house in the morning wearing several blankets that he 
could give to people who performed important services for h im 
dur ing the day; he also carried many lesser presents that he tossed 
away as casually as a modern American tips a delivery boy. 

The really amazing thing about the Northwest Coast economy 
system was that it worked wi thout laws to enforce it. It was kept 
going by vanity, prestige, and ridicule. Economic products were 
assembled in vast surpluses, and they f lowed in the direct ion of 
the chief via his nobles and their even lowlier satellites. Perhaps 
the reason the system worked was that the participants sensed 
that sooner or later they wou ld get back a comparable amount of 
goods at the feast known as a potlatch. Potlatches were given as 
soon as a group of people could amass enough property to serve 
as hosts; but the memorable potlatches were those given by the 
chiefs. The chiefdom gathered surpluses from the whole popula
t ion, and then its chief feasted another chief. Everyone understood 
that in a year or two the guest chief wou ld reciprocate, at which 
t ime his surplus goods wou ld be given as presents to the chief who 
had been his host. 

As soon as plans for a potlatch were announced, vast quantities 
of o i l , carvings, blankets, iron tools, and other valued items were 
assembled; sometimes, for a really memorable potlatch, years of 
preparation were necessary. Everyone contr ibuted wi l l ingly to the 
pot latch, for it was an opportuni ty once again to validate rank. 
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If anyone lagged in participation, he might find himself dropped 
down several notches. A potlatch also offered an opportunity to 
humiliate another lineage or another chief by hosting a grander 
potlatch than had been received previously. The competition grew 
to such an extent that given away at one Kwakiutl potlatch were 
eight canoes, six captives, fifty-four elk skins, two thousand silver 
bracelets, seven thousand brass bracelets, and thirty-three thou
sand blankets—and the guests consumed about fifty seals. 

At its very end, the potlatch degenerated into such an orgy of 
waste and competitive destruction that the system devoured itself. 
The Northwest Coast chiefdoms had originated the potlatch as one 
way to redistribute the surplus with which their seas and forests 
had endowed them. But the whites, in their scramble to obtain 
sea-otter and fur-seal pelts, pumped vast amounts of fresh wealth 
into a system already trying to cope with a surplus. The potlatch 
simply could not handle the new flood of mass-produced fabrics, 
guns, metal kitchen utensils, cheap jewelry, steel tools, and other 
products of industrialized Europe and the United States. So one 
cause for the explosion of the potlatch was the deluge of white 
wealth that the Northwest Coast surplus economies did not need. 
A second factor was that diseases introduced by the whites' trading 
ships and the deadly warfare due to the whites' guns caused 
Northwest Coast populations to plummet. Fewer Indians were 
available to share the fantastic abundance. Furthermore, the nu
merous deaths left open more noble titles and crests than there 
were persons of high rank to bear them. 

Competitive potlatching went wild, particularly so among the 
Kwakiutl, where an intricate system of credits to finance the feasts 
developed. Despite the belief of early anthropologists, there was 
no fixed rate of interest. A typical interest charge for a loan of less 
than six months was about 20 per cent interest; for six months to 
a year, 40 per cent; for a year, 100 per cent. But if the borrower 
had poor credit, the rate might rise to 200 per cent for less than a 
year. The borrower then promptly loaned out what he had bor
rowed to someone else, at an even higher rate of interest if he 
could get it. Within only a few decades, everyone was in debt to 
everyone else. 

We, trained in a capitalistic society, are horrified by the financial 
panic that would have resulted if just one person called in his 
loans. But it never occurred to a Northwest Coast Indian to do 
that. The point of his loans was not to make a profit, but rather to 
validate the higher rank he was reaching for. If he called in his 
loan, it would stop earning prestige and obligations for him. One 
escape valve, though, prevented the inflated economy from burst
ing: the destruction of "coppers," hammered and decorated sheets 
of raw metal about three feet long that the Indians had obtained 
from whites. A copper was like a bank note of very high denom
ination. At first it represented several thousand blankets. But as the 
demand for the scarce coppers grew, they rose in value again and 
again, until each was worth blankets almost beyond calculation. 

A contender for rank ultimately found himself in a position 
whereby the only way he could humiliate a wealthy rival was to 
destroy one of the precious coppers. The act was equivalent to 
wiping out all the debts owed to him. It was an incredible price 
to pay, but the man who made such a dramatic gesture no doubt 
rose meteorically in rank. 

The chiefdom possessed potential for expansion because of its 
own internal growth, and because it could absorb additional 
people through conquest and even through the desire of a 

nearby tribe to become part of the redistributing system. Records 
exist of bands and tribes that voluntarily joined Northwest Coast 
chiefdoms, undoubtedly because they recognized the economic 
benefits. Such growth was of advantage to the chiefdom, for it 
usually incorporated a group that inhabited a different sort of en
vironment and could bring new products into the redistributional 
system. 

Bands and tribes never fought for additional living space or to 
increase their population, as they lacked the complex social or
ganization to integrate the conquered peoples into their own 
societies. Chiefdoms, however, easily assimilate conquered peoples 
and occupy their lands, and that is why true warfare appeared for 
the first time at this level of social organization. Northwest Coast 
warfare was not the skirmish and the ambush of the Iroquois or 
the coups ceremony of the Plains Indians. Rather, Northwest Coast 
wars were expeditions organized to exterminate or capture the 
enemy and to win his lands and wealth. 

Yet as the chiefdom grows it contributes to its own decline. 
Usually it becomes so large that it no longer can redistribute goods 
efficiently. In that case, the citizens whose voluntary compliance 
is the cornerstone of the economic system may decide to leave it. 
When a man gets to be number 987 in the ranking system, sooner 
or later it occurs to him to join with Mr. 986 and some of the other 
lesser figures to form a chiefdom of their own. They are so far 
removed from the central authority that their departure is scarcely 
noticed. Nor could the chief force them to remain within the re
distribution system, for a chief lacks police power to carry out his 
wishes. 

The expansion and fragmentation of chiefdoms on the North
west Coast was of such common occurrence that it is probably 
characteristic of this level of social organization. Usually some 
excuse was given for the breakup: warfare, a revolt by malcon
tents, a dispute over succession to the office of chief, and so on. 
Often, though, clear and obvious abuses in the office of the chief 
were the real causes. The chief, the specialist who directed redis
tribution, consumed a disproportionate amount of the production 
because of his many wives, his rank-conscious kinsmen, his private 
shamans, and his personal artisans. Whatever the reason, sooner 
or later the chiefdom fragmented into smaller groups, and the 
whole process of waging wars of territorial expansion began again. 
But any new Northwest Coast chiefdom was as unstable as the old. 
Every chiefdom is fated to collapse eventually, because it lacks one 
essential: the use of legal force, which does not exist until the 
level of the Aztec state is reached. 

The state, as exemplified by the Aztec of Mexico, differed in 
several important respects from the less complex chiefdom. A 
Northwest Coast chief commanded great deference; but his power 
also was limited, in one way especially. He could lead other men 
into battle, and he was more powerful than anyone else in his 
society. But he lacked the exclusive right to use force. His force 
was not the only force in his society: a kinship group might punish 
some offender, one lineage might feud with another, a group of 
warriors might set off on their own to raid a neighboring chief
dom. In a state, on the other hand, no one can use force but the 
state itself—that is, the ruler and his legally sanctioned delegates 
such as the police and army. Feuding in a state, unlike a chiefdom, 
is punished severely, for its very presence means that someone 
besides the state is making use of force. Exclusive force is what 
converts a chiefdom into a state, causing far-reaching changes in 
the entire society: the rise of political classes, slavery, wars of 
colonization, specialized warrior and priestly classes that function 
to preserve orthodoxy, a rising middle class, and artisan guilds. The 
mere addition of exclusive force to the chiefdom pattern brings us 
from the primitive world to a more familiar one. • 

COPYRIGHT 0 1968 BY PETER FARB 
Peter Farb, an ecologist and naturalist, is a consultant to the Smith
sonian Institution, Curator of Indian Cultures at the Riverside 
Museum, New York City, and author of The Face of North America 
(a Book-of-the-Month selection), Land and Wildlife of North Amer
ica, and The Atlantic Shore: Its Human and Natural History. Hi's 
recent Man's Rise to Civilization as Shown by the Indians of North 
America from Primeval Times to the Coming of the Industrial 
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of-the-Month Club selection, and has been described as "the most 
readable serious book about the American Indians since Theodora 
Kroeber's Ishi in Two Worlds." 
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Charles M. Russell's Christmas greeting to Malcolm Mackay of Tenafly, New Jersey, 1914 
(from the Mackay Collection, Montana Historical Society). 






