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the tailor who recalls with tears of passionate regret and tender senti

ment the days when he all but starved in Paris. And again of the homesick 

outlaw who wrote from the Isthmus that he would rather be in jail in Montana 

than free in South America. 

It is true enough that the City of Big things lays hold of one powerfully. 

The fascination of its restless life gets into ones blood. Its spirit of 

enterprise and of achievement is contagious. It inspires, stimulates and 

educates for the best in every line of human endeavor gets eventually to 

New York. And it has to offer what the isolation most lacks, congenial 

companionship, the sympathy of kindred spirits, the understanding of 

similar minds and tastes. 

Yet even in moments of my most extravagant enthusiasm, when I am voicing 

the hope that when I die I may go to New York, the doubt creeps in as to 

whether or not some day the memory of the smell of sagebrush after a rain 

might not prove more potent than the brilliance of Braodway and the purple 

peaks and that still gulch back in the hills call with a louder voice 

than all the many voices of the greatest city in America? 
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W 0 M A N 0 N H 0 R S E B A C K 

by 

Paul R. Eldridge 

(Retyped from original manuscript) 

A horse uprearing its forelegs as high as possible for its rider to keep 

her seat. The rider in stiff-brimmed Stetson, divided riding skirt, 

fancy boots, fringed gauntlets, the smile of battle on her face. The 

horse in the best rigging: Cheyenne bronc saddle, fancy bridle and 

head-stall, grazing or snaffle but not spade bit. Under his threatening 

hoofs an oblivious sod-buster about to plow under a wounded cowboy or 

Indian. Or make it a crippled coyote. This is the way, if we were a 

sculptor like Mrs. Harry Payne Whitney or Charles M. Russell, we would 

represent Caroline Lockhart. 

This is not the way she appeared at first, of course. When we came to 

Cody, Wyoming, fresh from Harvard College, to work on a weekly paper she 

owned and operated, she was simple a picturesque personality who had 

written three or four books we had liked and told her so. ME-SMITH, the 

story of a bad man who never smiled--he snarled. THE LADY DOC, the story 

of a small-town doctor, the "graduate" of a medical mill, and the 

atrocities she practised on a rough-and-ready Western community who used 

her perforce because she was the only doctor there was. THE FIGHTING 

SHEPHERDESS, the story of a young girl who fights her way through the 

wolf pack of a small town to success in the sheep business. THE DUDE 

wrangler, the kindliest of them all, an hilarious comedy of a new 

industry, though it had been practised in New England, sans saddles 



I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

and cowboys, on something called not "dudes" but 11 sunnner boarders" 

as early as the '80's. 

When we had come to The Cody Enterprise in the guise of linotype 

operator, advertising manager, and reporter, none of which positions 

we had ever previously filled but about our ability to handle which we 

had no qualms, and were received by Miss Lockhart, the owner, in a story

and-a-half frame house behind which, in a corral, two lively horses 

moved actively, we felt we had suddenly been transported into the heart 

of the West--the West of Bret Harte and Owen Wister and Buffalo Bill. 

And when a pet wildcat came padding into the room and sprang on our 

knees, purring throatily as it did so, we were utterly delighted. It 

was the last finishing touch. 

"It likes you," the green-eyed handsome woman in her indeterminate 

fifties (though she looked no more than 35) with heavy blond hair who 

exuded vigor and humor and a breezy fearlessness declared. She sat 

facing me beside a desk on which rested impartially a brand-new Stetson 

and an archair Oliver typewriter. 

Outside,_patches of snow lay on the ground, for winter comes soon to 

Northern Wyoming, and the month was November. Inside, heat from a round 

stove met the cold that lashed the north side of the house and repelled 

it perhaps one foot from my chair. Miss Lockhart sat on the edge of 

the heat in which might be termed the Arctic circle and seem oblivious 

to it. She was talking about an old timer and what the town and the 
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"Drys" had done to him or tried to, and how she had thwarted it and was 

going to continue to thwart it. In the vehemence of her argument her 

face grew crimson to the roots of her golden hair, and it was then that 

the outline of our statue began to appear to her auditor: the intrepid 

rider, the shape of the homesteader, plow cleaving the sod---and the 

dim shapes lying almost inert before the coming of the plow, thoug~ 

they were so few and he was so many. 

They were not dim shapes to Miss Lockhart, however. They were definite 

shapes in sourdough coats, or old hats, black hats and blankets if they 

were Indian, and she bled with them and resented with them this new wave 

of immigration, this ravage of mediocrity on a life and way of life that 

was so primitive and so picturesque. As we sat there, we might have 

been enlisted man and general in a tent on a hill just behind the front 

line of impendent battle. 

For in the bleak little town set down starkly in the shadow of the 

eastern gateway to the Yellowstone National Park, where the tumbleweeds 

rooled down Main Street, borne by a winter wind that rattled the roofs 

of corrugated sheeting on the shopkeepers' emporiums and whistled on 

impartially to search out shivering sheepherders in sourdough coats 

or cowboys in mackinaws and wreak on them its inhuman wrath---in this 

little town. on its bench above the iceing river the Indians called the 

Stinking Water---a phenomenon was occurring that was an epitome of what 

was occurring in a myriad of such towns scattered over the flanks of 

the Far West. The only difference---and the only thing that made Cody 
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"It was then that the outline of our statue bega.ll t<' 
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unique---was that the other towns hadn't a Caroline Lockhart. What 

I was witnessing was the passing of the Old West under the next wave 

I and the efforts of one individual to stay it. 

I For I soon found that the community was divided severely into two 

groups: the old timers, who would keep it as it was, and the newcomers, 

I who would redeem it into the likeness of Cedar Rapids, Iowa or Grand 

I 
Island, Nebraska or their replicas from whence they had come. And the 

national Volstead Act exacerbated the dissention. 

I 
Falling upon the nation by an act of Congress October 28, 1918, providing 

I through the Commissioner of Internal Revenue for the enforcement of pro-

I 
hibition by Federal enforcers alien to the community and by local 

snoopers, the Volstead Act succeeded in sundering a community that 

I opposing traditions had only divided. Our paper, which was know to 

"the better element" as "the booze sheet of Wyoming," espoused the cause 

I of the old timers. 

I Miss Lockhart had not "come West;" she had returned West---and there is 

I 
a difference. Like her tall, handsome Cavalry officer father, who had 

returned from the Civil War to his 20 sections of ranch land near 

I Eskridge, Kansas and, on the death of his wife, married his house-keeper, 

haughtily relegating to his two daughters and his sone the choice of 

I accepting her or leaving home to go elsewhere, so Caroline had returned 

I 
from her war to win her way in the Eastern newspaper world in which she ! 

I 
succeeded gloriously to the extent of having her own by-line of Suzette and 

I having a cigar named after her, so popular her stuff was. I. 

\ 
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With characteristic independence she had refused to submit to the step

mother the other youngsters had graciously yielded to. Her father was 

as inflexible determined that she should yield as she was adamantly 

determined that she wouldn't. When the irresistible force meets the 

immovable post, we have not been told what happens, but unless one des

troys the other, the force weaves round the post or climbs over the post 

and goes on its irresistible way, the post lending it a push perhaps as 

it goes. That is what happened to Caroline. The family "sent her" East 

to make a lady of her--with indifferent results, as she was fond to 

telling it afterwards, a toss of her head and a curve of her lips to 

emphasize their inability to mould her. 

It was a going which was a farewell, for she never returned to Eskridge. 

By her own efforts or theirs, it would be hard to say which, the black 

sheep was separated from the band. Long after the life-long bitterness 

was allayed by the death of both parties, the rancor relegated to the 

irrevocable past, copies of her books, autographed tartly but sent to 

her father if not the unfortunate stepmother, were found collecting 

dust in the attic of the ranch house by the heirs. Did the father read 

them and the woman put them up there? He must have, and she must have, 

and so the hatred perished, and the books were retrieved, which was 

good, for they were good. 

For, prodded into an added incentive for success by the very wrong she 

had endured, the runaway or the sentaway girl had made good in a startling 

way. To flee "Step, 11 as she had denominated h_er mother's successor, she 

had gone East to school, first to the Bethany College in Topeka and then 
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to the Moravian Seminary in Bethlehem, Pennsylvania. Feature-writing on 

The Boston Post under a rigorous editor who she loved and a finishing 

course on The Philadelphia Bulletin followed before she returned West 

to do the novel that every successful journalist and feature writer 

worth his salt must someday aspire and attempt to do. (That novel was 

ME-SMITH, a best-seller, by the way, and incidentally one of the best 

depictions of a Western bad man ever written.) 

She had learned, however, from her newspaper apprenticeship under the 

exacting taskmaster and under his unrelaxing successors--had had drilled 

into her very soul--a doctrine whose practise was to set her off from 

the mediocrity of "the Western writer" and to lift her into a special 

kind of excellence. This tenet was to know what you were writing about 

before you wrote it: !.2. do it before you wrote it. 

Acting on this tenet she had subsequently submitted herself to an extra

ordinary series of bizarre, monotonous, and often dangerous experiences. 

It had caused her to go down the Salmon River over dangerous rapids in a 

trip that made hardy men blench to get for Outing Magazine an article 

called "The Wildest Boat Ride in America." It had caused her to traverse 

above timberline in the Rockies and barely save her life in the traverse-

--a slide that paled and appalled her guide to get her first magazine 

article for the Philadelphia Lippincott's Magazine. It had caused her 

to trudge to the ranch, near Pawhuska, Oklahoma, and apply for and get a 

position as hired girl for the Osage chief Bacon Rind when that notable 

was enjoying affluent oil royalties, and cook and dish-wash for himself 

and an assorted spawn of relatives, in order to get authentic copy about 



I 
I wealth-upholstered primitives for two articles for The Denver (Sunday) Post. 

I This Haroun-al-Raschid adventure, we shoud say, at a time when Miss Lockhart, 

the then celebrated author, was visiting her sister and husband, bankers, in 

I a nearby Oklahoma town. It was Miss Lockhart's pride that, cast as such, 

I 
she made a perfectly convincing white hired girl for the red plutocrats. 

But let her tell it: 

I 
Since I began my career of crime on The Boston Post, more years ago 

I than I care to remember, I have endeavored to know what I am 

I 
writing about before I write it. Working on this principle, I 

took the 'gold' cure while I was on The Post for a habit I did not 

I have .in order to write accurately of the inside management of an 

institution know as 'the Home for Intemperate Women." For the same 

I reason I went into a little two by twice cage with a lion who had 

the reddest mouth, the sharpest teeth, the longest tongue of any 

I lion who ever lived---at least that was the way he impressed me 

I 
when I was inside the cage and he opened his mouth so wide I could 

see down his throat. Also I went down in Boston Harbor in a diving 

I suit and did general housework for 2 days at an address I am afraid 

to mention for fear the woman will come after me even now. Which 

I instances I recite to show taht I prefer to write from personal 

I 
knowledge and experience rather tahn imagination. 

I Her scrupulous adherence to/fact gives her books the extraordinary 

faithfulness to Western detail that lifts them above the ruck and run of 

I others in the field. It is this that caused Hamlin Garland, the famous 

Western author of an earlier generation, to say of one of them---THE 

I 
I 
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FIGHTING SHEPHERDESS---when I brought it to his attention: "You have 

to be a rancher to know how real and true the talk is." 

Caroline Lockhart returned to find her West infested with Scissorbills, 

pilgrims, and cornhuskers, which were terms of opprobrium applied by the 

old timers to well-meaning Swedes, Nebraskans, Iowans, et al. Further-

more she found this shopkeeper and dry-farmer class backing to the mountains 

and crowding off the range the more picturesque trappers, sheepmen, cowmen, 

Indians, and assorted outlaws they found there. 

To this battle Miss Lockhart rushed with a joyous whoop. She had settled 

in Cody, drawn perhaps by the late Buffalo Bill, as the most picturesque 

Western town she could find. For the straggling, outnumbered, and well

nigh routed forces of the invaded she became a leader and a voice. She 

was Rob Roy putting horn to lip, rallying the clan. She was Horatious 

at the bridge. 

The community thus opposed may have been Swedish in part, but it was 

neither too dense nor phlegmatic to know that it was being attacked. It 

knew that "Prouty" and "Crowheart" in her books was Cody. It knew it was 

they themselves who were thus pilloried in her pages. And as fast as she 

wrote the books and they read them, it banned the books from its library. 

That the books were read outside, however, and were considered accurate, 

if humorous, depictions of the town's characters and their idiosyncrasies, 

gave an added ring of red to the town's composite 21-inch neck. And Cody 

retaliated in kind. 
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Miss Lockhart was undeterred by the notoriety it thus conferred upon her. 

When she grew impatient at the length of time it took her to produce the 

cannonball of a novel, she resorted to lesser ammunition, and in the 

newspaper, which she bought and operated in their very midst, she opened 

up on the transplated Mid-Westerners a barrage, with incidental annoyances. 

She put on a Cody Stampede and brought to the town, in their colorful 

regalia, the cowboys, the bronc busters, and the Indians that the tide 

of the town's civilization was driving down the sunset slope. And to the 

scandalization and outrage of the usurpers her cowboys led by her did 

shoot up the town and the dignified and staid Irma hotel, the shade of 

Colonel Cody ("Buffalo Bill") doubtless riding with them and abetting 

what to the towns-people was a recrudescence to barbarism. 

I should say that, conservatively speaking, she stemmed the Middle Western 

tide for about 10 years, perhaps showing the old timers the way to a 

come-back in the form of a counter wave--a something called a dude ranch-

that, reproducing the semblance if not the essence of the earlier West, 

gave those who would adapt to it a factitious victory and gave to the 

community an industry that existed and exists to-day comtemporaneously 

and peaceably with the Middle Western seizure of the town. 

But back to the Homesteaders versus the Cattlemen, the Scissorbills 

versus the Old Timers. It was a totally inclusive local warfare with no 

decisive battle, no Waterloo, no Gettysburg to end it, but it was fun while 

it lasted. Nor was there, while it lasted, any neutral ground for you to 

light on. Not in Cody. Willy nilly, you were on or t'other. 
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I arrived in the middle of the warfare somewhat dazed to find myself, 

by the mere fact of my employment on The Enterprise which was its organ, 

I irretrievably and irrevocably committed, so far as the community was 

concerned, to a cause of which the day before I had been ignorant. I 

I prepared, however, to direct my shots at the enemy, like any other 

I 
good mercenary. 

I Armed not with a six-gun but a Reminton portable typewriter, weaponed 

not with a Sharps' buffalo gun but an intractable old-style K linotype 

I that I had inherited and cleaned and oiled in The Enterprise office, 

I 
equivalent in the reach of its utterance to a Sharps', perhaps, I rattled 

out my cattleman copy and launched my shells, as it were, at the Scissor-

I 
bills. 

I The Scissorbills seemed not to mind. There were so many of them, you 

know, and more kept coming. Some of them did not mind making overtures 

I to those of us their enemies who were of their own age, though we on the staff 

I 
sternly refused these tenders, of course. With our elders it was different: 

the hostility was virulent and fixed. 

I 
I suspect I stayed the wave of the future about as much as the Dutch boy of 

I the McGuffey's Reader kept out the sea from his country by ramming his 

I 
finger in the hole in the dyke. At any rate, I stayed a month or two 

before I left for a larger arena. I had a feeling that you couldn't 

I 

hold back history, but it was an unforgettable experience. 
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In the obit. of Miss Lockhart, years later, I contributed the following 

paragraph describing her prompt and daily arrival at The Enterprise 

office: 

She rode her horse, although the distance from her residence was 

not more than four blocks, dismounting, tieing him to the hitching 

post, clumping and jingling in boots and spurs, wearing a divided 

skirt and a $20 Stetson, a smile on her face as she meditated mis

chief on her opposition or inquired as to their latest attack. 

I've said that in the corral back of her house she kept a couple of horses 

though the house was only a block off the Main Street of Cody. These we 

used to saddle up for a ride when the warfare palled. At a certain point 

on the trail on the "bench" west of town Miss Lockhart reined in one 

afternoon to tell me: 

A man sprang out of the sagebrush on day when I rode out here. He 

was a bootlegger who had broken jail and was making his getaway. I 

knew him. He told me his plans and asked to borrow a horse. I told 

him I'd give him one if he insisted, but I advised him to go back, 

before they caught him, and serve out his time. Then he would be 

free. 

Again a glimpse of something or other glimmered before the kid author who 

was riding with her, a glimpse of something bigger than herself that she 

stood for as she championed those who by their refusal to abjure their 
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former state or what they considered their rights had enlisted her sympathy 

I and stirred her emotions to action. Seeing farther from her greater 

I 
height and clearer vision, she had told him: 

I These days (i.e. prohibition) will be over some time. The 

country can't carry this much longer. 

I 
I 

Well, she was right. Ten years later, 1933, the Volstead Act was repealed. 

In the meantime, the man went back, served his time, got out, walked and 

I rode free. 

I I continued to keep in touch with Miss Lockhart, for we had become friends 

for life. When she sold out to Vic Abramson the paper that had held her 

I to Cody, she announced in a swan song that was a classic her intention to 

I 
revert to her real work before it was too late. Then almost as fast as it 

takes to tell it she bought herself, in the rather inaccessible Dryhead 

I country of southern Montana, a 100 or so miles northeast, on the Big Horn 

river, a cattle ranch. 

I 
I 

She was following a familiar pattern: learn it, then write about it, 

but in order to write of a sheep woman in THE FIGHTING SHEPHERDESS she 

I had merely gone to the camp of Mrs. Moore, the Sheep Queen of Copper 

Mountain, and lived with this eccentric and her daughters and herders in 

I one of the wagons on the range. Now, in the Dryhead, she had possessed 

I 
herself of a holding and a considerable one. Afterwards it seemed 

strange that at the time none of us had any forebodings for the novelist. 

I 
I 
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Though I knew Caroline's fondness for the picturesquely dramatic, I 

was unprepared, when I stopped off one summer on my way to California, 

for the vengeance with which she had yielded to the fondness. 

In aloofness, it was a country in which even the river, which was 

sociable enough at Kany, Wyoming where it received unto itself the Stinking 

Water, even slowing to chat ere it hurried on over its rocks, descended 

abruptly into a canyon, and was seen no more unless you crawled to the 

canyon's rim and peered down dizzy depths a thousand or so feet to descry 

what seemed a sinuous yellow snake dragging itself sluggishly, a delusion 

in all truth, for it was coursing at mad speed, and you had best not linger 

and peer unless stout hands of a trusted companion were grasping your 

heels, the upright look downward being dangerous unless one were immune 

to vertigo. 

In spectacularity, with the exception of the Grand Canyon of the Colorado, 

which it resembled, it was the most impressive portion of primal Western 

earth I had yet seen. 

Even to get into it was a formidable undertaking. You got off the train 

at Kane, Wyoming, the nearest railroad point to the south, and then took 

the twice-a-week stage on its hair-raising journey into the Dryhead. (The 

driver, I may say, took the trip with the usual Western nonchalance, as I 

later found out.) I arrived the day after the stage had left. 

Through the efforts of the proprietor of the hotel in Kane, of which he 

and his wife were, that day, the sole occupants, and throught the offices 
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of the local carpenter, who boasted a car, I gained, by mid-afternoon, 

the Strong ranch on Crooked Creek, a measurable advance of 10 to 15 miles 

toward my goal. 

The Strongs were in the hayfield. Through the dynamic kindness of ''Ma" 

Strong (a book should be written about her!) and Jess Sullivan her foreman 

(ditto), I swapped my grip for a tall bay horse, Ma Strong's personal 

mount King,_ and armed with little more than the clothes I stood in and 

a tooth brush and instructions to stop at an intervening ranch for the 

night if I tired, I climbed aboard. 

"Which one is it?" I turned back in the saddle to ask the hay crew. I 

didn't want to stop at the wrong ranch. I was very particular about that. 

(The hay crew consisted of Ma Strong stacker boy, Jess Sullivan stacker, 

and Jay Kelsey her grandson buck-raker.) I was unprepared for their smiles. 

From his halted buckrake Jay informed me: "It's the only one there is 

between here and Caroline's." 

Then I couldn't miss it. On to the Dryhead! So I steered my horse to a 

dim indefinite space that lay between the fantastically beautiful Big 

Horns and the nearer bluer Pryors, Little Pryor to be exact. 

But the trail---! When I climed down to open Ma Strong's front gate, 

shouldered it shut, and got back on King again, the ditch-fed alfalfa 

field of the Stron'g ranch stopped as abruptly as if cut by a knife, and 

the desert began. Desert giving to bad lands. Bad lands giving to 
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juniper-covered rock or lava-strewn acclivities. Acclivities aspiring 

to mountains. When I halted King to give him a breather and looked back 

beyond red desert, Crooked Creek was a winding green snake, a rumor in 

the sunlit distance. 

Three tributary dry canyons, as I recall it, cutting the wrinkled up

and-down land and even the walls of the Big Horn in some geologic 

necessity to reach the river barred our trail. Down precipitous trails 

to their depths and climbing up again, myself leading the way, we traversed 

an unconscionable distance that would have been only rods could we have 

bridged the canyons' rims. 

Only Caroline Lockhart, I felt, would have placed herself in this dramatic 

inaccessibility where the river on my right buried its head as deeply as 

the mountains on my left raised theirs. And only Caroline seemed to have 

done so, for on that trail we met no one. The world declared itself an 

uninhabited waterless waste null and void except for spectacular scenery, 

though on its surf ace where rocks gave way to rubble or sand the tracks 

of the mail stage pick-up lay plain to be seen. Our hoof tracks followed 

them, King's shod hoofs striking on stone. Where a pick-up could go, even 

if it careened, a man on a horse could follow~ 

When night fell like a curtain on a too-stupendous stage set, we had hit 

a hight table-land. Once King sprang aside. Did he avoid a rattlesnake 

on the trail or his imagination of a rattlesnake? When, what seemed hours 

later, he stopped at a gate to look back expectantly at me, I gave him his will. 

I'-



I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I, 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

7 

? ... ~) ... 

I dismounted stiffly, opened the gate, and led him through it. Another 

canyon opening out of the plain descended less cruelly. We followed it 

to the smell of alfalfa and the gurgle of unseen water. At the bottom 

of the canyon a long log house like a fort backed the opening and 

commanded the road. Without dismounting, I hailed the house from which 

emerged in the shadow of the one-story dwelling by means of a flanking 

porch a silent dark figure. In response to my inquiry of direction to 

Lockhart's ranch as I sat at the gate, the tall dark figure emitted only 

enough speech to say: "It's just three miles on up the road," and 

turning on his heel left me abruptly at 10 or 11 o'clock at night to 

find my way. 

When we reached our destination and regaled out hostess with our reception 

at the last ranch back, she betrayed agitation: 

Good Heavens, I'm glad you didn't stop there. They're our enemies! 

Ye gods! Oh, no! Not that again. Not another war! But it was. 

The woman who had walked dgwn the Main Street of Cody to do her shopping 

with a blackjack in her muff in case those who had incurred the shafts of 

her mordant wit might use the opportunity to retaliate on her physically--

the woman who, when she returned to Cody, was to sleep on a bed with 

$3.000 in greenbacks from her rents rustling reassuringly under her mattress, 

with the lump of a loaded six-shooter within reach under her pillow to pro

tect, if necessary, the greenbacks and herself---this woman now entered the 

laboring class. 
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Between cooks--and her cooks were forever quitting to return to their 

relatives in Nebraska or the bright lights of Billings or of Frannie, 

I· Wyoming---she took over their duties. She had to. Feeding the insatiable 

maw of the cook stove and the wood box beside it with the sticks of pinon 

I whoever was elected as chore boy must be prompted to provide. Peeling 

I 
potatoes (sometimes taken to bed with her in winter to keep them from 

freezing). Opening cans (in emergencies). Boiling stews. Seeing that 

I they all came out on time, thought the far side of the stove with the hot 

water reservoir helped, she learned, to synchronize this unequal race of 

I comestibles. 

I When the jingle of bit chains and the rattle of a wagon wheels timed to 

I 
the stamp of horses and the creak of saddle leather came from the corral, 

an accellerating rhythm like the scherzo in the third movement of a 

I Beethovan sonota or symphony hit the kitchen. 

I "Here come the savages," Miss Lockhart would say to whatever helper 

I 
served as her assistant in the domain of pots and pans. "Dish up." 

I They came in with a very unsavage demeanor to walk to the basin and bucket 

of water on ths stand under the mirror and towel at the south wall of the 

I room, if it were winter; outside by the back door, if it were summer. 

They sat down on the long benches ranged on both sides of the long table 

I that stretched almost from the wash stand to the north door by which they 

I 
had entered, and addressed themselves silently to the food set before them. 

The were yound and, occasionally, middled-aged men in the cowboy habiliments 

I that proclaimed their calling; drifters from here and there in the West; 

I /\ _,: 
,· 
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sometimes bits of flotsam plucked from the labor pool of Billings or from 

I the hobo jungles that formed the outskirts of that railroad point. They 

I 
ate with the single-minded concentration and depthless capacity of men 

who had dug post holes for five hours, put up fence, or choused reluctant 

I cattle out of juniper. 

I Dave Good, the foreman, who was old and grizzled as one of the lichen-

I 
covered rocks on East Pryor, usually washed first, sat down first, and led 

such conversation as it was. "Pass the beans." "Any more spuds?" "Pass 

I the turnips." 

I Miss Lockhart, in a neat house dress, very tight in the waist, fuller above 

and below in a Lillian Russell effect, hair piled pompadour or yellow 

I braids circled coronet fashion, a limp cigarette in her mouth if she'd 

I 
rolled her own, stood behind or beside the table and, what time she was 

not serving the "savages," watched with quizzical eyes that seemed to be 

I asking, "Is this I?" 

I It was she, all right, and it was she so often that the stage role of the 

I 
soubrette who might at any time burst into a Jeanette MacDonald song from 

The Girl of the Golden West became, eventually, an accepted reality. 

I 
After the meal when the "boys" filed out to smoke or revert to the bunk-

I house, the foreman, umbrella-like sombrero in his hand, ascended one step 

to the front room, sat down provisionally over a smoke, and detailed to his 

I boss the events of the morning. 

I 
I 
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"Where's they cut it?"---"There by the Larson place. We had to splice it 

I in two places and put in another post."---"Who---?" "Done it? Oh, them 

I 
Honyokers, uh course, or ol' Zeb Potts. I see tracks gain' down to his 

place. "---"I'd say half a spoon, but it sells by the spool. A man ought 

I to set up on a pinnacle with a field glass in one hand and a Winchester in 

the other and dry-gulch a couple o' these apes. Then---" And so on. 

I 
I 

Such the life of a cattle queen in the Dryhead. 

I Unpeopled as the land had seemed to the traveler who came in on a borrowed 

horse, it ~occupied. Sparsely but tenaciously. A bachelor squatter in 

I a shack nailed down to the flat. Another in a crevice down by a seep. A 

family or two in a fenced plot, using for their cattle as much of the 

I unclaimed unfenced immensity as they needed. 

I Trails led from one place to another, and this was Miss Lockhart's 

I offense: that in buying possession of the land for her cattle kingdom 

she had closed time-honored trails; she had fenced in communal property. 

I Hence wire-cutting and depredations. As one family moving into a 

I 
neighborhood or even an apartment makes its presence known almost tangibly 

by its subtle push and invasion of invisible boundaries, so her establishment 

I touched others who tensed, tighten'ed, resisted, and, in turn, encroached. 

I Each person of the opposition became an individual described to her by 

I 
her help, realized to her by their actions, till she knew them as well as if 

she had seen them herself or had fraternized with them in their meager 

I 
houses where they lived lives not unlike those of the first generation of 

I 
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white settlers. All grist for the mill of the writer, except where was 

the time for the writing? For the meditation that must, inevitably, 

precede the writing if it have depth and dimension? 

Nor was her own ranch devoid of material were there time to turn it into 

fiction. Once a cowboy shot another with a 30-30 in the bunkhouse, 

scattering meat like hamburger all over the place, and requiring an 

immediate night-ride of 30 to 40 miles over improbable roads north to 

Billings to get him to a hospital and doctor in time to save his life, 

the other man riding south on a fast horse as fast as he could to save his. 

Gossip, which knows all when it knows nothing, for the L Slash Heart ranch 

was hermetically sealed from outside contact, claimed lickerishly that the 

men were fighting over Miss Lockhart. More likely they were fighting over 

the merits of a double-as opposed to a single-cinch on a horse, a spade as 

opposed to a snaffle bit, or the fall of a card in the bunkhouse game on 

which a few bits depended. It might have been over the way the victim 

snored. Of such fodder are gun-fights fed in the pent life of the far 

places in winter. 

Other times the place was quiet as a church on week-days, uneventful as a 

Sunday afternoon in Cedarvale, Kansas, the twice-a-week coming of the mail 

man--ironically dubbed "Lightning" (his real name was Tough Abbot) because 

the assymetry of the roads and the sudden changes of weather affected his 

time schedule---a bread in the monotony, whicle the removing of the Black 

Angus bull, called by the cowboys "Father Divine," with his harem, from one 

pasture to another, was an event. Christmas was observed by killing the 

old red rooster, after which feast Our Savior's birth was celebrated by 
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Miss Lockhart and her foreman retiring to the front room and making out a 

list of the person they would most like to kill. Her humor, denominated 

by Miss Lockhart as "ghoulish," was a dominant factor of the L Slash Heart. 

(It had already been observed by H. L. Mencken, who had included in one or 

the early editions of his THE AMERICAN LANGUAGE some of her Americanisms, 

that Miss Lockhart was one of the four best humorists in America.) 

Such innocent holidays, however, were the exception, not the rule, on a 

ranch where there was always something to do. Tangible, manual labor. 

Insistent, peremptory chores. Daily, unremitting drudgery. Slavery. 

Travail. 

So that the summer visitor who rode over from Crooked Creek to act as a 

goad to the quiescent novelist (and he rode over twelve successive summers 

and one winter) grew to lament the paucity of her pages even as he came to 

rejoice at her tauter fences, her new corrals, and her increased herd. 

Her last published novel, OLD WEST---AND NEW, contrasting the life of the 

earlier unsettled West to that of the pilgrim-infested Cody, on which she 

had already lived the material, was seven or eight years a-horning. Her last 

and unpublished novel THE WITCH OF WILLOW CREEK, in which she had polished 

off to her own satisfaction if not that of her editors her chief enemy of 

the isolated region, was almost as long in delivery. 

Did the popular American women novelists, one wondered, the Edna Ferbers, 

the Fannie Hursts, the Rineharts, with their periodic production, buy, 

build, and personally manage businesses between the regular occurrences 

of their books? Did the top women novelists, the Edith Whartons, the Willa 

Cathers, the Ellen Glasgows, farm, ranch, truck-garden, in France, Nebraska, ~"f 



I 
I Virginia, between their notable and regularly appearing novels? Was 

•• 
the tenet "Do it--then write about it" so practicable reportorially, 

impracticable novelistically, the novelist's life-span and the novel's 

I length of time it took to produce being what it was? 

I A change of climate in the American publishing scene was also affecting 

I 
adversely Miss Lockhart's work. Unconventional as her life was, she was 

not prepared to follow the frontier of free speech as far as Hemingway, 

I Faulkner, and the tribe of younger writers like George Milburn were 

following it. 

I 
I 

Furthermore the death in New York of her friend Charley MacLean cost her 

the loss of her most receptive magazine editor. It sealed also the doom 

I of The Popular Magazine he had successfully captained, though the magazine 

ran on a few years of its own momentum before its heart stopped. The 

I demise of its two closest competitors in the Western magazine field, 

Adventure and Short Stories, soon followed. High of quality, optimistic 

I of tone, sane of viewpoint, and clean and healthy of story, The Popular 

I 
Magazine was a source of inspiration to uncounted young and old who were 

young of heart. They read it avidly, and they read it regularly. 

I Jack London, Ralph D. Paine, Charles Van Loan, Henry C. Rowland, Holman 

Day, Charles Neville Buck, Bertrand W. Sinclair, A. M. Chisholm, H. de Vere 

I Staepoole, Henry Herbert Knibbs, Robert V. Carr, Vingie E. Roe, B. M~ Bower, 

I 
and Caroline Lockhart contributed to it and gave who know what lift to 

affirmative philosophy. 

I 
But the slim erect figure who was never too busy to come out of his 

I sanctum to the outer office to visit with you when you found your way to 

the drab brick wilderness where existed the offices of the Street and Smith 

I 
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Company on Seventh Avenue in downtown New York; who invited you into his 

inner office for "a chat with you" (the name of his department in the 

I magazine)--his glamorous crowded office with on its walls pictures of the 

men who had made the.magazine: Henry Herbert Knibbs hazing a burro or two 

I over the Mojave Desert; H. de Vere Stacpoole in his waxen moustaches, 

et al---the mainspring of the magazine was Charles Agnew MacLean. He had 

I left the editorial pages of .The New ~ Times to assemble his adventurous 

I 
crew and give boys on Oklahoma ranches, on Ohio farms, on Australia 

granges, a sense of the world, of vicarious adventure, and a philosophy to 

I sustain them before they began to wander. Nor had he always been in a 

newspaper or magazine office. He was one of that gallant band of New Yorkers 

I who served 3 years in the 1st Cavalry National Guard of New York, then Troop 

I 
C, Brooklyn. 

I What he gave to the crew he had mustered for those spiritual voyages, we 

cannot say, for we were not one of them. We were only a passenger, but some 

I of the debt and devotion of them to him can be measured by Miss Lockhart's 

succinct confession of her reaction to his death. She was not a weeping 

I woman, as may have been gleaned from this article, but she wrote us at the 

I 
time when she heard the news: "I wept." 

I Left only two grooves in which the Western writer could thrust his copy and 

wait confidently 30 days or less for the return of his cheque: (1) the groove 

I of the cheap Western pulps, which she scorned, and (2) that of the "literary" 

I 
publishers, with their wider latitude of vocabulary and morals, which she 

desdained. She was cast between two slots. She was in a limbo between two 

I worlds. 

I 



I 

' •• 
I 
I -- ·~·-·~ -"'-··--·~·~.,,_·-·-~--··--·--- ·----·- - ··--- ... : ---- . _ .. , ...... -------·-·---------'-

: i· 

I 
~? i.;~ ~ .. r. t .. ., 
~ i 

' 

I 

· .. • 
~,.i - • - .. 

\~ .. I 
I 1· '\~ .. : 

.. .\ 1' 

. • . ~. .,,., . . 

:_, .----... 
I;·-·-..--

} :-.:.-~ ~
): ·..:. ::"~.-' ... ,~ . . . . 

<1' 

. ~ 
f.· 

·' 

· . 

1 ' . ' I I :Y· · ..... --------'----____; ___ . ___ __..-'-_.._~ ... 

I 
!/(?ranch house:"in the cottonwood canyon where once 

only a shallow creek from a spring trickled down to the Big Horn." 
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In the meantime, her cattle topped the market in Billings. 

To the suunner visitor, who rode over from Crooked Creed, the plight was 

less immediately apparent than the sight of the greenery she had created in 

the cottonwood canyon where once only a shallow creek from a spring trickled 

down to the Big Horn. The oasis was worth the ride, even without a Caroline 

Lockhart to enliven it. There were mint juleps if he would walk up to the 

spring and pluck some of the mint that grew there abundantly to spice them. 

If there were not many typed pages of her current performance for him to look 

at, there were new corrals, there were sleek cattle, there were shining 

horses. 

Though bottle flies zoomed against the windows of the Crow's Nest across the 

raod and moths fluttered at night, you slept on fresh sheets, with full-page 

colored_ pictures from The Denver Post's artist illustrating the Western 

verse of Arthur Chapman on the walls for you to wake up to. 

There was a spring-house just below where six or eight feet of the creek from 

the spring were utilized to run through the shelter and cool the butter and 

eggs of the ranch. 

There was a pond of ice-cold water for you to dive in just below the spring. 

Sometimes the "bathing beauties" (Miss Lockhart and a transient woman cook) 

paraded past the bunkhouse in the hot afternoons, making the pond off limits 

till their return. As you walked back from your own swim, you passed an 

open shed in which reposed, like a museum piece replaced by the truck and 

the pickup, a yellow buckboard, a black L/Heart stamped on the outside of 

the seat in which you could envisage the boss riding on the flats below 
... 
" . 
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Cody behind her buckskins, for there was a time when she rode or drove no other 

color. If, now, a hen leaped, cackling, wings spread like an eagle's, from the 

front seat, a fresh-laid egg left on the dusty cushion atoned for the sacrilege. 

Always the newspaper woman as well as the author, Miss Lockhart kept her hand 

in by contributing to the Lovell, Wyoming, paper its Dryhead Notes. Amusing 

as these were to others, sometimes the target objected, and unconsciously 

simulating great society ladies in great capitals who found it distasteful to 

see themselves in vulgar. print, Dryhead took pencil in hand and wrote laboriously 

on ruled paper to request and sometimes demant the editor to omit from Miss 

Lockhart's Dryhea.d Notes their names and doings. Generally, however, the 

publicity was appreciated and even coveted. You couldn't always see you name 

in print under a celebrated author's by-line, and in Montana and Wyoming 

Caroline Lockhart was celebrated. 

Like that of true love, the course of even a successful ranch does not always 

run smooth. Sometimes the men quit. Once a man quit when the other men 

were gone and he was the only make who was left there. He was nursing a 

grouch, and he was biding his time. A chance met ride from a patent medicine 

man who had lost his way gave him his occasion. Rushing to the bunkhouse to 

secure his "lump"--he had no war-bag--, he stopped at the kitchen door only long 

enough to tell the boss he was quittin'. 

"Aren't you going to do the chores?" 

With an !describable leer he gloated over her to say laconically: "You do um," 

and with the satisfaction of a man who is fully avenged by a watchful 

Providence of accummulated wrongs, he betook himself up the hill, the sound 

of the pedlar's cart as he lashed the horse to escape from the Dryhead before 
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sundown coming to the cook who stood ther, stick of wood in hand over the 

lid-opened stove transfixed by the catastrophe. 

Cows. Pigs. Chickens. If Dave would only come. He had gone to get hands 

for a hay crew. Now it meant one more. She had struck bottom. But she 

hadn't. There was still an earthquake to come. 

Dave proved equal to the emergency. He didn't know a man he could get, but 

there was a girl, a furriner, he had noticed at Powell at the rooming house 

when he stopped there, who wanted to get on a ranch. She would be as good 

as a man. The boss listened dourly. No girl was as good as a man. She 

assented because she had to. Dave was enthusiastic. Don't you worry, 

Miss Lockhart. 

But Miss Lockhart did worry. She worried when the girl found herself more 

suited to work in the hayfield than the kitchen. A situation created by 

inexorable circumstance was working before her very eyes, and she was 

powerless to prevent it. The supper table, usually monosyllabic, resounded 

with sentences delivered in the foreman's voice that was habitually pitched to 

overcome a strong wind in praise of the girl's ability with a pitchfork. 

Long before the foreman on whom she had depended, smitten even as Boaz by 

Ruth by the alien maid, had confided to Miss Lockhart, after supper one night in 

the room one step up, his intention to give all for l.ove and quit the ranch 

for a place of his own, the boss had felt the ground sink under her feet. 

Whom could she get to replace him? It meant selling the ranch. It was the 

end. 
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But though the effect was cataclysmic, she was not one to sink without 

a struggle. Seizing her pen and dipping it in a vitriol that seemed to 

come from her very heart, she wrote and then typed for the Dryhead Notes 

of the Lovell, Wyoming, paper the following paragraphs its editor entitled 

DECEMBER-JUNE ROMANCE IN DRYHEAD (By Caroline Lockhart) and printed in the 

next issue: 

The announcement of the engagement of Miss Laura Mauch of Powell 

to Mr. Dave Good of Dryhead, Montana, has caused a considerable 

stir in their respective communities since the former is only 19 

and a school girl while the latter frankly admits he will be 72 on 

his next birthday. They plan to be married when school closes next 

spring, but it has not yet been decided whether it will be a formal 

church wedding or a simple ceremony before the justice of the peace 

or in the bride's home. 

The romance began when Miss Maunch resigned her position as chambermaid 

in the Klindt rooming house in Powell and applied for a joy on 

Caroline Lockhart's L Slash Heart ranee in Dryhead, where Mr. Good has 

been cattle foreman for many years. 

Owing to the labor shortage Miss Maunch was taken on to assist in the 

hayfields where herhandiness with a pitchfork soon won the foreman's 

admiration and respect. Admiration and respect quickly developed into 

a warmer feeling, with above results. 

While Mr. Good does not hope to equal or surpass the achievement of 

his father-in-law, who is 66, he nevertheless if looking forward to a 

happy family life. He has a wide circle of ~cquaintance in Wyoming and 
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Montana who will wish im well in his somewhat startling matrimonial 

venture. 

Whatever sore the s11tire wrought in the foreman's vanitv, tirae healed. 

Whatever illusions it destroyed in his desire to.turn frosty December into 

lusty June, he survived. Certainly it spared him a more cr~shing disillusion

ment which must inevitably have followed so mismated a marriage. However 

that may be, as far as Miss Lockhart was concerned it kept him in her employ 

and in her retinue, for he never left it again until her death. 

·The dereliction had merely showed him human, and that Miss Lockhart was 

human, too, despite her armor, was to be shown forthwith in a very poignant way. 

For print began to blur before her eyes. The American Mercury, The New Yorker 

the newest books we sent her, lay unread on her shawled table, stacked up to 

be replaced by others still unread. Strong-lensed glasses did not help. The 

bright canyon--and it was bright, where the cottonwoods stopped, on the way 

from back door to the spring, darkened, even at noonday: that opacity of the 

crystalline lens of the eye, or its capsule, obstructing passage of the rays 

of light, that afflicts maturity and age, had hit her too---cataracts!--and 

she cowered before it. 

The woman who asked no quarter or life and who gave none, who could swim a 

horse across the broken ice of the Big Horn and think nothing of it; who 

could ride the rapids of the wildest river in America merely to write about 

it, now evaded, avoided, sidestepped an operation that, if unsuccessful 

would leave her in darkness, if successful would give her light. 

After which hovering equivocation she had herself driven to Billings, en 

route looked through her dim film what might be her last at the mountains 
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Caroline Lockhart visits,near Pryor,Montana, with Goes.Ahead, 

who.earlier, was a regular. performer at the Cody Stampede,which 

the authoress put on, and who became.along with many other Indians· 

from the nearby Crow. reservation, fast friends with l!iss Lockhart, 
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she loved, and hopped a plane for the best eye-doctor she could find. This 

specialist happened to be in Oklahoma City. 

Here she knew no one. No one knew her. For all her name meant she might 

as well have been anonymous. Yet before she was in that hospital three 

days nurses, attendants, doctors were swarming to her, as if to a celebrity, 

drawn by that personal magnetism that every stage personality and many 

personalities in other fields seem to posses and exert. 

When a helicopter brought her back from Billings to the ranch, setting her 

down on the flat above the corrals, the horses ih their pen starting and 

circling at the strange bird alighting above them, every spot and marking 

standing out on them clean-cut and distinct to her new, unveiled vision, she 

looked at the ranch, the grand opera mountains (which had been with her all 

the time during the delicate, successful operation, as if imprinted on the 

inner lids of her eyes, as if imprinted on the very oniony scum of the 

cataracts), and bade a silent farewell to the cave men of the Dryhead and 

the scene of her failures and triumphs. She was moving back to town, and 

town--to her--meant Cody. 

We visited her once in Cody in these after days. The town was quite changed. 

It was smart, modern. The honyokers, the pilgrims, the cornhuskers of that 

far past had taken on the appearance of the West. It had modified them to 

their advantage. There were a few unreconstructed old timers, but others 

had taken on a modification or succumbed to the ways of their old enemies. 

Some drove cars. Others dispensed the gasoline that moved the cars, only 

their talk betraying by range idiom their one-time calling. It was the new 

West. 
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Behind Miss Lockhart's house where had stood the corral of active horses 

stood, now, a series of apartments yieldi.ng her rents. Dave, loyal to the 

last and still following her fortunes, occupied one. A fine girl named 

Betty occupied another, etc. Miss Lockhart gave us a car. Betty drove us 

around. On the outskirts of Cody where the bootlegger had risen from the 

sagebrush rose houses of oil men and bankers that might have evoked a 

Beverly Hills (if Beverly Hills had had the view). We rubbed our eyes. 

In Miss Lockhart's large room was an extra-sized television, and as we 

clustered before it that night, Miss Lockhart, Bet'J' Dave in boots and 

clutching his Stetson, looking no whit older and no whit younger than when 

first I'd seen him, came a stamping of feet. 

"It's the Little Monsters," announced Miss Lockhart of an invasion of 

neighbor children who came piling in and cast themselves at our feet to 

get front-row seats for the show, in no wise halted by the designation. She 

indicated some chocolates to which they helped themselves before they 

pounded out again at 9 o'clock. 

My hostess looked at me, and I looked at her, but I didn't insult the women 

who wanted to go out without the benefit of a "sky pilot" (i.e. clergyman) 

by telling her that she was practising some practical Christianity; that 

she had mellowed. 

(She had even, we learned later, with her friend Mrs. Paul Stock, wife of 

the oil man, given the 'teen-agers of the town that had banned her books 

from its library, a prize in the form of a yearly scholarship or sum of 

money for the Cody High School pupil showing the most proficiency in 
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authorship. Of a truth, she and Cody had buried the hatchet!) 

She was still writing persistently. We had suggested taht she do her 

autobiography, a project she e.dged into tentatively, for she never felt 

her own life was of particular interest to others, by writing sketches 

of picturesque personalities she had interviewed in her newspaper days in 

the East or encountered in her writing and ranching days in the West: 

"Gentleman Jim" Corbett, the boxer, whom in apron and washing dishes she had 

found and interviewed after one of his championship fights; Chief Plenty 

Coups under the trees by whose unpainted story-and-a-half frame house north 

of Pryor Mountain on the Crow Reservation she was wont to camp on her trips 

to Billings, whom she had met even more informally. 

For, stealing a bath at the hot springs back of his house at day-break on her 

way to town and slipping back like an apparition to her clothes, without a 

stich on nor so much as even a towel---for who else would be up at such an 

unholy hour?--she had met once, face to face on the path, the old chief and 

passed him in dignified silence in the dim dawn as, also an early riser and 

clad almost as austerely as she was, he stalked to his auroral bath at the 

same pool~ (The incident had cemented their friendship which she had sealed 

by leaving him, on her way back from town, a bottle of whisky.) She was enough 

of a pro to send to The Billings Gazette where they were appreciated and 

printed these gems of humor and concision. 

And she was still sending out persistently as it persistently bounced back 

THE WITCH OF WILLOW CREEK. The last entry of her sporadic diary announces 

the return of this MS. which, you may be sure, would have been sent out 

again if death, at 91, had not intervened. She was unbeatable. She was 
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Caroline Lockhart.noted Cody authoress and :former editor o:f ~ 

Cody Enterprise at tombstone she laid on grave o:f Other Buffalo, 

wife of Crow chief Joseph Plenty Couvs. 
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also a product of the unconforming, individualistic American West. Only 

in America, only in Western America, could an individual have had such a 

free, untrammeled flowering. 

Horses to Caroline Lockhart were people, and she was partial to buckskins. 

One of her last published pieces, "For the Love of a Buckskin Mustang," 

which appeared in The Cattleman, September 11, 1947, tells of the intervention, 

at a stockyards corral, of Joe Le Fors, Pinderton man, U.S. Marshall, and 

the man who obtained the evidence and confession which hanged "the last of 

the Bad Men"---Tom Horn--in Cheyenne in November 1903, between a shirt-tail 

"bronc stamper" and the buckskin mustang h" is "gentling" with the toe of 

his boot after it had piled him twice. 

Her last published story in The Popular Magazine, entitled "Not a Redeeming 

Trait, 11 was that 0-f a vindictive ranch owne:r who tries in court to "send over 

the road" an unprepossessing ranch hand wha has stolen from her a horse that 

has served him well to save it from the canning factory. The Old Judge who 

frees the boy and sums up the case might well be Caroline Lockhart herself 

speaking in defense of the people, the range animals, and the wildlife she 

loved: 

I take exception to the statement of the witness that this boy has 

not a redeeming trait. I have owned horses and lived among those 

who have handled horses, all my life, and it is my observation, that 

a man who is considerate of dumb brutes is never without much that 

is worth while in his composition, however grave his faults. 

I may say that I quite understand and share this lad's sentiments 

regarding the sale to the canning factories of horses broken down 

·'~. 
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and worn out by years of faithful service. My sense of justice 

rebels against such ingratitude. To me there is no more pitiful 

sight on this green earth than a car-load of such horses going to 

their death. 

The destruction of the range horses m.ay be an economic necessity, as 

the proponents of the law legalizing their slaughter may declare, but, 

be that as it may, no true Westerner can think of it without a 

heavy heart •.•. 

Times, conditions, and people have -oh.anged so rapidly and so much that 

I cannot keep up. Nor can I adapt myself. I belong to the past. 

When the government killers have done their work--poisoned the last 

jack rabbit and prairie dog, taken the last coyote in their traps; 

when the game hogs with their pump guns have shot the last grouse and 

sage chicken at the water holes; when bogus sportsmen have slaughtered 

the last antelope from their motor cars, and more of their ilk have 

riddled from their airplanes the last flock of geese and ducks; when the 

stockmen, greedy for range, have pushed the last elk into the mountains 

to starve---when that time comes---and it is not so far of f---I hope to 

be with them in the happy hunting grounds. 

Yes, if we were a sculptor like Mrs. Harry Payne Whitney or Charles M. Russell, 

we would represent Caroline Lockhart in action on a horse uprearing its 

forelegs as high as possible for its rider to keep her seat, while under his 

threatening hoofs a sod-buster about to run over a wounded cowboy, an Indian, 

or even a crippled coyote is stopped in his tracks. And we would put the statue 

at the gateway to Cody or the Park. 

THE END 
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strPni::th. And this time, ]1:t it. ho no~<I 
while it. h1sts, tl1e silent man is the 
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· ihrou1;h iti a;~c ( tnlk or not to ta.lk; to applaud tho thri!J-
1. ing feat.~ of tho shn.ilo\vcd porformc~. or to 
t' ~ ~.£.:,{''~ .. -171 .::-';1"~ --~1.._~r..71 h , j.I'f".t.JJ~i!~ .. ~ ~.,. ~- -., j ..:;; • .;:: , .... vi:·ll.a t 1nainta.i11 °' sophi:;;tica.tcd silcnco; or ow to 

' - --~ -_;<' .!1;) -~ ' 

: c;r!l'cCr':" _l\r..~r.-~1-.D~R , salute your f:J.vorito actres:;o, sin~o thcro 
.~ .\IJt.. ii... ~ .. ·..i~."~"' ..... ~. aro no footlights over which bouquets 
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The McCormick 
Power Plug 

Replace• tLe spark plur: 

Transforms the ordinary enerln' from 
b:tttery ormagnetointo:t flood of hii;:h 
frcquenC'y sparks. By inst;int:\ncnus 
andconiplcte combustion it 1naint:i.ins 
full power strokes in the eni:-ine. 
Solid surfaccelcc1rndes doa.w:i.y with 
humini;, dispbce1nc11t or a.dju:1tn1ent 
oC wire points. Thou.sand• of en1Lu1i .. 
1utic users. A trial will convince you. 

"-'ewill:i.er.d \'Otl :l.M!t hv insured parceb J'IOSt for 20dap·' 
trial. on )"011.r inp.thine. As ab'!..,kk~":~i~-~f aci\itY, i:g_ucan 

ing the villains, u:atil the theater is like a. 
gathering of excited bed.In.mites. 

At La. Ceiba., a port tow11 on the east 
coast of Spanish Ifonduras, an enterprising 
prie!'t. openC'cl a. moving-picture sho'Y. 
giving tho Pa.ssion .Play on tho ope.ning 
night. 

During the Lasl~ Supper it "·a.s no fault 
or tho ti.udicncc tl1at tho Apostles di<l not 
find out 'vhat kind of an hombre Judas "·as, 
as they \Vero wnrn('d often enough from 
tho front, and told to "v.·a.tch out!" 
\Vhile tho crucifixion scene was ennctcd, 
!'iCVcral £:\t sei1ora!J fainted nnd bad to ho 
carried out, but when Christ roso fron1 tho 
dc:l.d o.nd ca.me o•Jt trilunphn.nt from tho 
tomb, thoy chcorc'd him to tho echo, nll 
but yolling their lien.tis off with shouts or 
'' Vit.•a el Cri-~lo! \."iva el Crislo!" 

'l'he \Vcstern filn1. ho,vo,·er, is tho tnost 
liked and surest or a cro~·llf'1l hous('. 'I'ht1 

hoy, anrl hfi j~ notifi-:1) in plr:nly or 
when tho wily rc<l rnnn is ""·aitint: rrJ; 
iu :unhush. 

'l'hn sr11•1:talor3 writho in thr~ir i:.~al 
\vrin~ tlu:ir han<ls wh1:n th'? Indiun;; 
tho stl'.>l:ka1]1) and th" amm11nit.i1 
exha.ustl)d ~avo thrJ sint!'IP. r.artri1lt:"6:! 
tho Colonel rC!;f!n.·c3 for hi~ bf:a 
dnughtt;r. 

"llijo de ;lfarirJ/ rsl)n of :'--fa.ry!J 
lose, old n1nn!" thny plr::vl, with thP. 
all but str~aminr.: dl)wn tl1t:ir far.!:.~ 
tho "bravos!" a.nil shri•:ks v1:hil')'h ~pl 
air whon a. cloud or dust ti:ll~ th':m th1 
boy!i are ri<linl' to th" rc.~t:ue would 
pcdo a. ba.nd or Or;:aliala.h Sioux~ 

A CAST-IRO:'> DIET 

T lTF. da.ys or tho "-cl5h rabbit a:re 
bcred. Onr.o it hi!ld its ou:n :i. 

or tho mo:;.t diffir.:ult or di~hr.s to fJl 

to a. nicety, and ono v.:hir.h on I~ 
hnnlicst Cflnstitutions could ~on"'umi 
impunity. but its supremacy is no 
Dumboy t'omplr.tc:-ly ovcr:;hado"\\·s 
these and many other respor.ts.. The ' 
iagton Ei·cning Star calls dumhoy, 
is the national dish or Liheria, the g 
nomic wonder of the """orld, and d~ 
a.t length its characteristics and then: 
of iL-; manufacture: 

If alloVi·cd to stnnd long after 
prepared for the tahle, it becomes i.-en· 
broken pieces or it being a favorit.E: 
of shot for uso in the lonti. muzzle-le 
guns of tho nnti,·es. A casin~ of di.: 
is also used to stiffen tho feather sl 
of tho native s~·ord3 and kn.i,·es, a· 
ing to G. X. Collins, in a. eommwU• 
to the Xational Geographic Societ"--. 

To nt.t€!-mpt the description Or 
no\•cl food is liko attempting· to df 
a landscape, '\\7ites )Ir. Collins. 

The constituent parts m:i.~ (. 
scribed, and tho manner in which 
are combined, but it requires som• 
more than accur.:i.te descriptioa. to 
duce tho sensation of the origit:.~L 
principal ingredient of dumboy is 
Ya., or "cassacla.," as it is called in L: 
The edible roots of this plant n.: 
source or tapioca. and some forms of : 

To prepare the roots ror dumbO\" 
arc peeled, boiled. and all fibers fr~· 
center removed. The cooked roo· 
then placed· in n. large wooden r. 
nud beaten ";th a h('~n-y ~stle-. 
heating requires {>QnsidC"ra.ble skit; 
(':oi:perience. In thQ h::uuJ~ of ::r. no,; 
result is lump~· and in('dihlt~ ... 

The be:lting require::i <1.bout thr~ 
ters of an hour nnd is ha;d '\\"ori 
the be:i.trn mass beconH.'s hon1or;:l' 
tho pcstlo produc£>s a. loud era.ck 
time it is drn\\·n from tho mortar4 
shnrp rE'ports cnn be- la"ard loni: dis: 
throuiz-h thf"I fort·~t. nnt..1 .:ir<' \"t•r.· ".<' 
sounds at tho i'ntl of :\. day'$ jo1 
\YhC'n tho dun1bo,· rC"ncht.•;; thi$ 
tho opC'mtor n1ay ~t·;i1t "-ithout injt: 
tho proi.lurt. hut 0111..·C" the b£>n.tini: i 
ri~d )1:i:"t this point it nntst- bt} r. 
<"01npletccl nnd thP <l1unbo,· ca.ten ::i.t 

The n~tives ~:i.y it i.s a('t
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