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WOMEN WHO BROKE THE TRAILS FOR US

By Sharlot M. Hall

In the old geographies where all of the United States be-
yond the Mississippi River was marked "The Great American
Desert," and cautiously traced with rivers that ended in vast
spaces on which was written only the words, "Unknown; Unex-
plored," and with mountain ranges that all ran as the engrav-
er pleased, there was a double-page picture inspired by a line
in a then-famous poem: "Westward the course of empire takes
its way."

Many a fat, childish finger traced out that picture, in-
stead of the states to be "bounded" for the day's lesson. In
the middle a beautiful woman floated in the air, her face to
the westward and on her forehead that "star of empire" whose
rays lighted the sky around her. Behind her the prairie was
dotted with little homes and fields and crossed by a puffing
railroad train, and the telegraph wire uncoiled backward from
her hand. Before her the Indians and the buffalo fled into
the shadowy mountains of a West already touched with the
light of the star on her forehead--the coming of civilization
of which every little sod home and "dug-out" behind her was an
out-post.

It was some deep inspiration which led the artist to embody
the spirit of civilization in that star-crowned woman,--for ci-
vilization, at the last assay, is only homes and the sort of
government that will keep them safe from harm--and it was the
women in log cabin and sod shack and covered wagon who turned
the West from a land of adventure into a land of homes.

Of these brave and wise and loving women, going about the
homely duties of everyday, yet finding every day some way to
help in the larger life of the neighborhood, Arizona had her
full share. Whatever of fine nobility we may grow to in the
future we shall owe an enduring debt of noblesse oblige to the
women whose memory is our best inheritance.

Wherever a home was established, no matter how small, its
doors were open in friendliness to any comer; hardly would
two women come together in a place before they were planning
some better sort of social life to offset the rough influences
of the frontier; establishing Sunday schools and day schools
in advance of school laws and the church; giving little enter-
tainments; gathering together a few books and lending them
till a library was in the way to be formed; and meeting those
greatest pioneer tragedies, sickness and death, in scenes re-
mote from medical aid, with courage and tenderness beyond tell-
ing. With doctors and nurses and undertakers at the other end
of the telephone few of us know what it means to fight mortal
disease or fatal injury with untrained hands; to close dear
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eyes and make a beloved body ready for the grave; but the wo-
men who broke the way for us knew all this and responded to
each other's needs, though it might be stranger to stranger,
with ready hands and generous hearts and no reckoning of race
or creed or worldly place and goods.

It is good beyond its sadness to recall the story of a poor
traveling mother sitting in the shade of the covered wagon
with the still form of her first-born babe across her knees
while rough boxes were cobbled into a rude coffin. To her
came the bride of an army officer from the post nearby; among
her wedding gifts had been a large music box in a rosewood
case; she had taken out the works and lined the box with the
White satin of her wedding dress that the stranger mother might
be comforted with laying her little one away in something
better than a rude box.

If we could gather every name it would be a glorious roster,
but many a one has slipped into the Great Beyond and left no
record; yet some names are woven in with the closest fibre of
local history and will not be forgotten. There are our pioneer
mothers such as Mrs. William Kirkland, the first white woman
to be married in Arizona. Mrs. Kirkland came with her parents
to Tucson and there Mr. Kirkland who was on his way from Cal-
ifornia to the East saw her and made up his mind that the tall,
slender girl, who must have been like a tall eastern lilac
bush, in the strange surroundings, was better than any fortune
he might go seeking.

There was trouble about the wedding gown, for in that day
all goods came on mule-back from Sonora. A pretty piece of
flowered lawn had been brought in but it was so attractive and
sold so fast that there was hardly enough to make the tall
bride a dress as full in the Skirt as the fashion of that day
--though it would have been wide to present-day fashions. But
in spite of scanty dress patterns they were married and went
to live on one of those twenty-acre farms near the town that
had been allotted, as was the custom, to some Spanish soldier
a hundred years before, and cultivated more or less ever since.
Mrs. Kirkland made one of those homes typical to early Arizona,
where friendly welcome and kindness and such help as might be
needed waited every comer.

When it was whispered in Prescott, then a little group of
log cabins, that "Dick" McCormick, the young Secretary to the
first Governor, was to bring out a bride, there was flutter
of expectancy among the few women there--busy mothers with
homes full of children and plenty of work. But every woman
loves a bride and they gathered to help make the new log
"Governor's Mansion" ready for her; the home in which it had
cost fifteen hundred dollars to cell and floor one room for
her, so later tradition has said.

One Won gave white muslin and made it into ruffled curtains
for small windows, and another gave her new rag carpet for the
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floor; each one did some bit of work to make the place bright
with welcome. The little bride came, a sweet and gentle girl
in whom they all took delight, and who gathered the children
to her and shared her pretty things with them. She brought a
rose bush from her old home and planted it under her window,
and once it blossomed and she wore the blossoms as she gallop-
ed down the trails on her pony to visit her busy friends--
then when fall had stripped the rose bush of leaf and flower
they laid her away under the pines that shadowed her brief
home, with her tiny dead babe in her arms,--as many another
pioneer mother went for lack of proper Skill and care.

Among the women who sewed for the little bride was Mrs. Mar-
garet Ehle, whose care preserved the rose bush many years, till
a cutting from it was set in the Capitol grounds. "Grandmother
Ehle" she had been to everyone for years before her death; lov-
ed and respected by the whole community for her enduring good-
ness and the service of her life. It seems Impossible now
that whole families once packed their household goods on horses
and so traveled hundreds of miles to establish a new home in
the wilderness, but as a two-year babe, Mrs. Ehle was carried
on a pillow in front of her father's saddle from Ohio to Ill-
nois. Then they removed to Iowa in its very beginning and la-
ter she crossed the plains with ox wagons to Arizona, rounding
into her life the full span of pioneer experience.

It seems not too much to say that the fine educational sys-
tem of which Arizona is proud today is our inheritance from a
group of women who entered the Territory in the early seven-
ties, Mrs. Edward Fish and Mrs. Wasson (as they later became)
the first public school teachers in Tucson; Miss Post at Yuma;
Miss Dunning and Miss Martin and Miss Sherman, teachers at
Prescott; and Yrs. Angeline Mitchell, who for many years serv-
ed on the Territorial Examing Board for teachers and helped
to set that high standard in examinations which insured the
best teachers to Arizona schools even in pioneer days.

Mts. Mitchell was a graduate of Mt. Holyoke and sister of
the "beloved Mary Brigham," once principal there; her daughter
dmeaskAail taught the first school in Tonto Basin and was one
of a group of women held captive several hours and subjected
to slapping and beating by a band of Apache Indians, who had
left the reservation with a hunting permit and were afraid to
kill the women outright because they knew troops were not a
great distance away.

When the first school opened in Flagstaff one of Arizona's
delegates-elect to Congress, Hon. Henry Ashurst, was a pupil
and Mrs. Ella Marshall, now the postmistress of Flagstaff was
the teacher. The pupils were seated on shingle blocks cut
from the pine logs at the newly-established saw mill and the
first railroad that most of her pupils had seen ran past the
door of the log cabin school house. But with the crude school
equipment Mrs. Marshall managed to inspire her pupils with her
own fine enthusiasm and to enlist the interest of the whole
town in the picnics and entertainments which she planned, as
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well as in the school work.

Once in a while it was given to a woman of pioneer days,
not so much to face the dangers and privations of the time,
but to be the inspiration of her community in all the gentle
and gracious ambitions of civilization, and to mould the
lives of all who knew her into finer lines through the rich
service of her own. One can hardly say how much would be
lost if the life of Mrs. Pamela Otis were taken out of the
inner history of Prescott. She came to the place in stage
coach days when the advent of a new family was reckoned dir-
ectly in social life as it will never be again, and she
brought the culture of New England, enriched with some years
of experience in Ohio and California, and supplemented with
the overflowing warmth of her human sympathies.

Wisely, often impersonally, she worked; she befriended and
encouraged the school teachers; she stood for the best in
church and social life; she was not afraid to reach a hand to
a sister in direst misfortune; and she stood for tolerance and
high ideals in every phase of life. She gathered a class of
young people in her home every Thursday night for years and

her wise and witty talks were, one might say, the preliminary
surveys along the route which many of her pupils were to fol-
low.

She was first in the organizations of all kinds by which
women have learned to work together, and in her own Woman's
Club at Prescott and in the State Federation she was a be-
loved figure. Something in her beautiful and noble face re-
minded one always of Julia Ward Howe, and the words written
of still another great woman seemed to belong to her.

'Ter heart was like a generous fire,
Round which a hundred souls could sit,
And warm them in the unstinted blaze.
Those who had nearest place to it
Had cheer and comfort all their days;
Those who, perforce, were further still,
Yet felt their radiance meet their chill,
Their darkness lightened by her rays."
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THE HOMESTEAD WOMAN

By M. Margaret Shaw

She came over in the Mayflower and history records her as
the Puritan pioneer. As our course of empire westward took
its way, she turned her back upon the settled East and with
eyes open for broad stretches of prairie or cradled Valley she
followed with father, son or husband the advancing line, and
wherever lands were staked she set about the eternally femin-
ine task of making a home. It was she who wove into our civi-
lization its fundamentals of home, school, church and estab-
lished the basis upon which the best that we have is built.

Nor is the record of this pioneer woman yet complete. What
she did for the rocky shores of New England, the prairies of
the Middle West, she is now,--under different conditions,--
doing for our own Arizona, the last--not of the Mohicans--
but of the territories of our union. Today we find a most in-
teresting figure in the procession which is blazing the trail
across our government lands to be that of the modern homestead
woman. She comes as maid, wife, widow. The far-seeing young
women are taking advantage of the provisions made for them
under the homestead law, and numbers of teachers, stenograph-
ers, nurses and other professional women are securing title to
one hundred and sixty acres in our fertile valleys and upon
our broad mesas. We say far-seeing advisedly, for it takes a
long view for the woman among friends, with social opportuni-
ties and a secured position, to glimpse a home all her own
when it has to be won by striking out into a new land, among
new people, and earned at the risk of failure. The towns and
cities though are full of young women who have spent years in
school rooms, offices, hospitals and other places of toil with
only a pittance saved from the leaks of living. The possibi-
lity of buying land is to them most limited. Quite an army
from these ranks has come to the front and are a helpful fac-
tor in shaping the destinies of our New State.

A season spent among these capable workers revealed some in-
teresting facts and established the belief that it is the priv-
ilege of the wise woman to lead her kind into new fields of endea-
vor.

While sojourning at a little hotel in one of our Arizona
towns the first impression of the homestead woman was received.
She was there from Kansas, Texas, Michigan, Oklahoma, Massa-
chusetts, Georgia and likely every other state of the Union.
The bright-faced waitress who brought the good things from the
kitchen was the member from Kansas. She also brought the tow-
els for the guests-rooms and upon her rounds she often stopped
to apoldgize for doing hotel work. The matter surely needed
no apology. She seemed so capable and adapted to her duties
that one would suppose her to be trained for the service. A
picture of her former home in Kansas though showed her to be
from a well-tp-do farmer's home and her remarks conveyed the
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the information that among her associates it was considered
bad form for a girl to go out to do work. She explained that
ler father had sold his possessions in Kansas and had come
West to settle his children on government land and that she
had filed a claim, but had six months remaining before having
to begin residence upon it. So she was using the hotel posi-
tion as a means of laying aside the money with which to im-
prove her place. It developed that the young mail carrier
whose route led by her claim had also filed on land and that
a very pleasant little romance was weaving for Frances as she
worked out her plan.

Along with the girl from Kansas the girl from Texas was in
evidence. She hurried in for the noon dinner in spick and
span shirtwaist suit with a pencil pushed through her hair.
She seemed a social body and soon came to spend her rest hour
with me in the parlor. Her little broken accent, which pro-
claimed her sturdy German stock, was never so interesting as
when describing the estate she was improving on Uncle Sam's
domain. She seemed wonderfully well informed as to require-
ments and regulations for these homestead people. This was
understood when it developed that she was stenographer for the
United States land commissioner whose office was next door to
the little hotel. Here all the business of filing, locating
and making proof for these government lands was transacted.
This young woman had formerly been stenographer for a firm of
lawyers in Waco, Texas, and upon leaving them she secured a
position with the Arizona land commissioner.

While busy with her new duties it occured to her that a home
of her own near the little town would be a very happy arrange-
ment, so she located one hundred and sixty acres four miles
south of the village. Her savings were sufficient to buy a
strong horse, good buggy and to build and furnish a comfort-
able room on her allotment of land, all of which had been done
some months before, so when she invited me to go out and
spend a night with her I gladly accepted. She closed her of-
fice at five P.M. and we hurried to the stable where the
black horse stood hitched and eager to move off. A brisk
drive throught the intoxicating atmosphere soon covered the
four miles winding out to the homestead, and just as night was
settling down we entered the drive, newly set with silver pop-
lars, leading into the grounds about the trim little shanty.

There was nothing to mar the outlines of the new settlement.
Twenty acres on the highest level of the claim had been fenc-
ed. Teh Of these acres were being cultivated and improved.
Five were planted to cantaloupes, watermelons and garden fruit.
Four of the remaining acres were laid off for fruit trees
while the last one had been reserved for ornamental grounds.
It was designed along German models and the little court in
front of the shanty was trim with evergreens ordered from a
Nebraska nursery. Settings of shade trees bordered the walks
and led up to the little 14x16-room, with door fitted with
snug screen and stout Yale lock. This was soon unfastened
and when the lamp was lighted the room revealed an arrange-
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ment surpassing that of the grounds. One end was given over
to culinary affairs. In the southwest corner stood the stove
with its nickel trimmings, while about the walls were shelves
with pots and pans. A curtained box proved a pantry filled
with household stores, while in the northwest end sat the little
two by four dining table with a white cloth and old silver
which had been brought from Germany by the mother of my
hostess. The opposite end was fitted for sleeping and dress-
ing while the space between was enough for the sitting apart-
ment.	 It was furnished with table and -shelves which held
treasures found among people of best literary attainment. There
were copies of choice poems, biographies and engravings of the
famous musicians, sketches of artists, the Literary Digest, the
Review of Reviews, farm papers, reports from Washington and a
sample of just about everything imaginable. In truth it is not
possible to enumerate the number of things stored by the little
German woman on her western claim.	 She would have proven a joy
to Roosevelt and convinced him that truly conservation is the
only policy, for with such thrift as was there displayed surely
the West is destined to come into its own.

The girl from Oklahoma arrived one blustery day and blew into
the little parlor with a florist's box packed with crimson car-
nations and crates of new strawberries. These she was nursing
to get them fresh to her sister who was sixteen miles by stage
on a newly settled claim. Having her dinner she departed with
her treasures, leaving a trail of fragrance in her wake.

Miss Massachusetts was there, with her glasses on, meeting
the school trustees and politicians. Her accurate English and
imposing appearance were convincing these gent lemen individual-
ly and collectively that she was the one person fitted to be
elected to the office of Superintendent of Public Instruction,
the work being such that She could attend to the duties while
making her residence upon her claim. What less could New Eng-
land do than furnish Arizona such a daughter?

The plain little
ceedings of these
if she should dare
the atmosphere, so
'title to her acres

woman from Georgia watched carefully the pro-
progressive ladies, all the while wondering
undertake the deeding of a home. It was in
she caught it and in fourteen months secured

Mingling with these bachelor women is the wife and mother
homesteader. She too has come from every state of the Union
bringing with her creed and custom from all sections. Her workof keeping house, making a home, tending flowers, raising chick-
ens, rearing children, is possibly more vital and far reachingthan that of any person within the borders of our State. Thepermanency of her home creates the need for school and church,
the establishment of social order, and the demand for home sup-plies necessitates the work of her children in garden and •field, thus developing the lands and giving to what was former-
ly, "airy nothing, a local habitation and a name." It will beher sons and daughters Who will go up to our colleges and uni-versities and lead the movements of a later and greater Ariz-ona. Thus, much of the best in our State's womanhood is being
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derived from the mother homesteader.

The widow, too, is here. Some who came as widows, some left
as widows after coming. The wpman with samll mans and child-
renito provide for has looked to the West as a place to in-
vest in lands While they may be had cheap, looking to their
development as a means of accumulating something for her child-
ren. Others have come with invalid husbands, seeking our cli-
mate with hope of recovery. Often within a few months the
wife has been left alone to finish the struggle of deeding a
homestead.	 Generally they are brave and out of their desola-
tion give that influence which only a wcman can give for the
establishment of the best in community life.

So altogether the woman homesteader as maid, wife, widow, is
doing a work worthy of recognition in any place among any peo-
ple. The country needs waitresses, nurses, stenographers, teach-
ers, so in serving their own ends these energetic bachelor maids
are contributing their efforts to the common good, while the
wife and widow create for the country the true home, establish
the social order and nmke the present livable and the future in-
viting for the otherwies "waste places" of our New State.

8

(Arizona, the New State Magazine, Feb.1912)



ARIZONA INDIAN WOMEN AND THEIR FUTURE

By Amanda M. Chingren

The Indian woman is still living who first beheld the advent
of the white man in the section that is now the state of Ariz-
ona.

She has seen her sunny home-land become his and found it her
mission to adapt herself to the demands of the new order of
life that he brought with him. Her blankets, bahkets and pottery,
once home-made products, for home use only, matte from materials
found at her hand, have became articles of wide commerce, with
an increasing market value, and it only remains for her to se-
cure a fair share of the profits.

A chief's sister, who loves to reoeive visitors with the court-
esy due them and becoming her station, relates that when money
was first offered her people, in exchange for their commodities,
they did not know what it was, and said, "Why do you give us
these stones? Will you not give us soue cloth, or some beads
that we can use?" She added, with a chuckle, "The white man
doesn't give us any more money now than we know what to do with."

In the effort to make her wares more attractive and valuable
to her new patrons, many a discouraging pitfall has been found,
or made, for her to stumble into. The writer caused deep dis-
appointment by not being prompt enough at concealing her own, on
the occasion that brought to her an unusually graceful and high-
ly polished piece of pottery, , bearing around its circumference
the legend A-R-M-O-U-R; but after all, how could the maker other
than suppose that the label, which frpm the white man's first
appearance had been strewn all over her beautiful desert, must
be his favorite and most significant inscription, and would de-
light him When reproduced in her medium. A great deal less
than that is taken as sufficient evidence when a theory con-
cerning her life or work needs to be established.

Missionaries and teachers came and she tried very hard to
learn the lessons set for he r, but her progress seemed slow.
There was so much to learn. The railroad trailed its onward
course through her homeland, and brought her visions of the won-
ders of the white man's wo rid of which she could not even have
dreamed.

After awhile the government opened boarding schools for her and
her brothers, away from their reservation homes, in the very
centers of the white man's life, and though the question of high-
er education for women is not even yet a fully settled one, she
went, and sent her daughters. On all our reservations are homes
just a little better organized, just a little better manages, be-
cause of this chance to see and to learn, and the children in
them are a little readier to take up the struggle for better con-
ditions. She has brought back to her people the benefits she
has received, with a loyalty that is fine, though the return has
sometimes been delayed.
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Some ten years ago, a little maid of a dozen years perhaps, on

a reservation seventy miles from the railroad, won 
a reluctant

consent from her parents to her plarlito go to a far away school.

She stayed four years, and on her way hone stopped with rela-
tives near the railroad until her family could come after her.

When they did, reservation life had already palled upon her educ-
ated young sensibilities. 	 Also she had decided that she would
never mayry, because the girls who had, were not dressed, nor
living in the style she considered desirable, and she did nor pur-
pose throwing herself away on some one who would not keep her in

the manner that she had become accustomed to. She sought council
as to what she could possibly do other than go home, and was ad-
vised that she could do housework in Phoenix and make her living.
So, after a little visit with her people, they returned without
her, and she went to work. Mali made good; she invested in a
suit case, then a large trunk; they were filled with good clo-
thes and little adornments for her room. She had seen much of
the world, having been East a thousand miles to school, and
West to the great ocean. She had a bank account. At intervals
through the years urgent invitations came to return home. She
was needed there, but they had been set aside. Finally her
father sent her word that he could endure her absence no longer.
When she was little and dependent upon his care and protection
he gave her the best he could. When she wanted to go away to
school he feared that she would be alienated from her home and
people, and he had most reluctantly given in to her pleadings
for a chance to go. Now she had finished her education, she
was able to work, end he needed her help at home. Her mother,
sister and broOer had all died; he was alone. His neighbors
said she was not a good daughter, and when he died they would
give her none of his horses or cattle. Mali returned to the
heart and hearth of her lonely old father, and this is the other
side of what is sometimes called "going back to the blanket."

From another reservation, in another corner of our state,
quite as far from the railroad, and farther from the touch of
civilication, another little girl set forth in quest of knowledge.
After finishing her course of training she returned, but was
not content, so came down to Phoenix to work, though her mother
had not consented--merely ceased active opposition to her going.
It was so hard to give this daughter up again for the lonely old
mother whose other children were all married and away, and this
one she had depended upon for consolation in old age. After two
years Dora (the girl's school name) was empIOyed in Flagstaff for
the summer, and the snake dance wae to be celebrated in her home,
Oraibi. Everybody else was going, or wanted to, and Dora decid-
ed that she must. She arranged with her mistress and invited two
guest to accompany her, one of them a schoolmate from another
tribe.

The general rejoicing that Dora's return called forth was some-
ting to stow away in one's memory of happy things. As we went
through the village on the morning after a late arrival the night
before, and the news spread, every house was emptied to swell the
procession. Suddenly there was a hush, a halt, and I followed
the eyes that were turned to a third story door-way in which ap-
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peered Dora's old mother. All were quiet until she made her way
down the steep and perilous looking ladders and steps. She put
her hands on her daughter's shoulders and though her eyes gleam-
ed with satisfied pride in the sweet and winsome maiden that
stood before her, safely returned once more from the unknown dan-
gers of the world outside, she only asked, "Have you come back
to stay with me my daughter?" Dora's regretful, but negative
reply, drove the heart-broked old mother back to her housetop
room to lament.

The rapidly moving peribd of evolution, has not lacked the
sorrows and sacrifices needed to give value to the new acquire-
ments, though there is some compensation in the added material
comfort that is purchased with part of the earnings of the adven-
turous young people.

The girls outing contingent of the school that has long been
one of the prides of our capital city, earned last year over ten
thousand dollars, and a large proportion of that sum found its
way back to reservation homes, to help meet there the wants and
needs developed rather faster by the now civilization than the
means to meet them.

While hardly yet past the portal of her widened opportunity,
with mind just awakening to the possibilities before her, our
Indian sister is here, asking that her right to her portion of
the land that has been her age-long inheritance be recognized
and conserved, claiming a place in the ranks of the workers,
hoping to have her share in the making of our homes and the up-
building of our citizenship.

In her heart only "Peace to the
Future in shadow ben:ire us, and
Peace to the sunlit past."
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WOMEN WHO WRITE OF THE EARLY WEST

By Sharlot M. Hall

Over and over again it has been given to women to write the
best records everAput into print of the stirring life of the old-
er West. When Elizabeth Bacon Custer set down her memories of
the campaigns through which she accompanied her hero husband, writ-
ing out of her own heart that she might leave some permanent memo-
rial of his life and his services to his country, she created
unconsciouly three true classics; three books which as pictures
of the army life on the plains during the years of Indian war-
fare will never be suppassed.

Two years ago another army woman performed for Arizona just
such a service as Mrs. Custer rendered to the plains. Mrs.
Martha Summerhayes, wife of a young lieutenant stationed at Camp
Apache, Camp McDowell, Fort While and Ehrenbury, in the days
when Arizona was truly "Apache Land," put down her memories of
those stirring and difficult days in a modest book which she
called "Vanished Arizona."

She had so little thought of sales for it that only a thou-
sand copies were printed, but it is now,_ in a second edition and
is certain to be of keen interest for many years to come. It
is truly a woman's story and hardly another thing in print has
shown as this does the courage and patience, as well as all
the makeshifts, of woman's life in that time.

Her little son was the first white babe born in Camp Apache
and the Indian mothers cane to see the wee, pink baby and brought
him a little basket cradle in Which he was liter carried on the
rough journey by wagon to Fort Whipple, undertaken before he was
two months old.

Ehrenburg, now almost deserted, was then  a point of landing for
military supplies, and Mrs. Summerhayes has pictured the adobe
huts, the bad water, the heat, the mosquitos, and the trips
on the river boats with "handsome l dashing Jack Mellon," the
famous river captain, most vividly. All through the book the
illustrations of early camps and towns are particularly interest-
ing, now that most of the places are abandoned and many of
them almost obliterated.

Of far wider scope, including almost the entire West of forty
years ago, from the Great Plains to the Pacific ocean, and pack-
ed and filled with the record of such a stirring life as
comes to few women, is a very recent volume, "Fifteen Thousand
Miles by Stage," by Mrs. Carrie Adell Strahorn, wife of Robert
Strahorn, who developed the great advertising system of the
Union Pacific railroad.

"Bob" Strahorn was the newspaper correspondent who rode neck
and neck with Captain "Teddy" Egan in the famous charge of the
Gray Horse Troop through the camp of Chief Crazy Horse in the
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battle of Powder River. It is an old story how those forty-
seven men fought for hours in the heart of the Indian village
while up on the hills in plain sight their comrades raged ag-
ainst a commander who said he would shoot the first man who
went to their rescue. When at last Col. Stanton and eight men
disobeyed orders and dashed down to help, every horse was dead
and twelve men dead or wounded past help, but Bob Strahorn
was unharmed and gighting.

In 1877 Bob Strahorn and the wife who calls him "Pard" be-
gan their honeymoon in a stage coach, and for thirty years
after they wandered over the thole West as his work called.
All their varied experiences, "hold4ups," storms, life in fron-
tier towns and mining camps, mingling with Indians, miners,
cowboys, outlaws and the poverty-stricken settlers in little
sod huts on the plains, Mrs. Strahorn has set down as vividly
and delightfully as if she were visiting with her reader. v

But this book, packed with good stories and of the sort to
read aloud from cover to cover, contains none the less a great
deal of valuable and correct historical data and ia as complete
a picture of the older west as might be gotten from a dozen col-
urnes. Not the least of its charms are the illustrations, some
350 made from drawings and photogre4is, end including several
fine colored pictures from paintings by Charles Russell, the
well known "cowboy artist."	 It is published by G. P. Putnam's
Sons, New York.

A modest little booklet in soft green cover brings the
verses of a woman who has livechin Arizona and seen the beau-
ty of desert and mountain and loved it all and put her impres-
sions into graceful verse. "Songs From the Sage Brush," by
Katherine Fall Petty, is printed in Tucson and, until recent-
ly at least, Mrs. Petty was a resident of Globe. Perhaps
the most attractive poems are those that sing of the desert andof cowboy life, but there are many charming lines in the littlebook.

Mrs. Estelle M. Buehman, a real Arizona pioneer and wife of
our pioneer photographer who in the forty years of his work hasrecorded a wonderfully varied pictorial history of Arizona, hadit but been saved, is the author of "Old Tucson," a brief his-tory of the oldest city in Arizona. This, too, is printed inTucson and is a most artistic booklet in heavy paper cover. Itcontains many interesting bits of early history and is one ofthose books that seem meant for delightful little gifts to adistant friend.
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A CONGRESSWOMAN OUT OF THE WEST

(The New York Times, Oct.22, 1933)

By Bernice Cosulich

Once more the path of Mrs. Isabella Greenway, by reason of
her election as the first Woma ,rullepresentative in Congress from
Arizona, has crossed the Roosevelt path. The association of
her family with the Roosevelt*egan nearly fifty years ago,
when Theodore Roosevelt the elder, then a young man, became a
partner of Mrs. Greenway's father in a sheep ranch in North
Dakota, It was resumed when Isabella became a schoolmate of
Eleanor and Alice Roosevelt in New York in the early Nineties
and served as bridemaid for Eleanor Roosevelt on theloccasion
of her marriage in 1905 to Franklin D. Roosevelt. It had its
climax when she was chosen toisecond Franklin D. Roosevelt's
nomination to the Presidency at the Chicago Democratic convention
a year ago.

Mrs. Greenway has long been "Aunt Isabella" to Roosevelt
children. At her Burro Mountain ranch near Silver City, N. M.,
she and the President's wife spent many hours at night by a mes-
quite fire pooling, as they dared not with others, their mutual
joys, ambitions and problems. Between the two women there ex-
ists an imtimate understanding born of such midnight vigils. As
the children of the Hudson River Roosevelts grew up they were
sent to the ranch of Aunt Isabella for vacations, and friends say
that she solved many of the problems of the young Roosevelts.

Her political adversaries say that her overwhelming triumph
in the election of Oct.3 was due to her close friendship with the
President and Mrs. Roosevelt. They forget her stenuous cam-
paign. She flew up and down the State talking to cattlemen, min-
ers, farmers, bankers and citizens about "our problems"; her
advisers secretaries and pilots drooped under the schedule. In a
oampa4gxiimgspeech she remarked: "A great deal has been said
about my being a friend of the Roosevelts. But the Roosevelts
have thousands of friends not qualified to be Congressmen, I am
not asking for votes on that basis, but on the basis that I feel
qaaWied tp do t4e work.

Mrs. Greenway's association with the Oyster Bay Roosevelts has
been almost as close as with the Hudson River Roosevelts. It
was during an exciting period of her life, when she was in the
East, that President Theodore Roosevelt kept a promise made
when she was but 1 year old. Once this bespectacled young man
had visited her parents at their ranch in North Dakota. tie had
an attack of asthma. Mammy, Isabella's negro nurse, took care
of him day and night.

"There, now, honey, you goin' be all right," Mammy consoled
the gasping young man. "Why, chile, you goin' get well and be
President this United States one day."

"If ever I am, Mammy," Theodore replied, entering into the jest,
"I'll have you and Isabella as my guest in the White House.
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It was a jest and a promise that came true, and the two visited
-him in the White House. Mammy now lives in Los Angeles, pen-
sioned by Mrs. Greenway.

So it has been through the years. Kermit Roosevelt of Oyster
Bay sought her out at the Burro Ranch. His father, Theodore,
also visited that ranch, telling excitedly of his experiences at
Gondokoro, Africa, and how he fought fever on the long African
trek, or describing the time when he and the Kaiser reviewed the
Imperial Guard. These enrichments from both branches of the Roos-
evelt family have continuously flowed into Mrs. Greenway's life,
and she has reciprocated to the best of her ability.

Mrs. Greenway is a product of both East and West. Much of her
poise was doubtless gained in New York finishing schools; her
untiring energy and sympathy for the farmer and worker from long,
hard years of ranching in the West. She has an effective voice,
a winning personality and a sense of humor.

Her maternal grandfather, Charles E. Flandrau, was a pioneer
of New Ulm, Minn, where there is a monument to him for repulsing
an Indian raid in 1861. He became a Justice of the State Supreme
Court. It was with this grandfather, in St. Paul, that Mrs.
Greenway spent part of her childhood; the earlier part she lived
on the farm of another sturdy ancestor. in Boone County Ky. More
than a century ago, Colonel James Dinsmore, her great-grandfather,
pioneered in Louisiana and later moved his family and slaves to
Boone County. Mrs. Greenway still retains the ancestral Kentucky
home in which her mother and she herself were born.

Mrs. Greenway's father, Tilden R. Selmes, was also a pioneer.
He was a New Yorker, a Yale graduate, and had studied law in
the office of his father's friend, Abraham Lincoln. In 1880 Mr.
Relmes went to North Dakota to start a horse and sheep ranch. His
wife, Martha Macomb Flandrau Selmes, sometimes visited the Boone
County farm. On one of these visits, Isabella, their only child
was born in March, 1886.

In North Dakota one day Mr. and Mrs. Selmes met a stranger, an
anemic-looking Easterner who, to town loafers in a restaurant in
Mandan, was describing a hunting trip,

"By George, if it hadn't been for the mist on my glasses. I'd
have shot another one," he kept repeating.

In true Western style, mr. Selmes introduced himself.

"Glad to know you. My name's Theodore Roosevelt," said the
youth.

Young Theodore joined Mr. Selmes in the ranch business, but
three Winters of blizzard destroyed the st6ck and wiped out Til-
den SeImes. He returned to law, began practice in St. Paul and
became coansel fpr tbe Northern Pacific, a position which he re-
tained until his death in 1895, at the age of 42.

There followed five lean, unhappy years for the widow and her
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growing daughter. But in 1900, through the generosity of Mrs.
Selmes's brother-in-law, Colonel F. W. M. Cutcheon of New York,
Isabella was brought East and educated. In her coming-out year,
Isabella was deemed, in the New York of 1904, a fascinating
Western curiosity, beautiful and unspoiled. When 16 years old
she attended the wedding of Dave Goodrich and there met two of
the ushers, Robert Munro Ferguson and John C. Greenway. She
married the first in 1905 and the second in 1923.

Ferguson, a Scotsman, had become interested in the United States
through Theodore Roosevelt's sister in London. "e came to this
country and grew so to admire Theodore that he remained and be-
came an American citizen. with Douglas Robinson, brother-in-law
of his friend, he became co-trustee of the Astor estate, and
with John Greenway he served as a Rough Rider under Roosevelt in
the Spanish-American War.

It was at 19 that Isabella became the bride of Ferguson. Two
children, Martha and Robert, were born to them during the first
three years of their married life, spent in New York City, but
in 1908 Ferguson fell ill of tuberculosis. There followed four-
teen hard years. The invalid sought health at Saranac Lake, then
Greenway took him to Minnesota. Later, Mrs. Ferguson and the
children joined Ferguson In a health-seeking adventure at Silver
City, N. M.

New to the hardships of Western life, with two babies and a
sick husband to attend, the young mother undertook the task. At
first they lived in tents. Later they began homesteading what is
now her Burro Mountain ranch near Silver City. There they slowly
built the rambling, English-style .countryhouse with its many rooms,
terraced gardens and swimming pool.

Her first venture in public service came while she lived at this
ranch. After America's entry into the World War she was made
chairman of the Women's Land Army of New Mexico, which husbands
crops and performed other work which ordinarily had fallen to
the lot of men, who were now in the army.

In 1922 her husband died and a year later her mother.

Late in 1923 the young widow was married to Greenway and they
moved the next year to Ajo, Ariz., where he was superintendent
of the gigantic business of pulling down mountains of low-grade
copper ore and producing copper metal.

One evening as the two walked along the hills of the mining t
town they paused to rest on a promontory.

There, John, upon that hill is where I8d love to have a home
some time," she said.

The next morning she was awakened by blasting on that very hill-
top, which was being blown out to make room for the house. It
was built and in it their son was born, John belmes Greenway4 But
Greenway lived only two years on that hillside. he died in Janu-
ary, 1927.
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The necessity,born of grief, for mrs. Greenway to keep busy
forced her to leave Ajo and move to Tucson, where she might
carry out some of her husband's projects. One of these was to
aid ex-service men, and for that purpose she founded the now-
famous Arizona Hut, where veterans might work a few hours a
day making furniture. Then, as the furniture piled up in a
warehouse, she sold much of her copper stock and with the pro-
ceeds built the Arizona inn, equipping it with the products of
the Hut.

Unexpectedly came her election in 1928 as the Democratic
National Committeewoman for Arizona. That, the party felt, would
be just tribute to pay to the memory of John C. Greenway. ho
one expected her to take the position seriouly, but she did,
making an eight-hour-a-day job of it.

In three different campaiggs Mrs. ureenway canvassed the State
for the Democratic ticket. She attended the State Democratic
Convention and obj4cted to the division of men and women in sep-
arate political units. "We should unite. We are working for
the Democratic party, and must work as a whole, not as women and
men," she told the assembly.

She worked for Alfred E. Smith's election. Then later, when
her friend Eleanor Eoosevelt's husband was mentidhed as possible
Presidential material, she worked for him furiously. It had been
contrary to Arizona's policy to send an instructed delegation to
national conventions, but Mrs. Greenway worked against precedent
and the Arizona group at the Chicago convention was instructed
to vote for Franklin D. Roosevelt.

Mrs. Greenway hurried back to Arizona and built political fen-
ces with skill. Arizona gave Eoosevelt the largest majority
that it had ever presented to a Presidential candidate, Later,
when Lewis W. uouglas, son Of the familiar copper magnate, James
Douglas, and Representative from Arizona, resigned to become Dir-
ector of the Budget for the Democratic administration, Mrs.
Greenway, also familiar with copper, announced her candidacy to
succeed him.

he is now launched upon the biggest job of her life, but she
already has attacked her problems like a soldier marshaling for-
ces before a battle.

Whatever her term may bring, she says: "I must succeed for
Arizona."
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PIONEER OF ARIZONA HAS PASSED AWAY

(Arizona Daily Star, April 1, 1913)

Mrs. William F. Scott, wife of Judge Wm. F. Scott, died at
the family home, early on Monday morning, aged seventy-six years.

Mrs. Scott was one of the Penningtons, who came to Arizona
in 1857. She was born at Nashville Tenn. in 1837, being carried
as a child in arms to Honey Grove, Texas, shortly after Texas
gained its independence. After nearly twenty years' residence
in Texas, her father, with his family, joined an emigrant train
for California. At Fort Crittenden, south of Tucson, they chang-
ed their plans and made their first home in Arizona. During
the thirteen years following they lived at the stone house in the
Santa Cruz near Nogales, at Tubac, in the Sopari, and near Crit-
tenden, enduring the hardships and dangers of pioneer life in
Arizona fifty years ago.

Larcena Ann Pennington (afterwards Mrs. Scott) first married
John Hempstead Page in 1858 and lived a short time in Tucson
which was then a little Mexican town surrounded by hostile Indians.
During the sixties, however, repeated disasters overtook the
Penningtons, and Mrs. Page lost her husband, a brother, and then
her father and another brother, all killed by the Apaches. Two
sisters also died at this time; and she herself survived terrible
hardships incident to frontier life. In 1870 she married Judge
William F. Scott, and ta survived. by'Alim and by two children,
Wm. P. Scott, and Mrs. R. H. Forbes. For the last fifty three
years she has resided continuously in Tucson. She was honorary
president of the ladies auxiliary of the Pioneers Society, and was
a member of the Congregational church since its organization.

Mrs. Scott was characterized by her courageousness, and her
cheerful disposition. She was a woman of high character and was of
a naturally religious disposition,--always patient and sweet temper-
ed and helpful to those around her.

She combined the best qualities of the pioneer women who in the
early days shared without fLinching the difficulties and dangers
endured by the men. She belonged to a class that is fast passing
away.

Funeral services will be held at 10 o'clock, Tuesday morninF, at
the family home 256 South Main street. All friends of the family
are respectfully invited to be present.
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MRS. DELONG PIONEER TUCSOIT WOMAN PASSES AWAY

(Tucson Citizen, Aug. 26, 1914)

Mrs. Maria Frye DeLong, wife of Sidney R. DeLong, first mayor
Tucson, died at seven o'clock last night at her hone on Church
street in this city. She has been ill for about three years.

Mrs. DeLong was 64 years of age, and is survived by her hus-
band, a sister, Miss Anna Frye; a brother, Capt. Charles H. Frye,
both of Salem, Mass., and a nephew, Joseph H. Frye, of Boston.
The brother and sister visited in Tucson last winter with Mrs.De.
Long.

Mrs. DeLong came to Arizona in 1875, going to Florence, where
she taught school for two years. In 1877 she returned to Salem,
but cane back to Arizona in 1879, coming to Tucson, where she
accepted a position in the Safford-Hudson bank on West Congress
street as a bookkeeper. Until the time of her marriage she work-
ed in this position and also at the post office as money order
clerk under J. Knox Corbett, then postmaster.

In 1893 she was married to Sidney DeLong, one of the pioneer
residents of Arizona. During the remainder of her life she has
continued to reside in Tucson, although making frequent trips back
to her old home at Salem. The last trip, indertaken four years
ago, was her nineteenth.

Mts. DeLong was a faithful member of the Episcopal church and
one of the staunchest su)porters of the Grace 7piscopal church in
its early history. She was an active member of the Arizona Humane
society and for a number of years she was the Tucson representative
of the California Children's society in Tucson.

Funeral services will be held in Tucson at the residence, 139
North Church street at 4:30 p.m., Thursday. Dr. J. M. Dixon will
conduct the service.

The remains will be taken to Salem, Mass., Thursday morning by
Mrs. Herbert Brown, a friend of the family.
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SARAH H. SORIN WOMAN LAWYER DEAD AT GLOBE

(Arizona Daily Star, May 1, 1914)

Mrs. Sarah H. Sorin, wife of Thomas Serin, one of the best
known and most prominent won of the Southwest, widely known
as a clever and successful woman lawyer, died at Globe yester-
day morning, according to news received in Tucson by relatives
and friends.

She is survived by her husband, a prominent mining man of the
Swisshelm mountains, and by three sisters, Mrs. Selim Y. Franklin
of Tucson; Mrs. Casey Clum of Washington, D.C.; and Miss Bertha
Herring of Los Angeles. Her father, Col. William Herring, one of
the most brilliant lawyers of Southern Arizona, long a resident of
Tombstone and Tucson, died about two years ago, and her mother died
about five years ago. Mrs. Sorin herself left Tucson about a year
ago to practice law in Globe.

She was more than 50 years of age, and came with her parents from
New York to Tombstone to settle in 1878. She was married to Yr.
Sorin.in 1893 just after the Chicago Exposition, at which Mr. Sorin
was one of the Arizona commissioners. The three original commission-
ers were Captain Buck O'Neil, W. K. Meade, and Governor L. C. Hughes.
The latter was appointed governor just at that time, and selected
Mr. Sorin to take his place as a conmissioner. Mr. Sorin was at the
exposition much of the time, and was in charge of the Copper (Queen
Mining company exhibit, one of the best in the exposition.

Before their marriage Mrs. Serin had been a teacher in the public
schools.
The Herrings came to Tucson about 1899 and as Mr. Sorin's busi-

ness called him away from home much of the time she came with the
family. They purchased the Pomeroy property on North Main Street,
erected about 1880 and at that time one of the finest residences in
Tucson. It became known as the Sarin home, and is now occupied by
the Eclair Film company, as headquarters for the company. Here Mrs.
Sorin resided until she left a year ago for Globe. Col. Herring
took up the practice of law, and had offices in the building now
occupied by Selim M. Franklin at the corner of Pennington and Court,
Which he erected.

Mrs. Sorin took up the study of law, and about 12 years ago was
admitted to the Arizona bar, the first woman to be admitted to prac-
tice in the territory. gust recently she was admitted to practice
before the United States Supreme court, and had argued a number of
cases before that body. She was attorney for the Old Dominion Min-
ing company at the time of her death, and made a specialty of min-
ing law.

Mrs. Serin, although she had invaded a field thought peculiarly
to belong to the masculine sex, was universally liked by the attor-
neys on account of her dignity and tact. She was wholly wrapped up
in the study of her profession and was in no sense of the word a
society ar club woman. She was a steadfast opponent of woman's
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suffrage, curiously enough and appeared to look on her activity
as a woman lawyer as something entirely different from the par-
ticipation of women in lawmaking and elections.

Mts. Sorin was an Lpiscopalian in religion. The couple never
had any children and she was thus enabled to devote her time
solely to her work. She was tall and slender, and dressed rather
plainly. She was universally respected and admired for her com-
mon sense and intellectual gifts, and in her death Arizona has
lost one of its strongest representatives of Southwestern woman-
hood.

Mrs. Franklin of Tucson left for Globe on the receipt of the news
of her sister's death. Up to a late hour last evening it was not
known what arrangements would be made for the funeral.
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NELLIE CASHMAN, FAMOUS ARIZONA PIONEER, DIES

(Arizona Daily Star, San. 7,1925 )

By Associated. Press

Victoria,B.C. Jan.6.- Miss Nellie Cashman, a frail little 70
year old woman, who drove her own dog teams and prospected for
gold from Arizona to the arctic regions of Alska and Canada is
to be laid to rest here tomorrow. She died Sunday after a brief
illness. Miss Cashman, according to many Alaska pioneers, was
one of the best known women "sourdoughs" that ever prospected to
the creeks and rivers of Alaska. She stampeded into the cassiar
district of British Columbia and staked claims in Arizona. She
was one of the first prospectors to the Klondike regions and
took part in gold stampedes to Fairbanks and Wrangell, Alaska.

Miss Nellie Cashman, who died January 3 in Victoria, B. C.,
was one of Arizonats most picturesque pioneers. She came to
the state in 1877 from Washington, D. C., where she is said to
have been a Yankee spy in the Civil War. She spent three days
In Tucson last December renewing acquaintance with pioneers
whom whe had not seen for 32 years. At that time she watt on
one of the biggest mining deals of her life and her business
took her to New York and other Eastern points before she left in
November for the north and her home on the Yukon and Tanana
rivers near Koyukuk.

At the age of 70 Miss Cashman set a record as the champion
woman musher of the world, when she came to the states last
year from Alaska. She mushed her dog team and sled 750 miles
in 17 days, breaking her own trail the entire distance from
Koyukuk to Seward, Alaska.

Miss Cashman grub-staked half a dozen of Arizonfs present
millionaires in the early *80's in Tombstone, Arizona, furnish-
ing the men with supplies on the gamble that they would find a
"strike." Funds secured in this manner later grub-staked her
for the lohg trip to Alasks where she outfitted and mushed into
the interior. One of the first women in Alaska, she acted as
nurse at many mining camps, at the same time prospecting and
staking her own claims. She owned and operated 11 mines at the
time she came to Tucson last year.

"Youth remains where thoughts are young" was one of the ex-
pressions of the late pioneer, who was as agile and youthful
appearing as a woman 30 years her junior.

"I have broken trail through desert sage brush, and northern
snow drifts, have stopped in Yuma when the mosquitos were so
thick they seasoned the beans, have nursed 75 men with scurvy and
never lost a man, have prospected and mined, but I have never
broken trail in an airplane," she said in being interviewed by a
Star reporter last year. "That will be a new experience."

It was never realized.
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The aunt of M.X.Cunningham of Bisbee, Miss Cashman reared the
mining man from boyhood to young manhood. She staked him in his
first vim:tuxes, according to pioneers, as she did some hundred
other men in early days.

A member of the Igloo No. 4, Pioneer Society of Alaska v that
society credits her with being the first woman prospector in the
territory. She was associated with other organizations and had a
reputation for her patriotism.

While in Tucson the pioneer laughlingly talked of the work she
had planned for the future, declaring that she had not, and never
would, reach the "cushioned rocker" age. When pioneers spoke of
her return as if it were from the grave, she remarked that she was
very much alive, expected to remain so for years to come, but
nevertheless was looking forward to a reunion over there with her
"buddies," and "there'll be some stories swapped when we all get
together again."
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MRS. L. C. HUGBES, ARIZONA PIONEER, DEAD

(Arizona Daily Star, April 23, 1926)

Mrs. E. Josephine Brawley Hughes, pioneer Arizona woman,
widow of L. C. Hughes, former territorial governor of Arizona
and founder of the Arizona Daily Star, died at 1:34 o'clock
yesterday afternoon in the home of her daughter, Mrs. Gertrude
H. Woodward, in Hertosa Beach, California. She was 88 years
old.

Mrs. Hughes will be buried beside her husband in Evergreen
cemetery, Tucson. Funeral services have been set for Sunday
afternoon at 2 o'clock, and the W.C.T.U., the organization of
which Mrs. Hughes was the first territorial president, will have
charge of the services. Floyd J. Seaman, of the First Methodist
church will officiate.

Mrs. Hughes came to Tucson in 1872 by stage from San Diego
after an overland journey to California fram her home in Meade-
ville, Pennsylvania. She was the third of the first three
white women to locate permanently in the city of Tucson, and
was also the first woman public school teacher in Arizona.
She was known as the "Mother of Arizona Schools," having been
the founder of the first public school in Tucson which was for
girls only.

In 1877, with a small group of American women, Mrs. Hughes
raised funds for the erection of the first Protestant church
in Arizona and a short time- later aided in the organization
and was president of the first chapter of the W.C.T.U. in the
territory. A close friend of Miss Frances E. Willard, Mrs.
Hughes toured the territory making speeches in favor of the
organization.

With the aid of Mrs, Laura St. Johns, national organizer,
Mrs. Hughes started the first woman suffrage club in Arizona
and afterwards became its president. In 1878 she was identified
with her husband, L. C. Hughes in the establi&ment of the
first daily paper in the territory, the Arizona Daily Star.

The Hughes' home in Tucson is one of the historic landmarks
of the state, having been built on the site of the old fort
which marked the original settlement of the white men here.
The first American flag raised in Arizona was raised over the
grouhd where the home now stands, and it was also at the same
home that Gen. Nelson A. Miles, in his campaign against the
Indians, planned many of his military ventures. The map used
by Miles in planning his campaign against the Apaches is
still in the Hughes home, and was kept by Mrs. Bighes as a
remembrance of her acquaintance with the great Indian fighter.

In spite of her age, Mrs. Hughes retained an active interest
in public affairs, and until the time of her injury, a broken
leg, was actively interested in civic matters. Her political
interest, however, did not stop there, for last year, while
lying ill in the home of her daughter, a census taker called
at the home to give the aged woman a chance to register for
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the privilege of the vote which she will never cast.

One of the mementos received last year by Mrs. Hughes from
Arizona was when, on Mother's Day, a large box of flowers from
the statehouse yArdat Phoenix was taken to the patient. They
carried the greeting "To the Mother of Arizona from the Governor
of Arizona" and were sent by Governor G. W. P. Hunt to his old
friend.

Hermosa Beach, Calif., April 22 (By Associated Press). - Mrs.
E. Josephine Brawley Hughes, 88, teacher of the first public
school in Arizona and the widow of former Governor L. C. Hughes
of Arizona, died at her home here today. Mrs. Hughes was born
in Meadville, Pa., and went to Tucson, Ariz., in 1872. With her
husband, she founded the first newspaper in Arizona. Her son,
John T. Hughes, was a former United States senator from Arizona.

2 5



TUCSON WOMAN, 118 YEARS OLD, HAD GROWN SON WHO WAS

IN GOLD RUSH OF '49

(Arizona Daily Star, June 17, 1926

There are no available birth records to tell how old she is.
She herself does not know.

Her approximate age, however, is not only part of family tra-
dition, but it is undeniably graven in the deep, parchment-like
wrinkles of her face.

As closely as her kinsmen can reckon, Senora Trinidad Padilla
de Martinez, of 146 West Sixth street, is about 118 years old.
The recollections of her family and of herself point consistent-
ly to the conclusion that she has lived on this earth nearly six-
score years.

She is probably the oldest person in Tucson, and possibly the
oldest in Arizona.

Senora Martinez is the grand-mother of Mrs. Merced Martinez
Roma de Bivens, wife of Albert L. Bitens, an oiler at the power
house of the Tucson Gas, Electtie Light and Power company.
Bivens recently was signed up as a member of the Woodmen of the
World by G. C. Smith, state deputy, through whom information of
the venerable woman first became known.

She was one of a family of eight brothers and sisters, all
the others of whom are dead. She had had 11 children, of whom
none is alive. She has 29 living grandchildren, 65 great grand-
children, and two great-great-grandchildren, both of whom reside
in Calexico, Calif.

Senora Martinez was born in Tugutama, Sonora. Her husband,
Francisco Martinez, brought her to Tucson with an ox team for
the first time during the gold rush, in 1849. One of their
sons, who at that time was 20 years old, joined the westward
procession and was later married in California.

Since Senora Martinez was 22 years old when she was married
she must have been in her early forties during the days of '49
- and that should make her nearly 120 years old at present.

Martinez brought chili beans and corn from Sonora and sold
them to a trading post in Tucson, which in those days, accord-
ing to the senora's recollection, consisted of but a small
group of houses around the old Tucson mission, on Simpson
street, west of the Santa Cruz river. She remembers, too l the
old cemetery that was situated in what is now the heart of
Tucson - in the area bounded by North Sixth avenue and Alameda
street, Stone avenue and Franklin street.
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Martinez was known as a fighter against the Yaquis and the
Apaches. The Indians, according to his widow, were afraid of
him, and frequently he would force them to return loot they
had stolen from others.

It is this constant warfare with the redskins that has im-
pressed itself most vividly upon the mind of Senora Martinez
- that and the foodstuffs her husband would bring to Tucson
from Sonora.

"Chile y maiz y frijol," she kept repeating to her grandson,
Jose Romo, during the interview yesterday morning.

Incidentally, Don Jose rendered the reporter of the Star
invaluable aid in extricating information from Senora Martinez,
by recalling family matters that started a train of recollections
in the aged woman's mind. For one thing, the young man helped
fix his grandmother's age. Eighteen years ago, when he was
six years of age, he remembers that his grandmother was spoken
of as being about 100 years old.

Another member of the family that refreshed the memory of
Senora Martinez was her granddaughter, Senora Refugia Romo
de Encinas, a sister of Don Jose.

When family events were suggested to her, the venerable
woman would occasionally lapse into a streak of loquacity
that was productive of interesting data.

Martinez died at Magadftlena, Sonora. Before he passed on,
he took his wife to a corner of his property and showed her
a spot where he told her he had buried a large sum of money.
After his death, she had the place dug up. but the money was
gone. A Mexican who lived in the neighborhood was suspected
of the theft, since it was noticed that he indulged in  an
orgy of spending after the death of Martinez.

Martinez had a habit of burying some of his money on his
premises to hide it from the Indians.

"But the chickens would dig it up sometimes," Senora Mar-
tinez said.

Senora Martinez remembers the war of Mexico against the
French and Austrian invaders, which ended with the death of
Maximilian in 1867. She was already married and had a child
during that epoch of Mexican history.
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