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Arizona Historical Data
The territory now included within the limits of Arizona was acquired
by virtue of treaties concluded with Mexico in 1848 and in 1854. Previous
to that time this country belonged to Mexico as a part of Sonora.
The act cutting Arizona away from the Territory of New Mexico was
passed by the United States Congress and signed by President Abraham
Lincoln on February 24, 1863.
Governor John N. Goodwin and other territorial officials reached Navajo
Springs, now in Apache County, on December 29, 1863, where, on that date,
the governor issued a proclamation inaugurating the territorial government.
The first Arizona territorial legislature was convened in Prescott, the
temporary capital, September 26, 1864. Territorial capital located in Tucson,
November 1, 1867, under an act of the legislature. The territorial capital
was relocated at Prescott the first Monday in May, 1877. On February 4,
1889, the territorial capital was permanently located at Phoenix, where it
has remained since.
Arizona became a state on February 14, 1912, by virtue of a congressional
act passed in 1911.
The officers appointed by President Lincoln, who were responsible for
the first Arizona territorial government were: John N. Goodwin, of Maine,
Governor; Richard C. McCormick, of New York, Secretary of the Territory;
William F. Turner, of Iowa, Chief Justice; William T. Howell, of Michigan
and Joseph P. Allyn, of Connecticut, associate justices; Almon Gage, of New
York, attorney general; Levi Bashford, of Wisconsin, Surveyor General;
Milton B. Duffield, of New York, U. S. Marshal; Charles D. Poston, of
Kentucky, Superintendent Indian affairs.
The first Arizona State officials, elected in 1911, included the following:
George W. P. Hunt, Governor; Sidney P. Osborn, Secretary of State; J. C.
Callaghan, State auditor; D. F. Johnson, State treasurer; C. O. Case, Superintendent of Public instruction; W. P. Geary, F. A. Jones and A. W. Cole,
Corporation Commissioners; Alfred Franklin, Chief Justice; D. L. Cunningham and H. D. Ross, Associate Justices of the Supreme Court.

Arizona's present state officers, most of whom took office January 5, are:
Geo. W. P. Hunt—Governor.
Scott White—Secretary of State.
Ana Frohmiller—Auditor.
Mitt Simms—Treasurer.
C. O. Case—Supt. of Public Instruction.
Chas. R. Howe, Amos A. Betts, Loren Vaughn, Corporation Commission
members.
A. G. McAlister, Chief Justice, H. D. Ross, A. C. Lockwood, Associate
Justices Supreme Court.
Thomas Foster—Mine Inspector.
M. A. Murphy, Frank Luke, E. A. Hughes, Tax Commission members.

DO YOU KNOW THAT?
Arizona, with its 113,956 square miles, ranks fifth in size of states—
nearly as large as New England and New York combined.
Coconino County is the second largest county in the United States.
Arizona contains the longest unbroken stretch of yellow pine timber
in the world.
Arizona contains the greatest variety of plant life, even including
ferns, of any state in the Union.
Arizona is the greatest COPPER producing state, the 1929 production being around 833,626,000 pounds, with a value of about $149,200,000, while the value of the five principal minerals—GOLD, SILVER, COPPER, LEAD and ZINC for 1929 is about $158,433,300.
Arizona, ranks first in the production of COPPER; first in the production of ASBESTOS; third in GOLD; fourth in SILVER, sixth
in LEAD and very high in ZINC, TUNGSTEN, VANADIUM,
QUICKSILVER and other minerals.
Arizona's mines normally employ 19,000 men and their payrolls amount

to $30,000,000 annually.
In the excellence of her public schools and school buildings Arizona
ranks among the very highest.
Arizona's 1929 hay crop was worth $12,222,000.
Arizona's 1929 grain crop was worth $3,941,000.
Arizona's 1929 cotton crop was worth $15,000,000.
Arizona ships more than 9,000 ears of lettuce annually.
Arizona ships more than 5,500 cars of cantaloupes annually.
Arizona's lumber production is worth about $5,000,000 annually.
Arizona is the only state owning its own BUFFALO herd; this state
having about 85 head running on the open range in House Rock
Valley.
Arizona contains the largest number of DEER of any state in the
Union; the Kaibab Forest alone containing about 30,000 head.
Arizona, in the Thompson Arboretum at Superior, has the only arid
climate arboretum in the world.
Arizona has about 888,000 head of cattle, valued at about $39,418,000.
Arizona has about 1,189,000 head of sheep, valued at about $9,493,000.
Arizona's Indian population, around 33,000, is second largest in the
United States.
Arizona is fast becoming famous for the excellence of its PECANS,
DATES, FIGS, ORANGES, LEMONS, GRAPE FRUIT, GRAPES
and MANY OTHER FRUITS.
In the Grand Canyon of the Colorado River, Arizona possesses one
of the seven great wonders of the world.
In the San Xavier Mission, near Tucson, Arizona has the finest example of early Spanish mission architecture on the North American
Continent.
Arizona has within her borders some three hundred miles of sparkling
trout streams.
Within the borders of Arizona there are undoubtedly 100,000 old
ruins, the largest and most important being the "CASA GRANDE"

near Florence. Many well preserved cliff dwellings are tucked away
in the mountains and canyons away from the haunts of man.
The present day great canal system of the SALT RIVER VALT.EY,
and the Casa Grande Valley as well, are built on the ruins of prehistoric canals built by a vanished people, and that these same prehistoric people domesticated the wild turkey and possibly the deer.
Arizona leads in irrigation and contains the most comprehensive system of dams for irrigation and power purposes in the world
WITH ROOSEVELT DAM and ROOSEVELT LAKE,
HORSE MESA DAM and APACHE LAKE,
MORMON FLAT DAM and CANYON LAKE,
STEWART MOUNTAIN DAM AND LAKE,
CAVE CREEK DAM AND RESERVOIR,
GRANITE REEF DIVERSION DAM AND RESERVOIR,
COOLIDGE DAM and SAN CARLOS LA_KE, Arizona
contains many lakes of rare beauty which constitute the largest acreage of artificial reservoirs or lakes extant, with more dams to be
built in the near future.
ARIZONA is full of beautiful wonders—LAKES, MOUNTAINS,
GRAND CANYONS, VALLEYS, PAINTED DESERTS, PETRIFIED FORESTS, NATURAL BRIDGES, PREHISTORIC RUINS,
CLIFF DWELLINGS, STREAMS, DESERTS, CACTUS, HIGHWAYS, SUNSETS, COLORINGS, as well as having the most invigorating and salubrious climate in the world.
The name "Arizona" is derived from the word "Arizonac" meaning
"Little Spring" "An" small, and "Zonac" spring, from the language
of the Papago and Pima Indians.
ARIZONA'S state flower is the delicate, white waxy flower of the
Saguaro or Giant Cactus, Cereus Giganteus,
SAGUARO being the Spanish word for Sentinel.
This was adopted by the territorial legislature of 1901 on account
of its being distinctly a native plant of Arizona.
ARIZONA'S State Flag is distinctive and beautiful and was adopted
by the Legislature in 1917.
The flag represents the following: The setting sun, consisting of
thirteen rays, alternate red and yellow, or red and gold, in the upper
half of the flag.
The lower half being a plain blue field.
Superimposed upon the center of the flag. In the face of the setting
sun is the copper colored star of Arizona. The flag in this way
carries the state colors the old Spanish colors and the distinctive
copper colors of Arizona.
ARIZONA'S State Seal. The Seal of the State shall be of the following design: In the background shall be a range of mountains,
with the sun rising behind the peaks thereof, and at the right side of
the range of mountains there shall be a storage reservoir and a dam,
below which in the middle distance are irrigated fields and orchards
reaching into the foreground, at the right of which are cattle grazing.
To the left in the middle distance on a mountain side is a quartz mill
in front of which and in the foreground is a miner standing with
pick and shovel. Above this device shall be the motto: "Ditat Deus."
In the circular band surrounding the whole device shall be inscribed:

"Great Seal of the State of Arizona" with the year of admission of
the state into the Union. (The meaning of the motto "Ditat Deus" is
God Enriches.)
ARIZONA'S State Anthem, "Arizona," words by Margaret Rowe
Clifford, Copywright 1915, Music by Maurice Blumenthal, adopted
1919, Chapter 28, Session Laws.
Come to this land of sunshine,
To the land where life is young.
Where the wide, wide world is waiting,
The songs that will now be sung,
Where the golden sun is flaming
Into warm white shining day,
And the sons of men are blazing
Their priceless right of way.
Chorus:
Sing the song that's in your heart:
Sing of the great Southwest.
Thank God for Arizona,
In splendid sunshine dressed;
For thy beauty and thy grandeur,
For thy regal robes so sheen,
We hail thee, Arizona—
Our Goddess and our Queen.
Come stand beside the the rivers
Within our valleys broad,
Stand here with heads uncovered
In the presence of our God,
While all around about us,
The brave unconquered band,
As guardians and landmarks,
The giant mountains stand.
Chorus:
Not alone for gold and silver
Is Arizona great;
But with graves of heroes sleeping
All the land is consecrate.
Oh, come and live beside us,
However far ye roam.
Come help us build up temples
And name these temples "Home."
Of the 22 National Monuments in the United States, 11 of them are
within the borders of Arizona, namely Casa Grande, Montezuma

Castle, Navajo, Petrified Forest, Pipe Springs, Tumacacori, Wupatki,
Chiricahua, Tonto, Walnut Canyon, and the latest, Sunset Crater.

ANNOUNCEMENT
To Our Subscribers :
The third year of the publication of the ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW will be completed with this issue, January,

1931.
Practically all subscribers to the Review begin with the initial number—April.
If you desire to continue as a subscriber, Please send check
for $3.00 to
ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW
Room 108 Capitol Building
Phoenix, Arizona

MISS NELLIE CASHMAN
Photograph of a portrait by a Chinese artist made in the early '80's
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NELLIE CASHMAN
A Modest Tribute to the Memory of a Noble Woman, Whose
Energetic, Courageous, Self-Sacrificing Life Was an Inspiration on a Wide Frontier During Half a Century.
(By JOHN P. CLUM.—Copyright--1931)
"He went about doing good."
This is one of the simple, but sincere and comprehensive
tributes recorded in the inspired story of the life of the author
of the Sermon on the Mount, and I have not found among the
acquaintances of a lifetime anyone who more justly deserves a
similar tribute than Nellie Cashman, for, verily, she went about

doing good.
For several years I have felt that some record of the life
of this remarkable woman should be given a permanent place
in the historical archives of the Pacific Coast, and I am sure
that this feeling is unanimous with all who knew Miss Cashman
at some period of her extended career of usefulness, as well as
by those who have learned something of her activities on three
national frontiers—Canada, Mexico and the United States.
Doubtless others have felt the urge to contribute a biographical
sketch of this courageous and tireless worker in many fields,
but, like myself, have hesitated because of a lack of specific
details so essential to the creation of an effective story of this
character.
As late as 1908 I could have obtained much invaluable data
from Nellie herself, when I saw her for the last time at Fairbanks, Alaska, but that chance was allowed to slip by with other
lost opportunities. Now, in spite of handicaps and regrets, I
am determined to set down as much of the unique story of her
life as I may be able to do with the memoranda available, encouraged by the hope that my very humble, but very sincere,
tribute to the memory of this noble woman may inspire others to
extend, or amend, this record until a memorial shall have been
constructed which in sentiment and human interest may be commensurate with the activities and achievements of our heroine.
Nellie Cashman led an humble life. Her principal business
was to feed the hungry and shelter the homeless, and her chief
divertisement was to relieve those in distress and to care for the
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sick and afflicted. She persisted in good deeds through half a
century, and her helpful activities were distributed over a broad
field which extended from the arid deserts of Mexico to the
bleak and inhospitable regions within the Arctic Circle. She
was inclined to associate more generally with men than with
members of her own sex, and on several occasions she joined in
stampedes with men, tramping with them over rugged trails and
sharing the vicissitudes and discomforts of their rude camps.
Nevertheless, she maintained an unimpeachable reputation, and
her character and conduct commanded the universal respect and
admiration of every community in which she lived.
I have before me a copy of The Daily Arizona Citizen (Vol.
1, No. 120), dated July 29, 1879, which contains the following
advertisement :
"DELMONICO RESTAURANT
Miss Nellie Cashman
Has just opened a New Restaurant on the South side of
Church Plaza
TUCSON
ARIZONA
Miss Cashman will personally superintend the Cooking and
Dining Departments.
Patronage Solicited."
I established the Daily Citizen in Tucson in February, 1879,
and one morning a lady visited my office and arranged for the
publication of the advertisement quoted above. It was in this
matter-of-fact business fashion that I first met Nellie Cdshman.
Tucson was still a Mexican pueblo, numbering very few white
women among its bona fide citizens, and Nellie was the first of
her sex to embark solo in a business enterprise. Her frank manner, her self-reliant spirit, and her emphatic and fascinating
Celtic brogue impressed me very much, and indicated that she
was a woman of strong character and marked individuality,
who was well qualified to undertake and achieve along lines that
would be regarded as difficult and daring by a majority of the
weaker sex.
Being a newspaper man and somewhat of a wanderer myself,
it was inevitable that I should encourage the proprietress of the
new Delmonico Restaurant to reveal something of her history.
Apparently she was about my own age (28), but I soon learned
that she had already passed through a number of thrilling experiences which had demonstrated her pioneer spirit, courage
and endurance, as well as her ability to render a good account
of herself in the face of the most trying conditions.
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The romantic story of Miss Cashman 's frontier experiences
began when she joined the stampede to the Cassiar gold diggings
in 1877. Just now the average tourist is keenly interested in
the plan to extend the famous Cariboo Trail in British Columbia, northward through the old Cassir district and into Alaska,
thus completing the International Pacific Highway from Mexico
to the remote Land of the Golden Twilight and the Midnight
Sun.
British Columbia is a region of varied and inspiring scenic
features. Two great rivers rise in the southern part of this vast
province—the Columbia and the Fraser. The initial course of
both of these rivers is northward for about 200 miles, when each
river makes a complete U-turn—the Columbia to the east and
the Fraser to the west—and flow thence southward, the Columbia crossing the border line into the United States, while the
Fraser turns westward just above the border and reaches the
coast at Vancouver. The great loop of the Fraser sweeps around
the northern reaches of the Cariboo Range—and it was this
range that gave the name to the famous Cariboo Trail which
was blazed by hardy adventurers away back in the '50's. This
trail followed the rugged and picturesque course of the Fraser
and led to some of the richest placer gold diggings in the world.
Over it surged a romantic and colorful traffic, pack animals of
many sorts—horses, mules, oxen, dogs—and it is even alleged
that a few camels were in the struggling caravan. Many hopeful
prospectors who could not afford to pay for transportation
pack0 their worldly goods on their backs as they trudged along
the rugged Cariboo Trail. There are still some relics of the old
road-houses along the trail—Hope, Yale, Spuzzum, Boston Bar,
Cache Creek, Seventy-Mile House and Quesnel. Later, when
the trail became a highway, there rumbled the freight wagons
and rolled the Concord coaches, bearing supplies and passengers
and mail to the diggings, and returning with heavy shipments of
gold-dust guarded by shot-gun messengers or cavalry escorts.
In the middle of '70's the "pay dirt" along the Fraser and
its tributaries had been pretty well worked over, and the gold
hunters were in a mood to join in a rush to new fields. The inspiration for such a stampede occurred in 1877 with the announcement of the discovery of gold in the Cassiar District.
The Cariboo Range is about midway between the north and
south boundaries of British Columbia, while the Cassiar Range
crosses the northern border of that province and extends into
the Yukon Territory. These asserted new diggings lay across the
mountains eastward from Juneau and Skagway, Alaska. Waters
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from that region flow into the Pacific via the Stikine River,
and into the Bering Sea via the Pelly and Yukon rivers, and
into the Arctic Ocean via the Mackenzie River.
It was toward this bleak Arctic divide that the daring Cassiar stampeders set their faces—and with them went courageous
Nellie Cashman. The trek led over new and difficult trails, far
from the base of supplies. The winter was very severe with
heavy snows. The supply of vegetables in this remote and isolated camp was soon exhausted and the miners began to suffer
from scurvy. It was in this serious dilemma that Nellie Cashman's strong character and resourcefulness leaped into action
—and a calamity was averted. She succeeded in making a special arrangement by which potatoes and some other vegetables
were brought in by express, the spuds being given preference
over nearly all other shipments. There was no question as to the
cost—the vegetables must be brought in.
In spite of the long, difficult trail and the deep snows the

spuds arrived and the scourge of scurvy was halted and many
lives were saved. The determination with which Nellie Cashman undertook to obtain the vegetables and her persistence in
the matter—regardless of expense—and the generous manner in
which the vegetables were served after their arrival, won the
hearts of the Cassiar miners, and ever thereafter they were her
steadfast friends.
Nellie Cashman had proved that she had courage and endurance equal to the hardships and hazards involved in the
strenuous life on the trail of the stampeders and in the rude
camps of the rugged gold diggers, and that when their health
was at stake she hastened to contribute both her energy and her
means to their welfare. And so it came to pass that no matter
where Nellie went in later years there was sure to be someone
about who knew Nellie 's record in the Cassiar District and who
hastened to make that record known in the new camp. The
stampede to the Cassiar District has retained a place in history
chiefly because of the hardships experienced. Practically no
gold was found.
In 1878 Nellie returned to California and soon thereafter
visited the bustling mining camps of Virginia City and Pioche,
Nevada. But both of those noted camps were then on the decline
and it was deemed best to seek a permanent location elsewhere.
Arizona was just coming to the front as a land of promise for
the young and robust, and very soon Nellie was headed for
Arizona.
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When Miss Cashman came to Tucson in 1879 there were
very few white women in that ancient pueblo, and as the proprietress of a public eating house she met a majority of the
passing throng and was able, in her own quiet but effective way,
to assist many a wanderer who was in need of a word of sympathy and encouragement, or perchance, of more substantial aid
when one was down on his luck. And if any were in actual
want, or sick, then Nellie was in her element, working out ways
and means to relieve the needy and care for the afflicted.
In 1880 Nellie cast her lot with the booming mining camp
of Tombstone, where she established herself as the proprietress
of the Russ House. It was at Tombstone that I learned more
fully to appreciate the sterling qualities of character possessed
by Miss Cashman. Tombstone was then a bustling camp. Hundreds were added to its population each month. Illness and accidents occurred among this milling throng of miners and prospectors. There was no hospital at Tombstone, so there were many
opportunities for generous, self-sacrificing, willing hands to help
in these cases of illness or accident or pressing need, and we soon
found that Nellie was prompt and persistent and effective with
plans for relief. It might be a simple contribution, or an entertainment of some sort, but whatever it might be, Nellie 's plan
met with immediate and substantial support. If she asked for
a contribution—we contributed. If she had tickets to sell—we
bought tickets. If she needed actors for a play—we volunteered
to act. And, although Nellie's pleas were frequent, none ever
refused her. In fact, we would have felt offended had we not
been allowed an opportunity to assist in some way in each one
of Nellie 's benefits. Her benefits were many and varied. One
I can never forget. A prospector had been sinking a shaft single-handed, and had fallen into the shaft and broken both legs.
He was discovered in a most pitiable condition. Nellie rushed to
his aid and within a day or two secured nearly $500 for his care
and comfort.
It might be alleged that these individual instances appealed
to Nellie 's sympathetic and emotional nature, and that she acted
upon the impulse of the moment, but any such implications
vanish before the facts of the major deed undertaken by Miss
Cashman in 1880, which involved most serious physical, moral
and financial responsibilities extending over a period of years,
and proved in the most convincing manner that the quality of
her kindness of heart and self-sacrifice were genuine and steadfast. The following record indicates the course of events that
finally persuaded our heroine to consecrate some of the best years
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of her life to a service, which, in the fullness of her religious zeal,
she doubtless believed a divine influence had placed in the pathway of her life, not only as a privilege but as a sacred duty.
Nellie Cashman was born in Queenstown, Ireland. Accompanied by her sister she came to the United States soon
after the Civil War—landing in Boston, Mass., in 1867 or 1868.
The two sisters crossed the continent to San Francisco in 1869—
soon after the completion of the first transcontinental railroad.
In 1870 the sister married Thomas Cunningham at San Francisco. Ten years later, in 1880, Mr. Cunningham died, leaving
his widow and five children without sufficient means for their
support. Nellie Cashman had just established herself in the
Russ House at Tombstone. About a month after the death of
Mr. Cunningham, Nellie arrived in San Francisco—and without
delay took her sister and the five children with her to Tombstone
where she did everything within her power to provide a comfortable home for the bereaved family.
In 1883 the widowed mother died—leaving the five orphans
entirely dependent upon "Aunt Nell." The support, training
and education of five orphans, ranging from four to twelve
years of age, is a grave and trying responsibility that few would
willingly undertake. But "Aunt Nell" cheerfully accepted the
service demanded by the circumstances, and during the years
that followed she faithfully fulfilled her duties and obligations
as foster-mother. The five orphans were not only supported,
but they were afforded reasonable educational opportunities and
thus were enabled to start out in life on fairly equal terms with
the average youths of the period. All of these children reached
maturity. Only one is now living—M. J. Cunningham—the
"Mischievous Mike" of Tombstone back in the '80's—who now
ranks among the most useful and influential citizens of Cochise
County, and occupies the responsible position of President of
the Bank of Bisbee and the Bank of Lowell. Mr. Cunitingham
gratefully concedes that his success in life is, in a large degree,
attributable to the care, counsel and encouragement he received
at the hands of his foster-mother—"Aunt Nell."
And we need not doubt that these five husky Irish-American kids provided Aunt Nell with frequent periods of anxiety,
opportunities for which were enhanced by the woolly-wild environments of a booming mining camp and the wide open spaces of
a section of Arizona that was still marked occasionally by the
trails of marauding renegade Apaches. "Mike" was next to the
oldest of the quintet, and he has confessed a single episode which
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will serve as an illustration of what might happen to a redblooded kid along the lines of mischief and adventure in those
days when Tombstone was young and vigorous and unrestrained.
Mike and a boy friend were each the proud possessor of a burro.
One day they decided it would be great sport to ride their burros
on a prospecting trip out to the Dragoon Mountains—some
fourteen miles northeast from Tombstone. They made the trip
all right and about dark they reached an old ranch-house near
the foothills of the Dragoons where they decided to remain for
the night. Soon after dark they saw signal fires in the mountains, one of which did not seem to be very far from their lonely
and isolated camp Immediately those mountains seemed peopled with lurking renegade Apaches ready to swoop down and
massacre the youthful adventurers at the old ranch-house.
Mike admits that he and his companion were thoroughly
alarmed and sincerely regretted they had not remained within
range of the protecting arm of Aunt Nell. They were afraid
to attempt to return in the darkness, so they huddled together
in the farthest corner of the old ranch-house, trembling with
fear that the Apaches might raid the ranch, but hoping they
would not be discovered even if the Indians did come. Thus the
unhappy hours dragged by—it seemed many hours to the frightened kids—until ten or eleven o'clock when they were further
alarmed by the sounds of a team approaching—then suddenly a
familiar voice dispelled all their fears—they were rescued. Mike
asserts that Aunt Nell 's voice sounded mighty good to "us kids"
at the old ranch-house that night.
A prospector on his way to Tombstone had passed the
youthful adventurers with their burros headed for the mountains, and having recognized Mike he thought it best to report
the incident to Aunt Nell. The result was that Aunt Nell secured a team and buggy which she drove, unescorted, through
the night out to the old ranch-house in the foothills of the Dragoons, where she discovered the truant kids, piled them unceremoniously into the buggy and hustled them back to Tombstone
—and to safety Mike says he doesn't think Aunt Nell ever
knew what fear or danger was—and the old-timers who knew
Miss Cashman will concur in this opinion. The many years
of care and devotion lavished upon her foster family doubtless
offer the outstanding reason why Nellie Cashman never married.
The day after the exciting and disastrous prospecting escapade indulged in by the adventurous Mike and his equally
daring companion, "Aunt Nell" sent a man out to the old
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ranch-house in the Dragoons for the purpose of salvaging the
two burros, which were highly prized by their youthful owners,
but which had been abandoned to their fate the night before
when the would-be prospectors fled in haste to the security and
comforts of the Russ House. The faithful animals were recovered, and never thereafter were they urged along trails where
they might be in danger of an attack by a band of marauding
renegade Apaches.
Feeling confident that the influence of "Aunt Nell" had
been a dominating factor in directing the course of events which
finally located the youthful "Mike" in Bisbee, thus marking
a vital step in his personal career—as well as in the industrial
development of Arizona—I requested Banker Cunningham to
tell me briefly, the circumstances that led him to Bisbee—and
into the bank. Mr. Cunningham has graciously complied with
my request, and his brief and simple statement is not only of
historical interest—and an inspiration to every young man who
may read it—but it, likewise, fully confirms my suspicions relative to the personal activities and wise counsel of "Aunt Nell"
as the instigator of the trek to Bisbee. Here is Mike's story :
"About the year 1893 I was employed in the office of
the District Attorney of Yavapai County, at Prescott, where
Aunt Nell visited me. She was well acquainted with W. H.
Brophy, who was then general manager of all the mercantile interests of the Phelps Dodge Corporation. She was
very anxious that I should have the benefit of a business
training under him, and Mr. Brophy readily agreed to this
arrangement. Without delay I went to Bisbee and was assigned to duty as cashier in the office of the mercantile department of the Phelps Dodge establishment.
"At that time there was no bank in Cochise county and
the store was conducting a semi-banking business. After
several years this business had grown to such proportions
that the Phelps Dodge people decided to eliminate the
banking department.
"It was then that W. H. Brophy, general manager of
the Phelps Dodge Mercantile Company ; J. S. Douglas,
prominent in the mining game in Arizona ; Ben Williams,
general manager of the Phelps Dodge interests in Bisbee ;
J. B. Angius, local merchant, and myself organized The
Bank of Bisbee.
"This bank opened for business on February 19, 1900.
Mr. Brophy was the first president. J. S. Douglas was
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vice-president, while I held down the job of cashier. Of the
five original incorporators only two are left—Mr. Douglas
and myself."
At Tucson and Tombstone Miss Cashman conducted restaurants and she advertised "the best meals in town." In that business sanitation was a vital feature. Nellie always made it so,
and in insisting upon sanitary methods she had to be very strict
with her employes. But because of her kindly disposition and
the justice of her demands, her instructions were always cheerfully complied with—in fact, her employes were always numbered among her good friends. This spirit of respect and esteem
is strikingly illustrated by the unique manner in which it was
expressed by "Sam Lee." Sam was a Chinese cook employed
by Nellie at Tombstone. He found it necessary to pay a brief
visit to his native land and requested leave of absence for that
purpose. When he was ready to leave he asked Nellie to give him
one of her photographs. "Me tak 'em picture to China," said
Sam, "me get him Chinaman paint fine picture of you, Miss
Cashman, and me fetch 'em fine picture back to you." Sam got
the photograph and he had his artist friend in China paint a
portrait of his esteemed employer, and he "fetch 'em fine picture back" to America, and that excellent portrait of "Aunt
Nell" now occupies a niche of honor among Mike Cunningham 's
prized possessions in his Bisbee home. He says "Aunt Nell"
told him many times that the painting was executed by a Chinese artist in Hong Kong. A photograph of this portrait is presented herewith.
Nellie Cashman was a devout Catholic, but her ministrations
were not restricted to any sect or creed. It was but natural, however, that her most conspicuous activities should develop in connection with individuals and organizations of her own faith, and
opportunities of this character often presented themselves to
her in Tombstone. A conspicuous incident of this kind occurred
in the spring of 1884. Five men, Daniel Kelly, Omer W. Sample, James Howard, Daniel Dowd and William Delaney, were
under sentence of death for murders committed at Bisbee the
previous year. Sheriff J. L. Ward announced that the execution of these five men would take place "At the Court House,
Tombstone, Arizona, March 28, 1884, at one o'clock p. m."
The simultaneous execution of five men from the same
scaffold was, indeed, an extraordinary event. The murders
committed by these men had been unprovoked and cold-blooded,
and the death sentences of the outlaws met with emphatic popu-
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lar approval. The public sentiment was so strong against the

condemned men that many were eager to witness their execution. Sheriff Ward had invited as many "official witnesses"
as could be accommodated within the court yard, but a majority
of the would-be observers of the gruesome act were excluded.
Inspired by these circumstances and a lust for gold, a
brutal-hearted, mercenary group leased an adjacent vacant lot
and erected a grandstand overlooking the courtyard and prepared to sell standing-room thereon to all who were willing to
pay a substantial fee to view the execution. This sordid, barbaric enterprise aroused the indignation of the better class of
citizens, but there appeared to be no legal way to prevent it.
An outrage upon humane sentiment and common decency
was about to be perpetrated, and an ominous, suppressed excitement gripped the community. There was sore need for a tactful, sagacious and determined leader—and at the crucial moment such a leader appeared in the person of Nellie Cashman.
The condemned murderers were undeserving of succor,
other than of a spiritual nature. It was in these circumstances
that Nellie Cashman interested herself in their welfare and
volunteered to assume the role of Mother Confessor to the unfortunate prisoners while awaiting execution. Only two of the
condemned men were Catholics when Nellie undertook her good
will responsibilities as spiritual adviser, but so sincere and appealing were her ministrations that very soon the other three
humbly and gratefully accepted the tenets of her faith. It
easily may be imagined how Nellie 's great soul rejoiced at this
result, and we may not doubt that her gentle and sympathetic
influence sustained and soothed the doomed men during their
last hours on earth.
The unhappy prisoners were greatly depressed when they
heard the sounds of the busy hammers constructing the grandstand and realized that the plan was to turn their execution into
a public show for gain and the gratification of a morbid throng,
and thus make the occasion a Roman holiday. Earnestly they
pleaded with Sheriff Ward to forbid it, but he bluntly told them
that he had no authority to interfere, and it was obvious that,
for political reasons, he had no desire to do so. Then, as a last
resort, the distressed men confided their objections to their
Mother Confessor. Nellie Cashman's soul—which was the soul
of honor if ever there was one—had been in violent revolt against
the impending outrage from its inception, and the fire of her
Celtic spirit blazed from her eyes as she listened to the pleadings
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of her spiritual charges. But even though her eyes flashed, her
manner was calm and confident as she replied consolingly
"Please don't worry just leave it to me, and I assure you that
not a single foot of the space on that grandstand will be occupied at the time of the execution." And this assurance satisfied and comforted the doomed men because their confidence
in their Mother Confessor was unbounded.
:

;

But Nellie Cashman had embarked upon a desperate enterprise—one that would prove an exacting test of her tact and
courage. In view of the tense feeling prevailing in the community, it would be an easy matter to arouse the mob spirit and
precipitate a riot. This must be avoided. Obviously Nellie
realized the dangers that threatened in the delicate situation,
for she observed the utmost caution in the development of her
plans, and she disclosed those plans only as their progress made
it necessary to do so.
The first precaution of this daring and strategic leader was
to clear the field for her contemplated activities. She assumed
an unusually light-hearted manner to the public in order the
better to conceal the storm that raged within. Very quietly
she conferred with the chief of police and several dependable
leading citizens to whom she suggested that in view of the suppressed excitement incident to the impending execution an effort should be made to induce everyone to retire before midnight.
This suggestion met with enthusiastic approval, and the result
was that the streets of Tombstone were practically deserted by
midnight.
The next important action taken by our Mother Confessor
was to get into communication with a score or more of her rugged
and reliable miner-friends and to obtain their promises to assemble at a designated rendezvous exactly at two o'clock the
next morning, equipped with sledges, crowbars, heavy drills,
picks hammers and saws. The men readily promised to assemble, although they did not know what they were expected to do.
Promptly at two a. m. on that fateful day of the execution
Nellie Cashman was looking into the stern faces of a formidable
group of strong and resolute men. Quickly she revealed her
purpose to demolish the offensive grandstand. "You lead us to
that grandstand and we'll do the wrecking," was the spontaneous response of the men as they caught up their wrecking tools.
"Come on men," was Nellie 's curt command as she led the way
to the court-house. Then seizing a sledge from one of the men
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she rushed forward and with a well-directed blow shattered the
first splinters from the grandstand. A very busy hour followed.
When the dawn came and the throngs were once more astir
upon the streets of Tombstone they discovered that the grandstand had been reduced to a mass of kindling wood and deposited at the bottom of a convenient arroyo. There was no

profiteering during that execution.
The chief instigator in the grandstand enterprise was a
carpenter named Constable. After the execution Nellie impressed upon her miner-friends the fact that this carpenter had
shown himself to be a most undesirable citizen. Very soon Constable discovered that he was out of employment and was becoming increasingly unpopular. Shortly thereafter he left
Tombstone—exiled through the dominating influence of Nellie
Cashman.
Another thing oppressed the doomed men. There was a
persistent rumor asserting that their bodies were to be delivered
into the custody of medical students for dissecting purposes.
This thought was particularly repugnant to three of the prisoners, and they confided their feelings in the matter to Nellie.
"Please don't worry," Nellie said to them for the second time,
"a faithful guard will see to it that your graves are not desecrated." And so it happened that watchful eyes saw the five
bodies decently interred within the old pioneer cemetery, and
just as it was growing dark on the evening of the day of the execution—and on the ten succeeding evenings—two old prospectors
with their blankets and coffee-pot and frying-pan strolled
leisurely away from Nellie 's restaurant and disappeared quite
unobserved into the gathering gloom of the night. But instead
of continuing on a search for treasure, they detoured to the newly made graves of the men who had paid the supreme penalty
for their desperate deeds. There they spread their blankets
and throughout that night—and the ten succeeding nights—they
faithfully maintained the vigil that had been promised the deceased by their Mother Confessor. None of the bodies was

molested.

These incidents prove that Nellie Cashman was not only resourceful in the matter of plans, but that she had the sagacity
and will-power to carry those plans to success.
Later in the same year Nellie Cashman was the unobtrusive and unsung heroine in an emergency episode which doubtless resulted in the saving of the life of one of the best men that
ever came into Tombstone—E. B. Gage, superintendent of the
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Grand Central Mining Company. A miners' strike had been
declared and some of the strikers were in an exceedingly ugly
mood. Mr. Gage had maintained his opposition to their unreasonable demands in a most determined manner—as would be
expected by all who knew the resolute character of the man.

Finally, the strikers planned to kidnap and hang the fearless
mining superintendent. Nellie learned of the plot and the hour
of its proposed execution—which was set for midnight on a certain date. About ten o'clock that night a team and buggy were
driven slowly up to the residence of Mr. Gage on the hill just
south of the city. Very quietly Mr. Gage accepted an invitation
to a seat in the buggy, and without the slightest indication of
haste or excitement the team was driven slowly back to and
through the city. But as soon as the travelers were well beyond
the city limits on the road to Contention, the driver urged the
team forward at a fleet pace, and this pace was maintained until
the railway station at Benson was reached. There Mr. Gage
boarded a train for Tucson. The driver of the team who had
called for Mr. Gage and successfully conveyed him to Benson—

thus snatching him from the grave danger that threatened—
was none other than Nellie Cashman—courageous, resourceful,
efficient Nellie Cashman.
Believe it or not, Arizona's U. S. Marshal, George A. Mauk,
was once quite a small boy, and although he selected California
as his native state, his parents made haste to transplant him to
Tombstone where environment seemed more likely to fit him for
his present job. Anyhow, George was one of the gang that
trained with the Cunningham kids, and was therefore, indirectly, under the jurisdiction of "Aunt Nell."
Adjoining the Russ House Restaurant were a couple of
vacant lots which the gang utilized as a baseball park. Of course,
George blames the Irish for starting the fights, but, as a matter
of fact, the marshal is recognized as an entertaining scrapper,
himself. Anyhow, he recalls that occasionally—if not oftener—
the game terminated in a fight, with "Aunt Nell" rushing in
to separate the combatants in a rude, but effective manner. Not
that she disapproved of fighting—being Irish—but to teach the
kids self-control and true sportsmanship. Having established
an armistice, and to show the boys that her heart was in its
right place "Aunt Nell" would lead the gang over to her pie
factory where each member was served with a generous cut.
Then everyone was smiling and happy—particularly "Aunt
Nell."
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Although George hesitates a bit as he says it, nevertheless
he is now quite certain that some of those asserted "fights" were
mere sham battles, premeditated and prearranged and enacted
for the sole and lofty purpose of obtaining—MORE PIE. Looking at the marshal today, it is difficult to believe that he ever
was a party to such deceptive tricks. But "boys will be boys,"
and, anyhow, George says the trick worked all right.
Mr. Cunningham recalls the following incident which suggests the quiet, unobtrusive manner in which Nellie Cashman
"went about doing good"—many of her deeds of kindness and
mercy and charity being known only to the recipients and herself. In this instance Con Delaney remembered that Miss Cashman has befriended him and his family in a time of great
need, and although that kindness had been extended nearly two
decades before and Nellie had left Arizona and was then located
in the Far North—at Dawson, on the Yukon—nevertheless,
"Con" remembered, even though no one else in Arizona did, and
he finally determined to express his gratitude to "Aunt Nell"
through her nephew, "Mike,"—and he did so by sacrificing
one-third of the price offered for a mine he had for sale. Here
are the details of this episode kindly given me by Mr. Cunningham •
"About the time the bank opened in 1900, an Irishman
by the name of Con Delaney, outwardly a rather roughlooking person, came into the bank and wanted to sell his
half-interest in the "Broken Promise" mining claim in this
district and asked me what I would give him for the interest. I offered him $500. In a very few, but very positive words he indicated that I might go to H—. He left
the bank and I let the matter drop.
"A week or so later Con came back to the bank and
told me to make out the papers for the sale of his interest.
I did so and he transferred his one-half interest to me for
$500. I had the deed placed on record and this brought the
transaction to the attention of Joe O'Connell, a local attorney. Joe called at the bank and asked me how much I had
paid Con for his interest. I told him frankly—`$500.' Joe
replied : 'I offered him $750.' Of course we were both
curious to know why Con had turned down Joe's offer, so I
looked Con up. I found that he was in poor health and actually needed the money I had paid him. This made his
action appear all the more mysterious, until Con told Joe
this story—which is true. 'In the early eighties I arrived
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in Tombstone from Ireland with my wife and seven children. We were destitute, and Nellie Cashman rustled up a
place for us to live and provided food, etc., until I was able
to obtain work. Nellie proved herself a real friend in our
great need. I have never forgotten her kindness, and this
seemed to be an opportunity to get even with Nellie through
Mike—so I had to turn down your offer of $750.'
The Catholic church at Tombstone is located at the northwest corner of Safford and Sixth streets. This edifice was
erected in 1882 with funds contributed by Nellie Cashman from
her private purse, supplemented by subscriptions secured
through her personal solicitation. This church is in a fair state
of preservation ; is now served at regular intervals by a priest
from Benson, and stands as a monument to the energy, devotion
and dauntless spirit of that remarkable pioneer woman who instigated and accomplished its construction.
The stampede into Lower California during the summer of
1884, inspired, as usual, by the lure of gold, involved a succession of hardships and resulted in total failure. At that time I
was residing in Washington, D. C., and my personal recollections of the enterprise are practically nil. The narrative entered here is based largely upon such details as have lingered in
the memory of M. J. Cunningham, Nellie 's nephew, who was a
very young chap in 1884.
The asserted new gold field was located in the vicinity of a
little Mexican town called Muleje, situated on the west coast of
the Gulf of California opposite the city of Guaymas, and it
should be remembered that, considering the means of transportation available at that time, the journey from Tombstone to
Guaymas was a somewhat formidable undertaking in itself. The
personnel of the party was both limited and select, consisting of
less than a dozen men—and Nellie Cashman. This group of bold
stampeders included M. E. Joyce, one-time supervisor of Cochise
County, and Mark A. Smith, later United States Senator from
the State of Arizona. Having consigned her foster-brood to the
care of a dependable relative and donned a flannel shirt, overalls, substantial foot-gear and a campaign hat, Nellie Cashman
was "all set" to play her full part in the adventure like the
"regular fellow" she was.
Mr. Cunningham tells me that he remembers very distinctly
the exciting and spectacular scene on that memorable day when
this little company of daring and confident gold hunters took
their departure from Tombstone on the famous old Modoc stage.
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At Guaymas the party chartered a Mexican boat to convey them
across the gulf. Having arrived at Muleje they set out on foot
in search of the alluring—but elusive—gold nuggets. During
the unhappy days that followed they tramped many tedious
miles over an arid desert country under the scorching rays of
the summer sun. Eagerly they sought for traces of gold in the
sand and gravel—but always their prospecting was in vain.
Incessant travel and toil in this inhospitable region proved
an acid test to their endurance. These strenuous hardships—
without discovering a fleck of the royal metal—had thoroughly
exhausted and discouraged the little band of deluded prospectors, and their unfortunate condition was rendered desperate
when they realized that they were consuming their last gallon of
water and were face to face with the possibilities of a horrible
death from thirst.
In this alarming dilemma the unfailing resourcefulness and
marvelous vitality of Nellie Cashman came to the rescue. She
was in better physical condition than any of the men, and when
she volunteered to go in search of water her male companions
gratefully acquiesced. And the spirits of the men were greatly
revived by Nellie 's confident and near-cheerful mood when leaving, as she assured them of her faith that a good angel would
guide her to water and enable her to return with an ample supply in time to save their lives.
And Nellie's faith was fully justified, for that good angel
led her to an old Catholic mission located in that remote and
isolated region. Without a thought of resting her weary feet,
she obtained some goat-skin water containers, which she had
some Mexican helpers fill quickly and placed on the backs of
burros. Thus equipped, and accompanied by several Mexicans,
she hastened back to camp with an abundant supply of water
just in time to save the lives of her distressed companions. Mr.
Cunningham says "Aunt Nell" told him repeatedly that upon
her return to the camp she found the men practically famished
from thirst.
After this near-fatal experience the search for gold was
abandoned, and the party made its way, as speedily as possible,
back to the coast, where they were delayed a few days waiting
for a boat. Finally the boat arrived and the party embarked
for Guaymas, but they had not proceeded far on their voyage
when the captain of the craft appeared in a half-crazed condition
due to an over-indulgence in "hard likker." This situation menaced the lives of all on board. Very promptly the bronzed and
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tattered prospectors roped the frenzied captain, bound him securely and stowed him away below decks. Then, with the aid of
a couple of sailors, they navigated the boat in safety to Guaymas.
But their troubles and hardships were not yet ended, for
at Guaymas the entire party were arrested and ignominiously
cast into prison—presumably because they had brazenly violated the most sacred law of the high seas by roping the ship 's
captain and holding him as a prisoner. After languishing several days in the ill-smelling and unsanitary Mexican jail, they
finally obtained their freedom through the kind intercession of
Mr. Willard, who was then the American consul at Guaymas.
Upon their escape from jail, they lost no time in effecting their
escape from Guaymas—and Mexico. Mr. Cunningham also recalls the fact that when this party returned to Tombstone "they
were certainly a mighty tough looking bunch of prospectors."
J. A. Rockfellow, that experienced trail-blazer and worthy
pioneer now residing in Tombstone, has reduced the story of the
stampede into Lower California to its lowest terms in the following sentences :
"I was living in Tucson at the time and became much
interested in the adventure. I had some notion of joining,
but did not. Nellie, however, was game. She went with
the boys, dressed in overalls, shared all the hardships of the
trip—and was one of the best sports in the party. They
had real hardships, too. So much so that they nearly lost
their lives. With all this roughness, Nellie was a modest

little woman."
Recently I received a letter from Fred J. Dodge, an out-

standing citizen of Tombstone in the early '80's (an undercover man for Wells, Fargo & Co.), now residing at Boerne,
Texas, which contains the following paragraph :
"Nellie Cashman was one of the most wonderful women
I ever met. She was unique. Though she seemed to prefer
to associate with men, there never was a spot on her moral
character. I knew her in Nevada and in California before
either of us reached Tombstone. In every place where I
knew her she was the queen of the Irish miners, and held
the respect of the "Cousin Jacks" (Cornishmen) as well.
Indeed, this high opinion of her was held by all right-thinking men. She was very outspoken, and sometimes made
enemies by her uncensored expressions of opinion. I have
always regarded Nellie as a most remarkable and admirable
woman."
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The Florence Tribune (Arizona) of November 20, 1897, reprints the following news item from the Tucson Star :
"Miss Nellie Cashman, one of the most favorably
known women in Arizona, arrived from Yuma yesterday.
Miss Nellie is preparing to organize a company for gold
mining in Alaska. Her many friends in Arizona will wish
her success, for during her twenty years residence in the
territory she has made several fortunes, all of which have
gone to charity.
The stampede to the Klondike during the first six months
of 1898 presented a most unusual, strenuous and picturesque
spectacle and demanded a high degree of daring and endurance
of those who participated—and persisted to the finish. There
were no established means of transportation between Skagway
or Dyea at the head of the Lynn Canal and Dawson at the confluence of the Klondike and Yukon rivers. The distance between those points was about 600 miles, and the trail included
the difficult and dangerous Chilkoot Pass ; great mountain lakes
with their constant menace of sudden and disastrous storms,
and the perils of rocks and snags and swift currents in the rivers
—the most formidable and treacherous of which was the famed
White Horse Rapids, in Fifty-Mile River, midway between
Marsh Lake and Lake Labarge.
The Canadian officials very wisely demanded that each

stampeder should take in sufficient food to last at least six
months. All of the argonauts had to walk from tide-water at
Skagway or Dyea, over one of the mountain passes to one of
the lakes at the headwaters of the Yukon, and every pound of
supplies had to be sledded or packed over every foot of the same
trail. After a camp had been established beside one of the lakes,
lumber had to be "whip-sawed" and boats constructed. All of

these things had to be accomplished during the period of the
Arctic winter and in spite of the too frequent blizzards that
came shrieking out of the North.
And then during the last days of May and the first days of
June, when the snows of the lower altitudes had melted and the
ice had gone out of the lakes and rivers, these hardy, weatherbeaten and camp-stained adventurers loaded their supplies and
themselves into their home-made crafts and embarked upon the
final lap of the stampede—that precarious voyage to Dawson—
which would still further tax their strength and test their nerves
and provide thrills they would remember a lifetime.
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There never was but one stampede to the Klondike, and
never will there be another like it. Its strenuous conditions constituted a defiant challenge to courage and endurance from start
to finish. The count made by the Northwest Mounted Police
showed that about 7000 home-made crafts went down the Yukon
that summer carrying approximately 20,000 persons, of whom
nearly 400 were women—occasionally a mother with a babe at
her breast.
Nothing was farther from my thoughts than that I would
find among the women at Dawson anyone I had known before.
The only inefficient article in my equipment on that trip was
my camera. Darkness was imperative when changing the films.
A genial photographer at Dawson granted me the use of his
dark-room for that purpose. While I was thus intently engaged
a visitor entered the studio and addressed the photographer with
great earnestness. Her appeal was for a subscription to aid the
local Sisters' Hospital. I had not seen Nellie Cashman for fifteen years—not since we were both in Tombstone. As I have
said, I had no thought of meeting anyone I knew in Dawson.
But when the distinct tones of that rich Irish brogue reached
my ears I recognized the speaker on the instant—and the nature
of her appeal further established her identity. Forgetful of all
proprieties, I called out, "Hello, Nellie Cashman ! ! How did
you get to Dawson?" Obviously Nellie recognized my voice as
promptly as I did her's, for she called back to me, "Hello,
Mayor Clum I Where in the world did you come from'?"
Since the days of '81 Nellie had always addressed me as
"Mayor."
The photograph I made of Nellie at Dawson with my inefficient camera, showing her standing in front of her little
store, is reproduced here. It is a bum picture, but anyone who
knew Nellie will, at least, recognize her sturdy form. The features are not so good, but still recognizable—to those who remember. And then, there is the sign, "Hotel Donovan," which
looms in evidence of the fact that although she was temporarily
under the British Flag, Nellie 's heart was still loyal to the
Emerald Isle.
On my desk as I am writing this is a copy of the YUKON
MIDNIGHT SUN, Vol. 1, No. 2, dated "Dawson, Northwest
Territory, Monday, June 20, 1898." G. B. Swinehart, editor
and proprietor, promised to publish the Midnight Sun every
Monday evening and to deliver the same at the following subscription rates : "One year—$15. Six months—$8. Three
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months—$5. Single copies-50 cents." The copy of the second
issue now before me contains 12 pages of three columns each,
and the pages measure 9 by 12 inches. Obviously, the early issues of the Yukon Midnight Sun were printed on a job press.
This very interesting souvenir of Dawson at the peak of its
boom was picked up by me on my visit there thirty-two years
ago and brought to my home in Washington. Eventually it was
placed in an old atlas where it reposed neglected and forgotten
until about a month ago. No sooner had I recovered this relic
than I began searching its pages in the hope that the Midnight
Sun would shed some light on the doings of Nellie Cashman in
and about Dawson at that time. I scanned the advertisements
in vain. Then I perused the local items and here is what I read :
"Misses Nellie Cashman and Georgie L. Osborne returned Friday morning from a trip up the creek, where they
solicited for the benefit of the hospital. They were quite
successful and speak in grateful terms of the generosity
and liberal donations of the miners. Miss Cashman is the
pioneer woman in this country and is widely known for her
good deeds."
The thrill of joy this find gave me easily may be imagined.
My visit to Dawson in 1898 was very brief, for although I voyaged down the Yukon with the Klondikers, I was not one of
them. My job was to direct the organization and extension of
Uncle Sam's postal service in Alaska, and I was merely passing
through the Yukon Territory en route to my broad field of official activities to the westward. My only official duty at Dawson
was to pay my respects and express my appreciation to the Canadian officials who had done everything within their power to
facilitate my trip through the country under their jurisdiction.
I arrived at Dawson on June 21—which marked the summer
solstice—and the sixty or seventy hours I spent there were all
daylight hours, which were passed in a maximum of activities
and a minimum of sleep. Dawson was then a wide-open and
woolly-wild mining camp of some 20,000 homeless adventurers
milling about the streets and resorts. I saw Nellie several times.
I recall distinctly the circumstances of our meeting at the photograph studio, and that later she gave me a gold nugget—everyone in Dawson had gold nuggets at that time. Beyond this I
can only remember that she was robust, active, prosperous and
popular—even as she was wont to be in those early days of
Tombstone. I particularly regret that I have forgotten what she
told me of her trip to Dawson, but the declaration in the Mid-
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night Sun that "she is the pioneer woman in this country"
would indicate that she came in "over the ice" during the winter in advance of the throng that drifted down in the boats after
the ice went out. And it would be characteristic of Nellie Cashman to do that very thing.
It may be mentioned in passing that when Nellie Cashman
climbed the Chilkoot Pass in the fall of 1897 she was less than
200 miles from the scene of her strenuous experiences in the Cassiar District twenty years before.
In 1923 when Nellie was on her last visit to her old stamping grounds in Arizona the Tucson Star published an interview
with her from which we quote the following excerpt :
"Miss Cashman related a little incident to her early
gold rush days in the Yukon Territory that was evidently a
favorite with her, for, as she finished, she thwacked her
knee and laughed like a boy.
"It all happened in Dawson when that mushroom city
was celebrating a British holiday. Miss Cashman was busy
in her little grocery store when a loyal British miner entered.
" 'I say, Nellie, where's your flag V, he asked
" 'Outside,' she meekly replied.
" 'Beg pardon, but it's not. I didn't see a Union Jack
as I came in.'
"Nellie took his arm and led him to the porch. She
pointed to the Stars and Stripes hanging from the wall,
above which, in neat arrangement, were several British
postage stamps bearing pictures of the Union Jack.
" 'There's my flag,' she said, 'and there's yours.'
Whereupon the Irish and the English joined in a hearty
laugh."
That story sounds quite like Nellie, and, in imagination, I
can see her "thwack her knee" and hear her "laugh like a boy."
Peter A. Vachon, of Dawson, Yukon Territory, and Fairbanks, Alaska, (and, incidentally, my son-in-law), now residing
at Seattle and Santa Monica, recalls that he first met Nellie
Cashman at Dawson in the fall of 1898, where she was operating
a small grocery store and grub-staking prospectors—so much so
that she frequently had difficulty in meeting her own obligations. But whenever her bank account approached the red ink
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stage she would buttonhole Alex McDonald (The Klondike
King) or Jim McNamee, who made a barrel of money on Bonanza and Hunker creeks, and they would supply her with sufficient gold dust to put her back on easy street. She was generous to a fault, always helping some worthy—but hard-up
miners—in fact, Nellie 's Dawson store was popularly referred to
as "The Prospectors' Haven of Retreat."
Nellie was a staunch supporter of the Catholic Church and
the Saint Mary 's Hospital at Dawson, but she was friendly with
all denominations and always eager to aid any prospector or
miner whom she thought was even half honest—regardless of his
belief or creed.
At one time Nellie was desperately ill at Dawson with an
infected intestine, and her life was dispaired of. But after submitting to a major operation, in which a section of the intestine
was removed, Nellie recovered rapidly and before very long
she was again on the job—apparently as good as new. Once
more she had demonstrated her marvelous vitality.
Mr. Vachon relates this humorous incident :
"At one time I went to the office of the Gold Commissioner as a witness for Nellie in the recording of a mining
claim which had been located by a miner she had grubstaked. The law in that province requires that the location
shall be made by the person filing the notice for record,
and the oath administered affirms that this condition has
been complied with. The form of the oath is something
like this :
"I, Nellie Cashman, solemnly swear that I was on suchand-such a creek on such-and-such a day and date, and that
I staked claim No. so-and-so, according to the laws of the
Dominion of Canada. So help me God."
"Nellie took the Bible in her left hand, raised her right
hand and in her keen Irish brogue she said : 'So help me
God, I never was there ',—and then she kissed her thumb
instead of the Bible. Her little speech was so sudden, so
serious and so absurd that I just laughed right out in meeting. Then the recording officials laughed, too. They knew
that Nellie would not attempt to file on ground she was not
entitled to, and so they were not too exacting in the matter
of the form of her oath."
Nellie was an optimist of the highest order. She never held
post-mortems over past failures, but on the contrary she con-
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fidently envisioned an ample fortune awaiting her in the very
shaft she was sinking at that moment. This dominating mental
trend is aptly illustrated in the following incident. Mr. Vachon
was a mere youth when he arrived in Dawson in 1898, where
he and Nellie became great friends, and she always addressed
him as "My boy." After Nellie had transferred the scene of
her mining activities to Coldfoot, Alaska, she met Mr. Vachon
in Fairbanks—and this is what she said : "My boy, I've got it
this time, and when I hit the pay-streak in the shaft I'm sinking
now I'll strike it so damned rich that I won't know what to do
with my money." (That word "damn" was the limit of Nellie 's
profanity.)
Those who helped Nellie Cashman to get a fresh start whenever she was "broke "—men like Mr. Gage, who was deeply
grateful for services rendered, and others whose obligations were
less, as well as bonanza kings like Mr. McDonald and Mr. McNamee did so without any thought of reimbursement. In fact,
whatever they gave to Nellie was considered an indirect donation to charity, for they were quite sure that, sooner or later,
their gifts and her winnings would all be disbursed to the needy
and afflicted, to churches and hospitals, and, therefore, it was

only a matter of time until Nellie would be broke again, and it
would be up to them to provide her with another "stake." The
fact that Nellie never was permitted to stay broke for any length
of time is ample evidence of the high esteem in which she was
held by those who so willingly aided her in those recurring

periods of stress.
R. C. (Dick) Wood, head of the R. C. Wood Mortgage
& Loan Co., Inc., of Seattle, Wash., has sent me a letter in which
he says : "I knew Nellie Cashman when I was a little kid in
Tombstone and renewed this acquaintance when she came to
Dawson in the Rush of '98. We met again in Fairbanks, Alaska.
I saw her there frequently when she was en route to and from
the Koyukuk where she had staked some placer gold claims
which she operated under the name of The Midnight Sun Mining Company. But I think the principal lure of the far-north
mining camp to her was that she might be near the prospectors
and miners to whom she was doctor, nurse and missionary. Nellie was a devout Catholic and spent much of her time with the
Sisters and working with and for the Sisters' Hospitals.
"During those later years when she was outfitting at Fairbanks for the long, difficult and hazardous trips with the dogs
over the winter trails to her mining camp above the Arctic Cir-
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die, we tried our best, because of her advanced age, to dissuade
her from undertaking those strenuous journeys, but invariably
she would assume her characteristic resolute attitude and in her
most approved Celtic brogue would reply : 'Young feller, those
prospectors up there need me—and need me badly—and that is
the country in which I expect to live the rest of my days.'
"Nellie often told me that Mike Cunningham had pleaded
with her to abandon her rough-and-ready life in the North and
accept the comforts of a good home at some point where he could
see to it that she was properly cared for—but that she always
had refused."
Because Dick Wood was a banker in Fairbanks he is able
to furnish this very interesting statement : "Mike Cunningham
always saw to it that Nellie was well provided with money. On
one or two occasions she gave me for safe keeping checks aggregating as much as $10,000. These were checks Mike had sent
her, but because of her pronounced independent nature, she did
not want to spend Mike's money—and, if I remember correctly,
some of these checks from Mike were four or five years old."
This statement furnishes further proof of the true nobility
of Nellie Cashman's character. Whatever she may have done
for Mike had been in the nature of a sacred duty and was a free
will offering, and even in her declining years when Mike was
anxious to express his gratitude—and was abundantly able to
do so—Aunt Nell hesitated to utilize his generous contributions
until her personal efforts had failed and illness and infirmities
made the cashing of the checks imperative.
The last time I saw Nellie Cashman was in 1907, or 1908, at
Fairbanks, Alaska. When the Klondike boom was over and business was slowing down in that section, Nellie left Dawson and
trekked still further westward into the vast domain of Alaska
She may have had a premonition that she was embarking on
what was destined to be her final stampede, for she voyaged
several hundred miles down the mighty Yukon to the mouth of
the Koyukuk River, and then struggled on to the headwaters of
that stream—to Coldfoot. This was the farthest-north mining
camp in Alaska, which some of the most robust and daring of
the gold-hunters had established in the midst of those remote
waste places within the Arctic Circle—and there Nellie Cashman staked and recorded the last of her mining claims.
• When winter came Nellie lined up her dog-team and
mushed over the trail several hundred miles to Fairbanks, where,
fortunately, I was able to render her some minor assistance. She

NELLIE CASHMAN 33

was still hardy and hopeful and confident and self-reliant as of
yore otherwise she could not have withstood the hardships and
dangers so frequently encountered on those Arctic winter trails.
On the occasion of Nellie 's final visit to "the states" the
first lap of the journey from Coldfoot was by dog-team over
the winter trails and occupied seventeen days. While she was
visiting at Bisbee "Mike" endeavored to convince "Aunt
Nell" that she had done her full share of this world's work ; that
she should take advantage of a well-earned rest, that, in fact,
she was too old to undertake further hardships and privations
on the rough trails and in the rude camps of the Far North.
But his efforts to persuade her to remain in Arizona and rest in
comfort were in vain. She insisted that she had valuable placer
claims and staunch friends in Coldfoot, and that she must return there to encourage her friends and develop her claims.
Nellie had directed her own destinies too long to brook interference now. And thus it happened that her indomitable will and
dauntless courage set her face once more toward the gold and
the cold of Arctic Alaska.
Finally, during the summer of 1924, Nellie became very ill
in her cabin at Coldfoot. She was brought down the Koyukuk
river in a small boat by an Episcopal deacon and conveyed up
the Yukon and Tanana rivers to Fairbanks where she was placed
in St. Joseph's Hospital. There it was discovered that she was
suffering from double pneumonia, and the physicians marveled
that she had survived the long trip from Coldfoot—a journey of
fully one thousand miles. But again her dauntless will and amazing vitality came to her rescue, and under the care of the sisters
she was able to leave the hospital in a few weeks.
In spite of adversities, brave Nellie Cashman was still the
determined, aggressive pioneer prospector. She was still planning to raise more funds to complete that last shaft which would
surely yield the vast fortune she had so persistently sought—in
vain. She did not yet realize that her days in the rude mining
camps of the frontier were numbered ; that hardships and toil
and the passing years and illness had sapped her strength and
shattered her iron constitution. She refused to quit. She must
go back to "the states," obtain some money, then return to complete that last shaft at Coldfoot—north of the Arctic Circle.
But Nellie was too frail to be permitted to travel alone, and
her friends induced her to accompany another woman who was
going "outside" at that time. Fortunately they were able to
reach Victoria, B. C., where Nellie was placed in the Sisters'
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Hospital. Her condition was serious. Her strength and resistence were gone—it was then she realized the end was near—and
she resolutely composed herself to meet it. She had not long to
wait, for a few weeks later she bravely and quietly entered upon
the greatest of all adventures. Her dauntless spirit calmly
passed into The Great Beyond on January 4, 1925, and her ashes
were placed in the Catholic cemetery at Victoria.
Nellie Cashman endured the test of many strenuous years
and left an enviable record that looms untarnished and unique
in the annals of our frontiers. She was a genuine, dependable,
progressive, and sustaining member of every community in which
she lived—ever ministering to the needs of others and giving
generously of her unlimited store of mercy and charity. As a
thoroughbred pioneer and seasoned "sourdough" she had no
rival among her own sex, and there were few, if any, among the
male adventurers who could qualify in her class. Although she
was primarily a business woman, she had trekked many weary
miles over the hot sands or the drifted snows ; she had braved the
desert sun and the Arctic blizzard ; she had scaled rugged and
precipitous mountain passes, and guided her frail craft through
the swift and angry currents of dangerous rapids. She was one
of the first of a band of daring women to invade the frozen, uncharted fields of the North, and a little later, with her favorite
team of huskies, she followed the winter trails until she became
known as the champion woman musher of her time.
On June 20, 1898, the YUKON MIDNIGHT SUN said :
"Miss Cashman is the pioneer woman of this country and is
widely known for her good deeds." And Nellie carried on in
that same role to the end of the trail. She never wavered in her
devotion to her church, and her faith in her chosen creed was
absolute and unfaltering, and we may not doubt that, amid those
lessening circles of latitude— in her meditations upon the bright
promise of immortality she sometimes recognized a happy simile
of the silent passing of the soul, in the unique splendors of the
Arctic midnight sun—when sunset merged into sunrise—and a
new day burst gloriously upon the page of time without even a
shadow of farewell to the day that seemed not to have an end.
Even so let us hope that to Nellie the pale shadow of death
was but the weird dawning of the day eternal. After a halfcentury of well-doing she had reached the end of that long, long
trail. She had finished her course—she had kept her faith, and
as well deserved reward, she had at last struck it rich in the Elysian Fields beyond The Great Divide.
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FOREWORD
The following account describes very clearly the events
of the last battle fought in Arizona on July 17, 1882, between
hostile Apache Indians and United States troopers.
About a year ago the writer of the article, Will C. Barnes,
now of Washington, D. C., suggested to the War Department
at Washington the idea of a monument to mark properly this
rather historic spot. With the able assistance of Senator Carl
Hayden the War Department agreed to the plan. Colonel
H. L. Landers, of the Army War College, was ordered to visit
the scene of the fight, locate the field, and make the necessary
recommendations as to the location and form of the monument.
'

Colonel Landers visited the place early in October, 1930,
in company with Forest Supervisor Ed Miller from Flagstaff,
in charge of the Coconino National Forest, on which the field
is located. The army officer was greatly impressed with the
beauty of the location, and after making sketches of the place
and studying the area, left with the statement that he would
recommend a suitable monument be erected at the earliest possible moment.
This will probably be some time next spring, as soon as
the mountain roads are passable. General Cruse and Colonel
Morgan both assured Mr. Barnes and Colonel Landers that
they would endeavor to be present when the monument was
unveiled.
Under the circumstances the affair should be made of statewide attendance and interest and sponsored by some of the state
patriotic organizations.
EDITOR ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW.

36

ARIZONA HISTORICAL REVIEW

THE APACHES' LAST STAND
IN ARIZONA
THE BATTLE OF THE BIG DRY WASH
(By WILL C BARNES)
On July 6, 1882, about sixty White Mountain Apaches
swept down onto the San Carlos Agency ; captured and took
with them half a dozen squaws ; rode up the San Carlos River
and a few miles from the Agency waylaid and killed Chief
of Scouts J. L. Colvig ("Cibicu Charley") and five or six
of his Indian police. Colvig succeeded Chief of Scouts Sterling who had likewise been killed in an encounter with recalcitrant Apaches only four months before.
The band then rode to the north, passing to the east of
Globe, then westward through the Wheatfields region above
Globe, across Pleasant Valley and up by Payson and the East
Verde, leaving behind a sickening trail of burned ranches and
murdered settlers.
Following the news of the outbreak and Colvig's death,
five separate bodies of U. S. troops were in the field after
the raiders.
Troop D, 6th Cavalry, Capt. A. R. Chaffee and First Lieut.
Frank E. West, were first in the field from Camp McDowell
on the west side of the Basin, under orders to move to Wild
Rye creek and await developments. Chaffee had with him Al
Sieber and eight Tonto Indian Scouts.
Troop D 3rd Cavalry, Capt. Albert D. King and Second
Lieut. Franklin D. Johnson ; Troop E 3rd Cavalry, Lieut. Converse commanding; Troop I 3rd Cavalry, Lieut. Hardie commanding; Troop
3rd Cavalry, Capt. Geo. A. Dodd commanding; Troop E 6th Cavalry, Capt. Adam Kramer and Second
Lieut. Thomas Cruse commanding ; Troop K 6th Cavalry, Capt.
Lemuel A. Abbott and Second Lieut. Frederick G. Hodgson
commanding, all under command of Major A. W, Evans, 3rd
Cavalry, left Fort Apache, on the east side of the Basin, under
orders to scout the country and follow the hostiles' trail vigorously.
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Company E, 26 enlisted Indian Scouts, Second Lieut.
George H. Morgan, 3rd Cavalry, commanding, also followed
Chaffee 's troop from McDowell with orders to scout the region
and keep Chaffee advised of the hostiles' movements as far
as possible.
Two troops of the 3rd Cavalry, Capts. Russell and Wessel
commanding, hurried from Whipple Barracks near Prescott.
From Fort Verde, Troop K 6 th Cavalry, 1st Lieut. Henry
Kingsbury commanding and Troop A of the 3rd Cavalry, Lieut.
Chase commanding, were rushed out of that post eastward on
the old "Verde" or Crook" road, which followed closely the
"Rim" of the Tonto Basin, to scout for signs and intercept
the hostiles if they should attempt to climb up the bold escarpment known as the "Rim of the Basin," swing around to the
east and thus back into the Apache Indian Reservation and
safety.
From Fort Thomas on the Gila above San Carlos went
four troops of the 3rd Cavalry with Captains Drew, Vroom
and Crawford, and Lieuts. Morton, Porter, Boughton and Davis,
(Britton Davis).
Thus we have a record of no less than 15 troops of cavalry
probably 350 men in all ; one company of Indian scouts, and
fully 150 pack-mules with many civilian packers, all searching
the country for the hostiles and converging on them from every
side.
Those who today ride over this country on well built auto
roads ; who drive easily from Phoenix to Payson, "under the
Rim," in six hours, can have little real appreciation of the difficult task these army men faced in 1882. There is no rougher,
more broken terrain in the United States. The granitic formation
is peculiarly hard on horses' hoofs and a lost shoe on a cavalry
horse or pack-mule means a lamed animal if not shod at once.
"A pack train of thirty packs accompanied the command
from Fort Thomas," writes Lieut. Britton Davis in his very
interesting book, "The Truth About Geronimo " "The mules
were in poor condition, and the packers were having trouble
keeping them up with the command. I was detailed to see
that they did keep up. That night Drew decided on a night
march The trail led through a creek bottom with reeds and
underbrush higher than a mule's head. The bell had been
taken off the bell-mare for fear of alarming the hostiles.
Fifteen minutes after we got into the creek bottom you could
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not have heard the bells of St. Paul's Cathedral. It seemed
to me there were mules scattered all over Central Arizona.
They were all lost—wanted to get back to the bell-mare and
determined that I should know it if their voices held out.
"That night I completed my education in pack-train profanity. What those packers said in English, Spanish, Indian,
Irish and German left nothing more to be desired. We overtook the command about 10 o'clock the next morning, but left
two packers still hunting for lost mules."
Captain Chaffee was the first to cut the hostiles' trail above
Payson on the East Verde. He knew the command from Fort
Apache under Major Evans ("Beans" Evans the men called
him) was some miles distant and sent word by a courier that
he could use another troop of cavalry.
Troop I 3rd Cavalry, under Lieut. Converse, made an allnight ride and reached Chaffee at daylight of July 17, 1882,
the day of the fight. Morgan and his company of Indian scouts
had previously overtaken and joined Chaffee 's command and
went with I Troop.
The Indians had evidently planned to climb out of the
Basin and slip along the Crook Trail on the Rim and reach
the sheltering deeps of their reservation, a comparatively few
miles to the east. They chose a most rugged and hazardous
section of the 2,000 foot cliff which forms the Rim at the head
of the East Verde. The place is known today as thé "Tunnel
Hill," due to the fact that in 1885 a company from Globe established a camp here and began to dig a tunnel which they claimed
was to be part of a railroad from Globe to Flagstaff. It may
be seen today, a bore in solid rock, 16 feet square at the entrance and about 112 feet long. It is very close to Zane Grey's
cabin.
Up this tremendous cliff those hostiles forced their barefooted ponies. Half way up they could view the whole country
as from an airplane. They realized, of course, troops must be
after them.
Chaffee 's troopers of the 6th rode white and gray horses.
So did the troopers of Converse's command of the 3rd. These
white horses showed among the green pines below like a long
line of geese.
The hostiles did not count them. They felt themselves able
to whip one troop of cavalry. It never occurred to them that
in the IJ. S. Army there might be more than one white horse
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troop. Moreover, so secure did they feel that they failed to
look farther back on their trail hence they did not see several
more cavalry troops riding blacks and bays ; nor Lieut. Morgan 's
company of Indian scouts, with Al Sieber at their head, slipping
along under the pines, hungry wolves, eager for a feast or a
fight.
On top of the hill the Indians rode boldly to the north.
A few miles from General Springs, not far from the present
Forest Service's "Pinchot" Ranger Station, the trail plunged
abruptly into one of the numerous canyons that form the head
waters of East Clear Creek. It was a veritable maze of deep,
precipitous canyons surrounded by a heavy pine forest, but
fairly level and free of underbrush at that time. Here the
wily Apaches thought to give Chaffee and his troopers the surprise of their lives.
They built rock and log breastworks at the head of the
canyon down which the trail led, assuming that the soldiers
would ride blindly into the trap, and scattered in single file
down the rough trail, fall easy victims to thé Apache rifle fire.
Unfortunately for their plans, they quite overlooked the
presence with the soldiers of Al Sieber and the 32 or more Tonto
scouts. Chaffee pushed them ahead of his command to uncover just such a trap. This they soon did and then the tables
were turned.
The following account of the fight is taken from Britton
Davis' recent book, "The Truth About Geronimo," by permission of the Yale University Press, and also with Gen. Cruse's
consent.
"For the following description of the fight, the most
successful our troops ever had with the Apache after they
had obtained modern arms, I am indebted to General,
then Lieutenant, Thomas Cruse, U. S. Army, Retired, whose
gallantry in this action won him the 'Congressional Medal
of Honor.'
"The hostiles had seen Chaffee's troop, which was
mounted on white horses, and had kept it under observation from about three o'clock until dark. They counted
his m'en and concluded to ambush him the next day under
circumstances favorable to themselves. But they had not
seen the Fort Apache column at all, and their watchers
reported the next morning that Chaffee 's troop was still
alone.
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"Colonel Evans told Chaffee to keep ahead the next
morning as if he were acting alone and he would follow
at day break. Troop I, Converse, Third Cavalry, also on
white horses, would be in the lead at the head of our column, so that if the Indians did stop to fight Chaffee he
would have two troops on white horses to engage them at
once and the other troops could be placed to the best advantage as they came up.
"At daylight on July 17, we moved out cautiously
and saw Chaffee climb the rim of the basin unopposed; then
we followed, reached General's Spring and saw signs of the
hostile camp of the night before ; then went on, cursing
our luck over the prospect of a tedious campaign in the
rough, waterless Navaho country. About a mile farther
a mounted courier from Chaffee dashed up. Converse with
his white horse troop rushed forward at a gallop, and word
was passed along that the Indians were camped on the far
side of a deep crack in the earth, a branch of Canon Diablo
(Big Dry Wash), with all arrangements to give Chaffee
the fight of his life.
"The location was about three miles from where we
were, and as we rapidly approached we could hear casual
shots and an occasional volley crash.
"Sieber and the scouts located the hostiles on the far
side of the chasm. Chaffee then dismounted his troop and
sent a few men forward to the brink When these were
seen the hostiles opened fire then Converse galloped up,
dismounted almost in plain view of the hostiles, sent his
horses to the rear and advanced in line of skirmishers along
the edge of the canon as if intending to go down the trail.
Both troops and hostiles then opened up a heavy fire across
the canon.
"The scene of action was in a heavy pine forest, thickly set with large pine trees (park-like, with no underbrush
or shrubbery whatever) on a high mesa at the summit of the
Mogollon Range. Across this mesa from east to west ran
a gigantic slash in the face of the earth, a volcanic crack,
some seven hundred yards across and about one thousand
feet deep, with almost perpendicular walls for miles on
either side of the very steep trail which led to the Navaho
country. This crossing point was held by the hostiles and
their fire covered every foot of the trail, descending and
ascending.
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"Colonel Evans and his troops rode up and quickly
dismounted about three hundred yards from the brink of
the canon. Chaffee reported to him, outlined the situation, and started to suggest some dispositions of the troops.
Evans stopped him ; told him to dispose of the troops as he
saw best and gave him full control, saying that he, Chaffee,
had located the Indians and it was his fight.
"This was one of the most unselfish actions of relinquishing command that ever came to my notice during a
long career in the army ; because, mind you, Chaffee was
not only Evans' junior (a captain) but also belonged to
another cavalry regiment, the Sixth, while Colonel Evans
belonged to the Third, and there is always rivalry for honors
between regiments so thrown together.
"Chaffee got busy at once ; ordered Kramer and Cruse
with Troop E, Sixth Cavalry, his (Chaffee's) own troop,
Sixth Cavalry, commanded by Lieutenant Frank West,
and part of the Indian scouts under Sieber to go cautiously
to the right of the trail and cross where possible about a mile
to the east. When the far side of the canon had been gained they were to form for attack and close in on the main
trail. Converse and his troop were told to keep up a heavy
fire across the chasm. Troop K, Sixth Cavalry, Captain
L. A. Abbott and Lieutenant F. G. Hodgson ; Troop E,
Third Cavalry, Lieutenants F. H. Hardie and F. C. (Friday) Johnson, and the remainder of the Indian scouts under
Lieutenant George H. Morgan, Third Cavalry, were sent
across the canon to the west and then to move east.
" A small group from each troop was left with the
pack-trains and led horses to protect them from surprise
should any of the hostiles succeed in gaining our side of
the canon unperceived.
"These movements began about three o'clock in the
afternoon and the sun was shining brightly. As we moved
out, we heard that Converse had been shot in the head and
was being brought in. I saw him as we passed and rushed
up for a second and spoke to him. He said something
was the matter with his eye but thought it would soon
pass.
"Poor fellow, it has never passed. A 44 calibre bullet
had struck a piece of lava rock, split it in two, and one-half
had penetrated the eye, wedging itself firmly in the eye
socket where, in spite of the ministrations of the noted
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surgeons of the world, it has remained ever since. He is
still living, a colonel on the retired list after a most useful
life to the government, punctured at periods by almost
unbearable pain from that wound.
"Our column finally found a place where we could
climb down the precipitous side of the chasm and had gained
the beautiful stream that flowed at the bottom when someone exclaimed and pointed up. Every star was plainly visible in the sky at three-thirty in the afternoon.
"By dint of strenuous climbing we finally reached
the crest on the other side, formed a skirmish line, I troop
on the right with Sieber and his scouts, and moved rapidly
forward. Just as we started we heard the crash of several
volleys and knew that the other encircling column was
in action. Sieber and his Indians with I Troop ran into
the Indian herd just then and as the hostile herd guards'
attention had been attracted by the firing in the other
direction, our people soon placed them hors de combat.
The scouts rounded up the ponies, placed them behind our
column with a guard, left them there and moved on.
"The other column, Abbott's, finally negotiated the
descent into the canon and started up the other side. When
almost at the top it ran into a party of Indians coming
down a little side ravine with the evident intention of getting to the rear of what they supposed was Chaffee 's whitehorse troop still keeping up a fire from the edge of the canon on the other side. As they thought there could be no
opposition on their side they were proceeding rapidly and
without the usual precautions when Abbott opened fire
on them. Several were killed and wounded and all were
thoroughly stampeded.
"The fugitives, rushing back for their main camp and
the pony herd, were joined by those of the camp who had
been firing across the canon. They were sure there was
something wrong but could not tell what. As this main
body of the hostiles came sweeping through the woods, we
saw them and at first imagined they were trying to rush
us and recapture the pony herd, but as a matter of fact
they were totally unaware of our being there until we fired
directly into them, causing further casualties, which drove
them back.
"West had swept the right of his line across the Navaho
trail by this time so that line of retreat was cut off. We then
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swung our line in a semicircle toward the Indians' camp,
driving the hostiles in front of us and penning them against
the edge of the canon.
"By this time, five o 'clock, and the shadows heavy in
the dense forest, I found myself in command of the left
flank of Troop E, next to the brink of the canon and probably two hundred yards in front of what had been the main
camp of the hostiles, indicated only by some scattered blankets, cooking utensils, etc. Sieber was by my side.
"As our line closed in there was a furious burst of
fire from the hostiles, causing several casualties among the
troops, among others, Lieutenant Morgan, Third Cavalry,
who had joined West after his Indian scouts had been left
behind the line ; and Sergeant Conn, Troop E, Sixth. As the
line advanced from tree to tree, Morgan had chances to
fire at hostiles several times and finally dropped one.
Elated over his success he called out, "I got him." In doing this he exposed his position to another Indian in the
same nest who thereupon fired and got Morgan through
the arm, into the side and apparently through both lungs.
The soldiers got the Indian.
"We thought sure that Morgan would die that night
but he is still living and in good health, a colonel on the
retired list. The surgeon (Dr.—later Colonel Ewing) found
that when the bullet broke the arm bone its force was so
lessened that it did not break the rib, as from the hole
made we supposed it had, but slid around it under the
skin and lodged in the muscles of the back, where it was
finally dug out and presented to Morgan.
"Sergeant Conn was a character in the Sixth Cavalry
and had been with the regiment for about twenty years.
The bullet hit him full in the throat, made a ghastly hole,
pushed aside the jugular vein (so the surgeon claimed),
grazed the vertebra and passed out, leaving a hole as big
as a silver dollar ; all this in the neck that wore a number
thirteen collar.
"In the meantime I had pushed forward with Sieber,
whom I saw kill three hostiles as they were creeping to the
edge of the canon to drop over. He would say, "There he
goes," then bang would go his rifle. The Indian that I
had never seen, strain my eyes as I might, would, when
hit throw up his arms as if trying to seize some support,
then under the impetus of his rush, plunge forward on his
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head and roll over several times. One, shot near the
brink, plunged clear over and it seemed to me kept falling
for ten minutes.
"It was now about five-thirty and getting dusk ; only
about seventy-five yards and a little ravine some seven
feet deep separated me and my men from the Indians in
the camp. I knew that unless the camp was taken pretty
quick the Indians would escape under cover of darkness,
so I resolved to cross the ravine and take it. I told Sieber
that I was going to do it, and much to my surprise he
hastily remonstrated.
'Don't you do it, Lieutenant ; don't you do it ; there
are lots of Indians over there and they will get you sure.'

" 'Why, Al, you have killed every one of them,' " I replied, and instructed my men what to do. They were to
rush forward to the ravine, halt under cover, then, when
ordered, were to advance at a run into the camp with some
cartridges in hand, guns loaded. We did just that and had
no casualties, due, I think, to the fact that Captain Kramer's men and Sieber smothered the hostiles with their fire.
"As we rushed forward on the other side of the ravine
I soon discovered that, as Sieber had said, there were lots
of Indians there, and we had business on our hands. But
I had with me Sergeant Horan, Sergeant Martin, and six or
eight other old-timers whom such things did not disconcert
in the least. Things were going slap-bang when suddenly
not over six feet away was an Indian with his gun leveled
directly at me. It seemed he could not miss, so raising
my gun, I stood awaiting the shock of the bullet. He was
nervous and jerked the trigger sufficiently to barely miss
me and hit a young Scotchman, McLellan, just to my left,
and probably a foot in the rear. McLellan fell, I fired and
threw myself to the ground.
"Sieber, Captain Kramer and several others saw me
go down and thought for sure I had been hit. I found I
was not but saw McLellan lying almost beside me and
asked if he was hit ; he replied, 'Yes, sir, through the arm ;
I think it is broken.'
"I told him to lie quietly, and we would get back to the
ravine. In a lull, I rose up and found he was unconscious ;
dragged him back about twenty feet where the slope pro-
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tected us ; rested a little, then back a little farther. Finally Sergeant Horan and myself got him to the bottom of the
ravine.
"In going back with McLellan, Abbott's men saw several hostiles rise up to fire, whom they had not seen before.
Every man in the line turned loose on them, not knowing
that I was in their direct line of fire at two hundred yards
distance, and the way the air was filled with bullets showed
that they were coming close inside their target. Several
pieces of gravel and small fragments of rock or lead struck
me in the face, making it bleed. I was sure that I was hit
and would soon collapse. Kramer's men swarmed into the
hostiles but darkness soon came on and the fight was over.
"I grabbed some blankets from the Indian camp and
made a nice bed for McLellan, but the bullet had smashed
his rib and gone through both lungs. He passed away quietly about an hour later."
This concludes General Cruse 's statement. From notes
the writer, then military telegraph operator at Fort Apache,
made at Fort Apache in discussing the fight with officers and
men of the command, army records at Washington, and also
in later years, General Cruse and Colonel Morgan, the following
particulars of the fight are given :
About dark the day of the fight a terrible thunder
storm such as are common in the mountains of Northern Arizona, swept across the country. The rain turned to hail which
covered the ground four or five inches deep. When they found
poor Conn he was half buried in hail. Under these difficult conditions the Indians slipped away during the night ; nearly all
afoot. It was not more than twenty miles to the Apache Reservation line where they were secure from further attack or
punishment.
A night guard or patrol under the command of Lieut. Hodgson, 6th Cavalry, was left on the battle field while the rest
of the command moved back and made camp on an open flat
a short distance from the canyon.
Early next morning, July 18, Hodgson 's men heard groans
as from a wounded man. A wounded Apache at bay is a dangerous person. The men cautiously investigated the vicinity
from which the groans seemed to come. While they were doing
this a shot came from a sort of breastwork of rocks on the edge
of the canyon. They hunted cover and locating the point by
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the rising powder smoke (there was no smokeless powder then),
they fired at the rocks. Two or three more shots came from the
"nest," then ceased.
The troopers blazed away at it for some minutes, then
charged. Curled up behind it they found a young Apache
squaw—the hostiles had but five or six women with them—with
a young baby by her side together with a very old woman who
seemingly had taken no part in the firing.
The girl pulled a knife from her belt and attacked the
soldiers fiercely. When she was overpowered and disarmed
she had a rifle. The three shots she fired were her last cartridges. She proved to have a bullet through her leg above the
knee which had broken and shattered the bone.
The men rigged up a rough litter of pine saplings, and
with a soldier carrying the baby, got the poor thing down the
rough trail to the bottom and up and out the other side to the
camp. It must have been a terrible ordeal but she stood it
without a groan.
The following day, September 19, the army surgeons amputated her leg close to the thigh, doing it without anesthetics
or stimulants of any kind. The soldiers who helped in the
operation said they never saw such fortitude and apparent
indifference to pain as that young Apache squaw displayed.
On September 20, 1882, the troops, having made their
wounded as comfortable as possible, buried the dead, shod a lot
of the horses and pack-mules that had lost shoes, and started for
their separate posts.
The column from Fort Apache took a gentle saddle-mule,
covered the army saddle with many folds of blanket, making
a sort of broad seat on which they placed the wounded woman
With a soldier to lead the mule, her baby at her breast, she
rode for seven long hot days across those rough mountains to
Fort Apache.
The writer saw her not so long afterward hobbling around
the post with a crutch. Eventually they fitted her up with
a "peg-leg" with which she got about very nicely.
The casualties to the troops were : First Sergeant Taylor,
D Troop 3rd Cavalry, wounded in the arm ; Sergeant Daniel
Conn, E Troop, 6th Cavalry, shot through the neck. I saw him
a few years since, hale and hearty, at the Soldiers' Home near
Washington, D. C. Private Joseph McLellan, of the same troop,

THE APACHES' LAST STAND

47

died on the field from a shot through the lungs. Privates
Timothy Foley, James Muleca and John Witt, of K Troop,
6th Cavalry, all were badly wounded, but they recovered.
Private Pete of the Indian Scouts was instantly killed by
a bullet through the head very early in the battle.
Second Lieutenant George H. Morgan, 3rd Cavalry, and
Second Lieutenant George L. Converse, Jr., 3rd Cavalry, were
both severely wounded as told by General Cruse.
The two officers were sent from the battle to the nearest
military post, Fort Verde, where everything possible was done
for them. Later Converse was sent east for further treatment.
As I recall it, there was no surgeon with the command until
two, hurriedly summoned by Chaffee, reached the battle-ground
from Fort Verde the day after the fight.
Converse's father was a congressman from Ohio. When
the facts were learned he quickly secured the passage of a law
authorizing additional army surgeons at such frontier posts
and also prohibiting the movement of U. S. troops after hostiles
unless accompanied by a surgeon.
Lieutenants Morgan and Converse both were at once retired from active service. It was their first, and last, Indian
fight.
Within a week after the troops had returned to Fort
Apache, scouts reported the presence in nearby White Mountain
Indian camps of a number of Indians badly wounded in the
fight. The commanding officer, being a wise soldier, and well
acquainted with the habits and peculiarities of the Indian Service, instead of sending a troop of cavalry after them first wired
the department commander, General Crook, at Prescott, for
orders. Crook sent the wire to the division commander at San
Francisco ; he, in turn, asked army headquarters at Washington for orders, which, in its turn, took it up with the officials
of the Indian service.
In the course of time came a brief dispatch from Washington to the effect that no Indians who were living on the reservations peacefully were to be interfered with regardless of their
past history. The Indian Rights Association was in the saddle, as usual, and nothing was done to the renegade Indians.
Within six months we were discussinOE the fight with Ind6
part in the fight.
ians living around Fort Apache who took
They told us many of the details.
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It was from some of them that we understood how they
were misled as to the size of Chaffee's command They declared they saw only the white horse troopers and believed no
other soldiers were near.
Lieut. Cruse told me he was directed by Chaffee the next
morning after the battle, July 18, to make as close a count
of the dead on the battleground as he could. He found and
marked 22 dead bodies, but believed a number of others were
in inaccessible places among the rocks where his men were unable
to locate them.
As a matter of fact civilians who came on the field after
the troops left claimed to have found several that Cruse had
missed
According to war department records, only five troops
of Cavalry—D and I troops of the 3rd; D, E, and I troops of
the 6th, and Morgan 's Indian scouts, E company, were engaged
in the fight. The others arrived on the field the morning of
the 18th, after the battle was over.
Major Evans in his official report called it the "Battle
of the Big Dry Wash". It was said to be a branch of the Canyon Diablo. This was because it was so designated on the only
map then available. On Sitgreaves' map of 1851, and on Smith's
Military map of 1879, it is called Big Dry Fork. On both it
seems to flow into the Canyon Diablo.
It is now known to be an eastern tributary of East Clear
Creek which, in turn, empties into the Little Colorado River
about three miles east of Winslow, on the Santa Fe. The battleground is on the extreme eastern end of the Coconino National
Forest in Coconino County.
On present day forest maps the battlefield covered the
northern end of what is shown as Battle-Ground Ridge. This
ridge ends at the point where the Canyon heads, in which the
fighting occurred. Battle-Ground Ridge is about three and onehalf miles northeast of General's Spring, near the Rim, and
some eight or ten miles southeast of the U. S. Ranger Station
in Long Valley.

Return of Troops to Fort Apache
The troops from Fort Apache returned there on the afternoon of July 27, 1882. I stood in the doorway of the old log
telegraph office as they marched in review past the commanding officer standing on the walk in front of it. The wounded
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squaw was with the pack train, rather excited and pleased at the
attention she attracted. Every one guyed most unmercifully
the soldier trooper who, astride of his horse, carried the baby
done up in a willow papoose basket one of the Indian scouts had
made for it.
The 6th cavalrymen rode western horses of California
stock. Small, active, surefooted animals, with good hard hoofs
and used to rustling their food at night hobbled out on the range.
I think every Sixth cavalryman came back to Apache on the same
mount he left with.
On the other hand, the 3rd cavalry, which had but recently
come to Arizona from Fort Hayes, Kansas, were mounted on
big fine-boned Kentucky bred animals. They had huge and
very brittle hoofs and let one of them lose a shoe and unless
reshod at once, they went dead lame and had to be left behind.
Also, they knew absolutely nothing about "hobbles" and rustling for their forage on the range at night after a hard day's
march.
In the command that passed us a number of the men and
at least one officer of the Third Regiment were riding Indian
ponies captured from the hostiles. Their mounts had played
out. Also a large number of those handsome cavalry horses
from Old Kentucky were limping along ; just about able to make
the post and no more. Practically every troop of the Third
lost horses on the trip from various causes. I have before me
a copy of the muster-roll for July, 1882, of D troop of the 3rd.
It states that Captain King on arrival at Fort Apache called
for a board of survey : "To relieve him from responsibility for
seven troop-horses lost during the campaign." All the other
troops of this regiment had about the same luck with their
mounts.

The Globe "Rangers"
A day or two after the outbreak of 1882, a small pafty of
citizens around Globe organized what was called the "Globe
Rangers". Amid much local enthusiasm and with much criticism of the military authorities for their failure to protect
the settlers, they started after the hostiles. The second or third
night out they camped at a cattle ranch on Salt River, put some
of their horses in the corral near the cabin, and hobbled the
others out to graze on the nearby range.
About daylight the next morning the Indians raided the
place, fired a few shots into the cabin to wake the sleeping
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warriors, and let them know they were around, then skipped out
with all the horses in the corral and every animal they could
find on the outside range.
Two or three of the men mounted on what animals they
could pick up, followed the Indians, arriving at the battle-ground
after all was over.
Of these Lieutenant Davis writes :
"The morning after the fight two of these men appeared in our camp looking for their horse stock. They
began claiming every good horse in the herd that our troops
had captured from the In&ans
"I was standing beside Chaffee who with his hands in
his pockets, was letting them go as far as they would, but
getting madder and madder every minute. Finally one
of them claimed Chaffee 's own saddle mare and his companion backed him up in the claim.
"Then the air around us took on a blue tinge. The
two sneaked out under Chaffee 's barrage. They got no
horses. A few hours later the rightful owner of the horses
they had been claiming, the wounded Sigsbee brother (Lt.
Davis erroneously calls him Bixby. W. C. B.) came into
camp and recovered his stock."

Indian Scalps
As a matter of fact, several officers present at the fight
told me that a number of citizens who had heard of the battle
put in an appearance a day or two later and proceeded to loot
the dead Indians' corpses and their camp, including taking off
their scalps.
Major Chaffee, however, promptly suppressed this, but they
hung around until the troopers left and then scalped and
robbed the dead bodies to their hearts' content.
A number of these so-called "Rangers" followed the command over to Fort Apache and a few days afterwards I myself saw half dozen freshly taken Indian scalps in the hands of
soldiers around the post. They had purchased them from these
civilian warriors.

Apaches Don't Scalp
It should always be remembered that the Apaches do not
nor never did scalp their dead enemies. Many of the 6th cavalrymen had served on the plains where the Indians did scalp
their fallen foes. From them they had learned how to preserve
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scalps according to Indian practice. A small wooden hoop
about six inches in diameter, such as ladies use for making fancy
work upon, was first made. Inside this hoop the fresh scalp )
was stretched by sewing it along the edges and over the hoop
with heavy thread or twine, just as small hides are stretched
for tanning purposes. Several well-cured Apache scalps fixed
up in this original form, with the original owner's long black
hair attached, were peddled around the post and offered at ten
dollars each.

Hostiles Not Buried
There has been considerable criticism of the military
forces for not burying the dead hostiles after the battle. This was
practically impossible. The country there was very rocky,
they had no suitable tools for this purpose and the bodies were
widely scattered over the terrain, amid the rocks and deep
fissures of the rough canyons where the fight took place. They
buried their own dead, which was about as far as they could
go under such conditions.
(Letters from civilians who saw the battlefield soon after it
was over)
C. P. Wingfield, of Humboldt, writes :
"In regard to the battle between U. S. troops and Apache
Indians It was fought on the point between General's Spring
Canyon and Miller Canyon and in some small canyons on the
east bank of East Clear Creek. I think you have the date right,
July 17, 1882. The battle started about 11 o'clock a. m., and
lasted two or three hours. It was a pretty hot fight for one or
two hours ; then the Indians began to scatter and shoot wild.
They reported about forty Indians killed and about that many
got away through side canyons. I mean warriors—they had
quite a number of children and squaws with them. They all
managed to make their escape in some way. Some were picked
up by U. S. Troops about 35 miles north of there. All had guns
and tried to put up a fight. (This is an error on Mr. Wingfield's part, or at least the officers made no report of such an
incident. W. C. B.)
"This fight took place about Rock Crossing or near there,
and about ten miles from the Rim of Tonto Basin—not on
Canyon Diablo. Battle-Ground Ridge is the place. I was
with the pack-train and about half a mile back of the firing
line. I have been in Clear Creek Canyon at all times of the
day but never remember seeing stars in the daytime.
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"The Indians came up out of Tonto Basin where the
Tunnel Road comes up to General's Spring ; went out west on
the big flat ridge and pitched camp ; rolled some big oak logs
together and built a big fire, then killed two mules and a horse
and had a big barbecue.
"The fire was still burning when we came up that night.
Al Sieber sent out two Indian scouts to spy on the Indians
and report their movements. They came into camp sometime
before daylight the day of the fight and reported they—the
Indians—had made camp and were fortifying and preparing to
fight. The packers were given orders to get the pack-mules
as soon as it was light enough to see, and proceed to pack up
the camp • outfit and follow after the troops with all haste,
which we did.
"If you have been on the rim of Tonto Basin at General's
Spring, you know you can see pretty well down into the Basin.
"Well, those Indians could look off down there and see
what we called the "White Horse Troop" mounted on gray
horses. They supposed that was all that was after them, so
they thought they would fortify and the soldiers would ride
right into their nest and they—the Indians—would massacre
the whole troop. So an Indian said that got back to the reservation. They did not know there were two companies of cavalry
and one company of Indian scouts after them. The Indians
said all they could see from the top of the hill were the white
horses.
"Casualties on the troops' side, one private killed and
Lieut. Morgan shot through the lungs below the heart. We
packed him up to the Fort Apache and Camp Verde Road, and
from there hauled them all to Verde in a government ambulance.
"Next day the lieutenant was taken to Fort Whipple and
got well. He was killed in the Philippines afterwards. (Col.
Morgan please take notice. W. C. B.) The troops rode to the
top of the mountain and dismounted. Every fourth man held
horses. Then they charged down the hill as fast as they could
—Indian scouts and troops, Lt. Morgan in the lead. The Indians got excited and were shooting high. The bullets were
cutting the tops off the pine trees up where we were with the
pack-train.
"Right in the thickest part of the fight one of Al Sieber 's
scouts saw two of his brothers and his father with the Indians.
He threw his gun down and started to run to his folks. Sieber
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told him to halt. He did not heed him Sieber raised his rifle
and fired, shooting him in the back of the head. The trooper
that was killed on the battle-field was buried there and the
grave marked with stones.
"I, was there in the summer of 1886, four years afterward
and saw the grave, also found the skeleton of an Indian in a
cave about half a mile up the canyon from the battle ground.
"Humboldt, Arizona,
"August 18 1929."
(Considering Mr. Wingfield writes wholly from memory, this
account fits very nicely into the official and other accounts
written at the time, besides giving several additional incidents
not elsewhere recorded. W. C. B.)
Fred W. Croxen, at that time forest ranger stationed at
Payson, Arizona, in the Tonto Basin, has written the following
account of the incidents concerning this battle. It is published
by his permission.
"The last real Indian raid in Arizona occurred in the
summer of 1882. This was started by a band of renegade Indians concerned with the fight at Cibecue where Captain Hentig
and several soldiers were killed. This occurred on Cibecue
Creek on the Apache Indian Reservation on August 30, 1881,
and such an occurrence could only be followed by further
trouble.
"Eighty-six Indians ran away from the reservation and
went in a westerly direction through Pleasant Valley where
they killed several horses and stole others belonging to the
Tewksbury family and Al Rose. After leaving Pleasant Valley
the Indians went in a northwesterly direction next attempting
to raid the Bar X Ranch, which is about nine miles from
Pleasant Valley. This ranch was occupied by Bob and Will
Sigsbee at that time. There was a man with them, a Swiss by
the name of Louie Houdon, who had discovered a rich mineral
deposit in Spring Creek Canyon, directly under Diamond Butte.
"Houdon had come up to the ranch to get the Sigsbees to
help him do some work on his claim. Early that morning,
Bob Sigsbee and Houdon were up on the ridge east of the house
wrangling their saddle and pack-horses when they were attacked by Indians, both being killed.
"Will Sigsbee, hearing the shots and suspecting what they
meant, grabbed a water-bucket, ran to the spring, filled it and
ran back to the house, which was an adobe with thick walls.
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"This house, by the way, is still in use as the headquarter 's
ranch house. As Will ran to the door, an Indian shot at him.
He slipped and the Indian no doubt thought he was hit. This
made the Indian rather careless and Sigsbee was fortunate
enough to kill one in a very short time as he raised his head up
through the forks of a walnut tree a short distance from the
house. Sigsbee was besieged for three days, during which time
he killed an Indian who tried to cut the saddle from a dead mule
in front of the house—killed by the Indians—and got another
Indian hiding behind a stump on an elevation several yards
east of the house. I am told the Indians found the troops were
after them and left, which was a great relief to poor Sigsbee in
the house for it broke the siege. When the troops came they
buried the two white men on the ridge where they fell. Their
bodies still rest in those hastily made graves.
"After leaving the Sigsbee Ranch the Indians continued
in the same direction, next coming to the Isadore Christopher
place. Christopher was a Frenchman ; had settled the place
and swore he would stay there and make a stake or lose his'
life in the attempt. He did stay in spite of the many hardships
and made himself wealthy.
"At this place the Indians burned the two log houses, all
he had built at the time. Fortunately, Christopher was away
at the time and no doubt escaped death at the Indians' hands
in that way.
"The soldiers were on their trail so close that they came
to the still smouldering ruins of the cabins. Christopher had
killed a bear and the carcass was hanging in one of the cabins.
The soldiers saw this body in the fire and were sure Christopher
had been killed and burned. After leaving the Christopher
place the Indians went in a westerly direction, passing north
of the Diamond Rim, over the old Indian trail, past what was
then known as the Jim Roberts place—now owned by Zane
Grey, the writer. They went on west, passing near the present
E. F. Pyle Ranch and camped on the East Verde, on what is
now the old Belluni Ranch.
"From here a part of them went down the East Verde
nearly five miles and attacked the Meadows family, at what is
now known as the Hendershot place.
"Jim Burchett and John Kerr had already ridden out
from Globe and warned the settlers at Marysville, Payson, and
surrounding country. The people had been fortunate up at
Payson. Tiring of this inaction, old man Meadows determined
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to return to their place on the East Verde, saying he didn't believe there was an Indian outbreak and if there was, the bullet
had not yet been cast that could kill him. So the family returned home.
"Henry, one of the Meadows boys, was at the army post
of Camp Verde, and returned home to warn his people of the
Indian outbreak. He arrived there about eleven p. m. and as
all were in bed and asleep he did not waken them, thinking the
Indians were far away from there.
"As day was breaking the father heard the dogs barking
on the north side of the house. He thought it was a bear after
their stock, some of which had been left in the corral.
"Taking his Long Tom calibre-fifty rifle, he went out to
learn the trouble. As he walked round the top of a pine tree
that had fallen there, he was shot by two Indians, a ball piercing each breast and coming out at the back. The boys heard
the shots, grabbed rifles and cartridge belts and ran outside.
Henry was shot between the bones of his forearm and another
bullet hit the cartridge belt in his hand exploding three cartridges and driving one, brass end foremost, into his groin.
"Doc Massey and John Grey, who first settled the Cold
Springs Ranch, were notified by messenger from Payson that
the Indians were on the war-path. They rode to the Meadows
Ranch and Mrs. Meadows told them her husband had been killed
and the two boys wounded. They rode to Payson and notified
the men who went to their relief. They buried the father and
hauled the rest of the family to the Siddle place, farther down
the East Verde. The old man they buried under the floor of
the cabin so the Indians would not find and mutilate the body
should they return. His body was removed a few years later to
the Payson public cemetery where it still lies in the Meadows
plot.
"Major A. R. Chaffee, at Camp McDowell, near the mouth
of the Verde River, who was in command of Troop I, the White
Horse Troop of the Sixth United States cavalry, had received notice from San Carlos that the Indians were out. He left for
Pleasant Valley arriving behind the Indians, and learned of
their depredations near that place.
"It is not known whether he brought his Indian scouts from
McDowell or not (He did, W. C. B.). Old-timers, however, say
he brought forty soldiers and forty Indian scouts with him,
together with his pack-train. Al Sieber, Pat Kehoe and Mickey
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Free, all noted scouts of the time, were also with the troops,
having come from San Carlos and caught up with them, according to Tom Horn, who claims to have been chief of scouts
at the time. (He was not chief of scouts, however. W. C. B.)
"Chaffee took their trail, and when they found they had
climbed the Tonto Rim at the head of the East Verde over
what is now known as the Old Tunnel Road, he allowed his
men only time to eat and feed their horses. They took the
trail up over the rim and jumped the Indians at General's
Spring, where the battle opened up and was fought down what
is now known as Battle-Ground Ridge.
"The Indians were putting on a big feed and jerking
meat when the soldiers jumped their camp. They had also
stolen a little fat mare belonging to the Tewksbury family. Before fleeing from the soldiers the Indians stabbed this mare to
death with their knives for no other apparent reason than to
show their cruel and savage nature. Chaffee had been on so
many Indian campaigns in Arizona, that he gave the order
to shoot to kill. Eighty out of the eighty-six Indians were accounted for and only six captured, some of them badly shot up.
(This is an error according to Lieut. Cruse's statement. W. C. B.)
"A Colonel Evans, of the 3rd Cavalry, was on the trail of
the Indians with soldiers from Camp Verde (Apache W. C. B.)
but was too late to join in the fight. Had he been in the battle
he would have assumed command as he was Chaffee 's superior in
rank. But Chaffee was commended (by Evans) for his method
of attack and advanced for it.
"One soldier was killed near the close of the battle at what
is known as Rock Crossing, on East Clear Creek. His body
was buried in a lonely grave on the rim of the canyon, unmarked
and forgotten, but that of a soldier nevertheless.
"There is a story current in this country now, that a squaw
was wounded in this battle, having one leg shattered. She
was captured after a day or two at what is known as Hunter
Spring on Blue Ridge, about two miles northwest of Rock Crossing, and when captured she asked the soldiers to cut the other
leg off so she could walk again. The leg wasn't cut off. Tom
Horn mentions a squaw in his book which is probably the same
squaw, but does not tell about her asking to have both legs
cut off, although he says the surgeons amputated one leg when
they brought her back to camp. This squaw according to Horn
had a papoose concealed in the rocks and brush and made a big
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fuss until the soldiers looked and found it, bringing it along
with them.
"It is said by reliable parties that for several years after
this battle skeletons of Indians, wounded and later dying, could
be seen in the shallow caves along East Clear Creek from the
Rock Crossing up to what is now known as Jones' Crossing.
"As previously stated, when the people of Payson and
vicinity heard of the Indian outbreak, they "forted up" at the
Siddle Place, an adobe house on land now owned by August
Pieper. The married men and families held the fort while the
single men did scout duty.
"Some of the single men caught up with the troops and
were in the battle down the Battle-Ground Ridge and Rock
Crossing.
"The scene of this battle has ever since been known as
Battle-Ground Ridge, and the canyon on the west side of this
ridge, where the pack-trains made camp and the troops camped
after the fight, is now known as Cracker Box Canyon, because
of the cracker boxes left there when the camp was broken up
after the fight.
"A part of one of these old boxes was nailed to a tree and
the writer saw it, old and weather-worn, thirty-five years after
the battle.
"One of the Indian scouts who took part in the battle
resides now in Payson. He is Henry Irving, but his command of
English is so poor that it is impossible to get an account of it
from him He claims to have killed two Indians in the battle.
"Most of the above account was given me by William
Craig, who still resides in Payson, Arizona, and who helped move
the Meadows family after the shooting of their father and the
sons. Other parts have been gathered from time to time from
old residents and from stories told by the older inhabitants to
the younger generation, and from Tom Horn's book. Some
may be in error, the greater part is just as it happened. However,
it is the account of the fight as remembered by the old-timers
and recited by them after more than forty-five years have
passed away.
"Mr. Craig recently told me that shortly after this fight,
six wild Apache Indians came into San Carlos and gave up.
These Indians, four bucks and two squaws, had been in hiding
on the head of Deer Creek, on the east side of the 1VIazatzal
'
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Mountains in Tonto Basin They had never before been to an
agency and no record of them had ever been made. They would
not have given up but they realized after the disastrous fight
on Battle-Ground Ridge that their time would come before long
and they would probably be captured or killed—the latter in all
likelihood. They were the very last wild Indians to give up in
the Tonto Basin country.
"Payson, Arizona, July 28, 1929."

COMMENTS BY W. C. B.
These two personal narratives, written by men who took
part in those early Arizona days, are invaluable from the historian's point of view. They offer an entirely different point
of view from the official and military reports upon which much
of our early Arizona history is based.
If in some particulars they do not fit exactly into the facts
as generally accepted, we can be very lenient with them, remembering that these matters happened nearly fifty years ago
and that the human memory is very unreliable after a lapse of
years. Moreover, most of these old timers were grown men in
1882, hence must now have many, many years of life behind
them.
The story of old man Christopher 's bear left hanging in the
log cabin is well recalled. One version of it is to the effect that
the soldiers really thought it was a human body and so buried
the charred remains in a grave near the burned cabin without
ever realizing they were performing the last sad rites over
the remains of a bear. The civilians of those days were inclined
to poke fun at the army people.
Tom Horn was not chief of scouts at this time. He was
a packer in one of the pack-trains—at San Carlos, if my memory serves me right. Reliable army officers have told me Horn
was not in the fight, but was with the pack-trains back of the
lines. The quartermaster records at Washington have been
searched for Horn's record as a scout. They show that the one
and only time he was employed by the U. S. Government as a
scout was "at Fort Bowie, Arizona, from October 13, 1885, to
September 30, 1886." This was during Miles' Geronimo campaign in Mexico. His long yarn in his book telling of his
presence at the Battle of Cibicue is an outrageous, barefaced
lie from start to finish. I knew every soldier, officer, packer
and scout who took part in that fight. I saw the command
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leave Fort Apache and met it four or five miles west of the
post the afternoon they returned from the unfortunate affair.
Tom Horn was not with the command at any time. General Cruse says his yarn about the Cibieue fight was false from
beginning to end.
The soldier and Indian scout killed and buried 'on the
Dry Wash battle-field were taken up by the military authorities
a few years later and moved to Fort Apache, where they were
laid away with a full military funeral in the post cemetery.
I established a cattle-camp at the head of West Chevelon
Canyon in 1887 a few miles east of the field and rode over to the
battle-field several times in the following years. There were
then plenty of skeleton, skulls, etc., of both humans and animals,
scattered around on the ground. Most of them, however, were
carried off eventually by visitors to the scene.
The cracker box mentioned was still on the tree, just as
told by Mr. Craig. These boxes, by the way, were those in
which hardtack for the troops in the field was packed. They
used a lot of hardtack in those days.
The muster roll of company E Indian scouts, a copy of which
I have before me, shows no Indian named "Irving." But there
is one named "Henry" on the list, and its an easy matter to
guess that he was later called "Henry Irving." Anyhow, that's
a fairly good guess.
The story of the six wild, broneho Apaches that gave themselves up after the battle is an interesting one. I never before
heard it. Probably it is based on facts. Stranger things than
that happened in those days.
One thing always stands out in my memory of this fight.
It is the fact that the company of Indian scouts that took part
in it were, in larger part, relatives, friends and members of the
same band of Apaches from which came the renegades—the
White Mountain Apaches. That only one deserted to the enemy
during the fight is a fine tribute to their loyalty to the government which they were serving as enlisted men.
NOTE: Quotations from Britton Davis' book, "The
Truth About Geronimo," were used by permission of the publishers, the Yale University Press, New Haven, Connecticut.
W. C. B.
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AL SIEBER, FAMOUS SCOUT
OF THE SOUTHWEST
(By DAN R. WILLIAMSON)
Albert Sieber was born in the Grand Dutchy of Baden, Germany, February 29, '1844, and died near Roosevelt, Arizona,
February 19, 1907. Came to America with his parents as a
small boy, settling for a time in Pennsylvania, then moved to
Minnesota.
Early in 1862 Sieber enlisted in Company B, First Minnesota Volunteer Infantry, serving through the strenuous Peninsula campaign of the Army of the Potomac as a corporal and a
sharp-shooter. On July 2, 1863, on Gettysburg Battlefield, he
was dangerously wounded in the head by a piece of shell, and
while lying helpless and unattended on the field of battle a bullet entered his right ankle and followed up the leg, coming out
at the knee. He lay in the hospital until December, 1863, when
he was transferred to the First Regiment of Veteran Reserves
as a corporal, under Captain Morrison, and his regiment was accredited to the State of Massachusetts. When Sieber fell wounded on the field of Gettysburg, General Hancock, who was near
him, was wounded at the same time. For Sieber 's service with
this regiment the State of Massachusetts paid him the sum of
$300 bounty. He was in active service until July 15, 1865, the
close of the war, when he was mustered out and returned to
Minneapolis, and in 1866, being of an adventurous turn of
mind, he started for the west. In 1867-8 we hear of him at Virginia City, the great Nevada silver camp where while working
on a road grade a highwayman came along and robbed him of
fifty cents, all he had. For this he guyed the bandit unmercifully, so enraging him that he nearly murdered Sieber. Sieber
next went to White Pine, Nevada, on a great silver rush, but
not finding anything to his liking he went to California, where
it is understood he joined some parties in driving a bunch of
horses to Arizona. We next hear of him as foreman for C. C.
Bean of Prescott, on his Williamson Valley and Verde Valley
ranches. His stewardship of these ranches developed all of Sieber 's resourcefulness, for he was called upon to defend the property and livestock thereon against both renegade whites and
hostile Indians. In 1871 we find him a member of the celebrated
Miner Expedition, organized by a man named Miner who claimed to have seen seventeen ounces of gold panned from one shovel

loh

Courtesy Col. J. H. McClintock

John P. Glum, Agent at San Carlos, and Apache escort, 1874. At left, Chas. T. Connell.
At right, Al Sieber. Below, Alchisay, White Mountain Chief, and Warriors.
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full of dirt. Miner failed to find the place and his story was
believed to be false. Leaving Prescott this party numbered thirty
and their numbers were increased at Phoenix, Tucson and Florence until there were 267 men. This party crossed the San
Pedro River, thence to the mouth of the San Carlos River and
up to its head, then over to the upper Salt River where they
prospected for a few days. From there they went to Tonto Basin,
Cherry Creek and into the Sierra Ancha Mountains, where they
found neither gold or silver. They returned down Cherry Creek
to Salt River and across to Wheatfields, just below Globe, where
they separated, Governor Safford, who had captained the party,
returned to Tucson with his crowd, while the Prescott bunch,
under the leadership of Ed Peck, returned to that town with
Sieber.
Dave and Robert Anderson, twin brothers, who two years
later made the first location in the Globe mining district, were
members of this party, the claims they located were called the
Globe and the Globe Ledge, and are now important components
of the Old Dominion group, and allow me to remark right here
that the Old Dominion Mine, which has been operating in a
large way for nearly fifty years, has more copper ore in sight
today than at any time in its history. Sieber first entered
United States employ in July, 1871, scouting under General
Stoneman, and in November, 1872, was employed as a scout at
Camp Hualpai. Under date of September 24, 1872, Captain
Mason, Fifth Cavalry, reports the jumping of four hostile
Apache-Navajo camps, in which raid forty warriors were killed
and many more wounded, also, eight women and ten children
were captured. Hualapai scouts were used in this raid and
they rendered splendid service. Mason in his report says :
"Guide Seiber did excellent service." In 1873 Sieber was sent
to Fort Verde in active charge of a large body of Apache scouts.
In the winter of 1873, seemingly all of the Indians of Arizona
were on the war-path and Sieber was everywhere, fighting constantly. He would often be in the field for weeks, the only
white man, with from thirty to one hundred scouts, and in those
days they neither asked nor gave quarter. Arizona in those
days was a veritible paradise according to Sieber. Along the
river bottoms the grasses were so tall that a man riding through
them on horseback would be concealed. Also, in the fastness
of the White Mountains he has seen flocks or bands of wild
turkeys that he estimated contained ten thousand birds. He had
killed gobblers weighing up to forty pounds from which only
the breasts were taken and made into "jerky."
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In a day's march across the country he told that his scouts
had killed as many as eighty deer. In those days and up to
1887, all scouting by Indians was done on foot. Sieber was a
keen observer and soon became a good judge of Indian character. He quickly gained their confidence and respect by treating them absolutely fair and giving them exact justice, never
deceiving them in any way. He would fight and whip them today and enlist them as scouts tomorrow and when so enlisted by
him they proved faithful in almost every instance. In all of
Sieber's scouting he kept one eye open for promising mineral
outcrops. Quoting Sharlot Hall in "Out West" for July, 1906,
re the discovery of the Great United Verde Copper : "Once,
when the Tontos came as usual to the place of the 'Bitter
Water,' a white man came with them, Al Sieber, Chief of Scouts,
under General Crook. Far below the present mine the little
stream passed over a ledge of lime rock and had built up through
uncounted ages a rich deposit of copper ; to this Sieber came
again with George B. Kell and made a location, calling it the
Copper-Queen, and here long after a quantity of rich ore was
taken out.
"Sieber and Kell and George Hull were probably the first
prospectors to follow the little thread of colored water to the
cliff rimmed peak."
Sieber told me personally that he had located the first mineral claim in the United Verde District. In 1878, while following and fighting the Del Shay bunch of Tontos in the Sierra
Ancha Mountains, Sieber discovered a promising lead which,
with several other government employees, he located, and he retained his interest in this property until his death twenty-nine
years later. I became interested in this property with Sieber
in 1888, and many of the happiest days of my life were spent in
Del Shay with Sieber, while doing the assessment work on this
property.
Deer were usually plentiful there and we kept about three
hanging in a tree for our meat supply. The little basin was well
watered and timbered and being five thousand feet high was
usually cool and delightful. One day while trailing a wounded
deer I followed him, onto a rocky hilltop where I found many
rock breastworks, and asking Sieber about them he explained
that the Del Shay band of Apaches who lived there practically
never surrendered, but fought day by day until they were pretty
much exterminated ; he explained that there were many breastworks like that all over that district, and when the Indians were
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driven from one lot they would retreat to another and continue
to fight. Sieber said he had one scout in those days, John
Daisy, who was able to trail by night, and when it was f elt or
suspicioned that they were nearing a hostile camp, one or two
scouts would hold a woolen blanket in front of and partially
around John Daisy while he lighted matches and continued
trailing until the trail indicated they were close to the Indians,
then they would lie down quietly until the first streak of dawn
when they would jump the hostile camp again and continue this
until all were killed or captured. On one occasion while doing
our work in Del Shay, we had a Globe miner named Joe Heinrich employed. One day while deer hunting I saw one lone
sheep ranging with a bunch of cattle. I quickly killed and
dressed him and huno. him in a tree to stiffen and went to camp
with the liver and told the boys of the nice deer I had killed.
I carried the sheep into camp next morning and made up my
mind to fool the boys if possible, and make them think it was a
deer. We lived on this animal for ten days and enjoyed it immensely; then I though it time to pull the joke, so I went out
and brought in the sheep 's head and showed it to them.
Sieber was adroit, and immediately exclaimed : I
knew it was a sheep as soon as I looked at it." Heinrich ad,
mitted he was completely fooled. Next year we had another
Globe miner, George Bowen, with us. We usually carried our
rifles to and from work and it was Sieber's custom to leave the
mine a little ahead of us in order to start the supper. One day
while traveling the half mile to our camp, Sieber killed a deer
beside the trail, and propping it up in the brush by the trail he
went on to camp. In a short time Bowen came along, saw the
deer, fired one, two, three shots at it, and when it did not move
he went up to see why and found it already dead.
Sieber and I were bunkies in that camp in every sense of
the word, our only shelter being a wagon-sheet hung over a rope
that was stretched between two trees, the upper end was against
a large rock which protected our heads, while the other end was
wide open.
We bunked on the ground with a good cushion of small
cedar boughs serving as a mattress. Sieber was superb as a
camp cook and as neat as any woman, as well as being fastidious
in his tastes. Eating Sieber 's cooking was a rare privilege.
During Sieber 's campaigns against various tribes—the
Hualapias, Chemehuevis, Yumas, Mojaves, Tontos, San Carlos,
White Mountains, Chiricahuas—all had their inning and all
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were whipped and brought in. This covered a period of twenty
years of almost constant warfare. Those who accompanied Sieber on a number of his campaigns credit him, personally, with
having killed fifty Indians in actual combat. He was tireless
and fearless, and always led his men. The Indians were firmly
of the opinion that he bore a charmed life, for in the hundreds
of battles in which he engaged he received twenty-eight bullet
and arrow wounds, yet he was able to carry on. The Indians
knew him as the "Iron Man," tireless and unbending. At the
time of the revolt of the scouts at the Cibicu in 1881, Sieber
and his scouts were soon on the ground, and they trailed down
a pack-mule, loaded with rifle ammunition, that had strayed
away from the soldier command when the fighting commenced. They also captured the scouts that took part, three of
whom were hanged at Fort Grant after being tried and convicted
by courtmartial there. The names of the scouts who were
hanged are Skippy, Dandy Jim and Dead Shot. In July, 1882,
there was an outbreak at San Carlos in which Chief of Scouts
Colvig and two of his Indian scouts were killed. These Indians
went north through the Sierra Anchas and up past Spring
Creek and the Houdan and killed Sigsbee and Houdan, both
ranchers of Northern Gila County. Sieber and his scouts left
Camp Verde with Capt. Chaffee 's Gray Horse Troop and overtook these Indians at Chevalons Fork, a deep gorge, where the
hostiles lay in ambush for the soldier command The sharp eyes
of Sieber and his scouts discovered the ambush in time to save
the soldiers. Additional troops of cavalry, and eight Indian
scouts from Fort Apache joined Chaffee there and fighting continued all day. The hostiles were well concealed in the canyon;
torrential rain fell during progress of the fight and the Indians
escaped in the night leaving sixteen of their number dead on the
field. One of the scouts from Camp Verde, Chief Smiley's
brother, was killed. One soldier was killed and several were
wounded.
Chief Smiley, now of Camp Verde, was Sieber 's first
sergeant of scouts in this fight and he has given me some interesting side-lights on it. He said that during this fight Sieber
picked out and shot three Indians who were so well concealed
in the brush that none of his companions could see them until
they were hit and fell. All of this occurred within a few minutes; it is not known how many others fell by his hand during
the day. At one time at San Carlos an Indian scout named
Charlie, wishing to marry a woman of another tribe, bargained
with her relatives, paid the price for her in horses and other
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things of value, and took her to his tepee. After a few days she
returned to her people and refused to return to her husband.
The new husband felt injured and went to the relatives and demanded that the wife return to him or that the purchase price
be refunded. No attention was paid to his demand, so he killed
the wife. He was arrested and tried by an Indian jury, before
an Indian judge, as was the custom in those days. They returned a verdict to the effect that the prisoner was to be turned
over to the Indians of the tribe to which his wife had belonged for
punishment. Charley appealed to Sieber saying he expected to
die and was willing to be shot or hanged, but begged that they
not be allowed to torture him When the Indians appeared at
the guard-house asking for Charley, Sieber inquired what they
were going to do to him, and they replied that they intended
punishing him in their own way, which meant torture.
Sieber informed them that they could have him to either
shoot or hang but not to torture, and they finally compromised
by leaving him up to Sieber to be put out of the way. Sieber
balked at this but sent word to Bill Duclin to get a four-mule
spring-wagon, a pick and shovel and report at the guard-house ;
he also ordered two scouts to report, equipped and mounted.
On arrival at the guard-house, the prisoner was loaded in and
the party started toward Ft. Thomas. As they drove along
Sieber and Charley kept up a running talk of events that had
occurred in the near-by mountains.
And when Charley was particularly interested and smiling
there was a loud report, a dead Apache, a grave dug by the
mountainside and the matter was closed.
During the strenuous Apache campaigns Sieber and the
scouts were constantly in the field, and when with troops were
frequently a day in advance. On a trip into Mexico in 1886
with Capt. Crawford, 150 scouts and 40 soldiers, Sieber killed
and dressed a bear, and catching one of the pack-mules attached
to the pack-train accompanying the outfit, tied the wet and
bleeding skin thereon and turned the mule loose. Terrified by
the smell the pack-mule ran amuck directly among the mules of
the long pack-train, scattering them in all directions. By the
time they had caught the terrified mule, thirty mules had bucked
off their packs.
A little later in this campaign, as the Indians remaining at
San Carlos were getting restless, Sieber was relieved of duty in
the field and returned to San Carlos where he might have a
calming effect on the dissatisfied ones. Machokay, a tried and
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true White Mountain scout, told me of these experiences concerning Sieber : "I was in the command with General Crook,
Captains Chaffee and Crawford and 100 scouts under Al Sieber.
This was in 1882. We were crossing the Mexican line en route
to the Sierra Madre Mountains. Al Sieber sent me ahead with
fifty scouts to try to cut the hostile trail and locate them.
Sergeant Pasalau, a San Carlos Indian, and I were scouting together when we saw two Chiricahua bucks driving sixteen
ponies. We crept up on them and I grabbed at the reins of one
but missed ; he whirled his horse around and drew his revolver
when I fired and killed him. The man Pasalau was after escaped although fired at. (Pasalau appears again in this article
as one of the Kid's band. Editor.) The command I was with
soon captured Geronimo and his band and marched them back
to San Carlos, finally locating them on Turkey Creek near Ft.
Apache. When captured, we found they were holding five
Mexican women captives. These captives were taken to Tucson
and turned over to the Mexican Consul who returned them to
their people in Mexico. The poor creatures were frantic with
joy when they beheld American soldiers. They were almost devoid of clothing when found and the soldiers had _a great time
rustling underwear and other garments for them out of their
meager supply." Machokay continuing, says : "As I had been
in the field about a year on this campaign, I dropped out on
arrival at San Carlos and was out for over a year, but enlisted
again on Geronimo's 1885 outbreak and went to the Sierra
Madre Mountains of Mexico with 100 scouts, under Captain
Dorst, Fourth Cavalry. Captain Crawford was ahead of us with
100 White Mountain scouts. I was sent out to the high mountain points with fifteen scouts to try to locate the hostiles. It
was winter and intensely cold ; we frequently had icicles hanging to our hair. While on this duty, we received word that
Capt. Crawford had been killed by Mexican troops, and in about
a week his command, now under Lieut. Maus, joined us, and as
our enlistments were expiring we were marched into San Carlos
and discharged. On account of the hard service we had undergone our clothing was in tatters and our moccasins were worn
out.
"Sieber wished me to re-enlist at once, and offered me the
first sergeancy if I would do so, but wishing to rest awhile I declined, and Sieber made the Apache Kid first sergeant instead.
This enlistment of the Kid as first sergeant possibly had a great
bearing on Sieber 's future life. I soon re-enlisted and served
about four more enlistments at San Carlos under Sieber."
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Geronimo 's final surrender was accomplished shortly afterward and that chieftain with his band was shipped to Florida
in September, 1886. During all of this time the Kid continued
as first sergeant of scouts. blle was the son of Toga-de-chuz,
old chief of the San Carlos tribe who lived a short distance up
the Gila River.
In 1887 Toga-de-chuz gave a big dance which was attended
by Indians from far and wide. Apache liquor, Tis-win, was
plentiful, and most all of the Indians became very much intoxicated. In the morning it was discovered that Toga-de-chuz had
been murdered, stabbed in the heart. Suspicion pointed to Rip,
an old Indian with whom Toga-de-chuz had had trouble, and
this suspicion was supported by some evidence. Kid as the oldest son according to Indian custom was supposed to take up
the fight and exact an eye for an eye. Not long after this Sieber
sent the Kid with two scouts to arrest Rip and bring him in.
Rip, fearing a trap, resisted, and the Kid killed him. Instead of
riding in and reporting to Sieber as he should, he went to his
camp and got drunk and finally sent Sieber word that he wished
to see him. Sieber sent him back word to come in, and the Kid
with four scouts, all mounted and armed, came riding single file
up to Sieber 's tent. Captain Pierce, Indian agent and commanding officer, and a good man, was with Sieber and told Sieber to disarm the Indians and confine them. Sieber ordered them
to dismount, then he told the Kid to get their guns and belts,
including his own, and hand them over. This he did. They
were all ordered to report to the guard-house. The Kid started
to obey when somebody in the surrounding throng discharged
a gun; then h—1 broke loose and firing became general. Sieber
rushed to his tent, grabbed his rifle and was just raising it to
fire when a 45-70 bullet crashed his ankle bone and this wound
kept him on his back for nearly a year. Bystanders say that the
Kid did not fire a shot, but he ran away with eight or ten men.
They crossed the San Pedro River, going near Bisbee then into
the Whetstone Mountains, killing two men, Deihl and Grace.
From the Whetstones the Indians expected to go to Mexico, but
looking down into the valley below they could see Capt. Lawton's cavalry command blocking their way and waiting for
them, so they turned back towards San Carlos, but before
reaching that point Lieut. Carter Johnson had cut their trail
and run them into that agency, where they soon surrendered.
These Indians being scouts were tried by courtmartial and sentenced to serve time at Leavenworth. Shortly after this the
legality of their trial was questioned, the presumption being
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that they should have been tried in the territorial courts. Subsequently all of these Indians and a number of others whom this
ruling affected were turned loose and sent back to San Carlos.
I well remember the day they returned to San Carlos. There
were about a dozen of them brought in by wagons. Company
E of the 24th Infantry had a brass band and it met them at the
Gila River, and to the strains of martial music they marched
into the agency and reported to the agent. Then they dispersed
to their camps. Shortly after their arrival proceedings were
started to have them re-arrested and tried by local courts, and
the Indians being suspicious of this avoided coming around
the agency.
They finally appealed to Agent Bullis for rations, and the
agent told them to come the next afternoon and ration tickets
would be issued them. The Indian agent's office was within a
walled enclosure and the next day the Indians appeared and
entered through the sally port. A troop of cavalry that was
drilling nearby rushed up with drawn revolvers and arrested
them. They were taken to Globe, tried, convicted and sentenced
to serve long terms in the territorial penitentiary at Yuma.
The tragic story of the murder by their prisoners of Sheriff
Reynolds and his deputy, Holmes, and the wounding of Jean
Middleton, the stage driver, is told in this issue by Mrs. Knox.
Middleton owed his life to the fact that, though badly
wounded, he had the presence of mind to "play dead" when the
Indians gathered around him, after having killed the officers,
in order to make sure that he was dead. One of the Apaches
was going to shoot him again, but the Kid advised him to save
his ammunition, assuring him that Middleton was dead. The
murderers went up the Gila River to the San Pedro, where a
Mrs. Cunningham, living on the banks of the latter stream, saw
them passing and received a stroke from which she died within
the hour. The Indians alternately waded the river and walked
OIL the rocks, leaving no trail for the scouts to follow. One of
their number, who was lame and had difficulty in keeping up,
had a rock dropped on his head as he was drinking out of a running stream, and his troubles were over.
Captain John L. Bullis, 24th Infantry, was the new Indian
agent at San Carlos. He came from duty on the Texas frontier,
where, it was said, he commanded the half-breed Seminole
scouts.
Captain B allis started in with an ambitious policy of road
building, all work to be done by Indian prisoners without com-
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pensation, and if there were no prisoners, a system of espionage
and tattling was encouraged, and on the unsupported word of
any Indian, various Indians would be arrested and sentenced
without the formality of trial or permitting the prisoner to know
who his accusers were. This system kept the guard-house full
and the road gangs working, but it greatly damaged the morale
of the Apaches and in my opinion set them back many years.
This was the general condition of the reservation Indians about
the time this outbreak occurred, and it is needless to say that
the great body of the Apaches sympathized with the outlawed Indians and gave them aid and comfort whenever possible to do
so without detection.
The Kid was accused of so many crimes against both whites
and Indians that in 1887 the territorial legislature offered
$5000 reward for the Apache Kid, dead or alive." This reward was withdrawn in 1894 without any claimants. Sieber was
also provided with a secret service fund by the government to
aid in the capture of these Indians. Occasionally Sieber would
be wakened during the night by a visitor who would tell him to
send his scouts to some certain spot in the morning where they
would find the body of a certain Indian, one of the Kid's band,
and on confirming this, Sieber would pay the reward as promised. In this way perished four of these Indians, one at a time
and in widely different localities.
One day, near Ft. Apache, a bunch of White Mountain Indians were indulging in a tiswin drunk with the usual result.
Two Indians, Josh and Nosey, murdered another of their band
and took to the hills, realizing that they were murderers and
might be hanged. Both of these Indians were well known and
had good records as scouts, so Sieber hastened to get in communication with them with the proposition that if they would
assist him in cleaning up the Kid's bunch he in turn would endeavor to procure their pardon, so from that time on Josh and
Nosey were searching for those Indians as well as dodging the
authorities. Finally they met up with Pasalau and Sayes, two
of the Kid's best men, and they went into conference, with the
result that the four joined forces, on the presumption that four
desperate men were safer than two. Pasalau and Sayes were
somewhat suspicious and watchful of their new allies, and to use
a slang phrase, they slept with one eye open as they were San
Carlos Apaches and Nosey and Josh were White Mountains.
After several days of waiting Josh and Nosey saw their chance
and took it, and when the smoke of battle had rolled away Pasalau was dead and Sayes had escaped, but with several bullets
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in his body. Josh and Nosey quickly severed Pasalau's head
and carried it to Sieber, who kept his word and had them par.
doned, then enlisted them as scouts. In a few days' time Sayes,
delirious from his wounds, went down to the river for water and
was seen by the other Apaches who quickly sent word to Sieber.
Scouts were soon on the ground ; Sayes was arrested and made
a wild ride, followed by ten scouts, at full speed to Sieber 's door.
Sayes was sent to Yuma to serve out his sentence and died
in prison.
All of these Indians had been killed now or captured, with
the exception of the Kid himself. Several army officers had
been given roving commissions in order to devote all of their
time to the capture of the Kid ; they were given a free rein in
every way ; could pick their scouts, soldiers, packers and packmules, and could exchange them for others any time they considered it necessary, but even this did not bring results.
The Kid continued active, raiding against the Indians as
much as against the whites, trusting no one, white or Indian ;
stealing comely Indian women and taking them to the wilds of
the mountains of Mexico, sometimes keeping them away for
months at a time, but not killing any of them as is often told.
He would return them to the camp from which they were stolen,
and in a few days would steal another woman, one or even one
hundred miles away. During the heat of this pursuit the Tonto
Indians gave a big dance down the Gila River near where the
great Coolidge Dam is now built.
Morris Belknap, well known as a participant in the Pleasant Valley War on the Tewksbury side, my brother Al, of Miami, and myself rode down after dark to see what was doing.
The Indians knew us well and welcomed us warmly. About
midnight we had untied our horses and were going home when
a bunch of Indians came out and in a friendly way took the
ropes out of our hands, tied our horses and insisted on our staying longer ; at two o'clock they repeated this performance, but we
went home at three a. m. despite their protests. The reason for
this was disclosed next day when the Kid stole a woman from
this camp. The Indians figured that our presence lent them
moral support. This Indian woman took her son and daughter
out to dig mescal, and along toward four in the afternoon the
Kid walked up on them ; he and the woman greeted each other
warmly and after a few minutes talk the Kid told the children
to go home and tell their father that the Kid had taken their
mother to Mexico, and that it would be no use to try to catch
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them as they were going to fly from there, also to tell the Indian
agent the same, also, that on the previous day when the scouts
of the roving commission command were hunting him, Josh
passed so close that he could have reached out and touched him ;
also, that he attended the dance the night before and saw us
three whites there, calling us by name. Well, the scouts tried
their best to trail them but without result, and from that day
to this, to the best of my knowledge, the Kid has never been
heard from.
Several Indian women who had made the trip with the Kid
claim that he told them that whenever he could find a woman
who suited him and whom he suited, they would go to the Sierra
Madre Mountains in Mexico and never return, and among the
Indians it is believed this is what happened.
On one occasion an Indian woman came into a little store
at Mammoth, Pinal County, made some small purchases and
tendered a twenty-dollar gold piece in payment. This was repeated several times that day, a new gold piece being tendered
in payment of each purchase. This aroused the merchant's suspicion and the woman was arrested and held, and information
asked of the Indian agent, who immediately sent scouts to investigate the matter.
It was found that she was the last woman the Kid had stolen
and her purpose was to get a lot of small change. The Kid was
in hiding nearby. They took her to San Carlos where she admitted a strong liking for the Kid and wished to rejoin him, so
they kept her under guard for some time. Finally they induced
her to lead a scoutinc party to the Kid's haunts in Mexico, but
b
the Kid was up on the reservation stealwhen they reached there
ing another squaw, whom he took on a tour, but he brought her
back to the camp around midnight one night where his favorite,
that had been captured at Mammoth, lived. He released the
squaw he had j instructed her to send the other squaw out. But
the latter was still being watched, and the scouts were soon notified and down came the troop of scouts, reinforced by a troop of
cavalry. They surrounded the Indian village, with the Kid
within their lines, but the Kid, a master strategist, fell in with
the enclosing circle until he saw his chance to slip away in the
darkness.
About this time an old experienced scout came to me and
told me if I would get a couple of horses, rifles, ammunition and
necessary equipment for about a ten-day trip and go with him,
we would get the Kid. I was cautioned not to breathe it to a
,
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soul. It was a very alluring idea ; everybody was trying to get
the Kid, sheriffs, marshals, scouts, soldiers—and had been for
years. Besides the fame this would bring me there was the
monetary consideration of "$5000, dead or alive." I decided
to go.
I felt that I must tell Sieber, who showed great astonishment and asked me very seriously : "Did tell you
this ?" "Yes," I answered. "Well, if he told you that, he will
do it ; he is the bravest Indian I ever saw, but why should you
do this ? Did the Kid ever harm you? Are you an officer Are
you employed to run down criminals ? Do you want blood on
your hands? Do you wish to kill a man for money ? Take my
advice and leave it alone." Sieber's earnestness and the stress
he put on the blood-money angle made it look different and I
told my Indian friend I had changed my mind and would not
go, and the trip was never made.
The feeling among the Apaches rather increased and soon
the big chief, Es-kim-in-zin, and some of his band were arrested on suspicion of aiding and abetting the Kid, and they
were sent to Ft. Union, New Mexico, as prisoners of war. In a
few days another Big Chief, Chil-chu-ana, was also arrested on
the same charge and sent to Fort Grant.
Chil-chu-ana was actually the largest and fattest Indian
on the reservation, but in reality he was quite athletic. He
worked on the sympathy of the post surgeon, claiming he needed
exercise, and the sergeant of the guard was ordered to allow him
a little freedom under the eyes of the sentry. Everything was
lovely for a few evenings, but just as the shadows were falling
one evening, Chil-chu-ana beat it for the brush ; the sentry fired,
missing him, and the alarm was given and the whole garrison
was ordered out, as well as the garrisons and scouts at San
Carlos and Ft. Thomas. All were thrown in the rough country
between Ft. Grant and San Carlos to prevent Chil-chu-ana from
reaching the reservation.
In a couple of days Chil-chu-ana was known to be near San
Carlos, where he had joined several Indians who had fortified
a bluff overlooking the San Carlos River, below where Rice now
stands. The Indians were desperately in need of guns and within a few days a freighter hauling to Globe passed Gilson's Well,
displaying a rifle hung on the front of his wagon. Two Apaches
rode up and shot the freighter, and taking the rifle and ammunition joined Chil-chu-ana in the rifle pits.
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These fortified Indians conducted themselves with confidence, and woyld hold mock drills and cut-up generally. The
freight road passed within easy rifle-shot, but all went on as
usual unless someone showed up with a gun and then they were
out of luck. To clean out this nest without heavy loss of life,
strategy had to be employed. Twenty scouts were ordered to
report fully equipped for a five-day trip, pack-mules loaded
with five days' rations were taken, and the outfit under Sieber
made a hurried departure toward the south. A couple of hours
later Troop F, 10th Cavalry, Gray Horse outfit under Lieut.
Dade, was ordered to load the four-pound Hotchkiss gun on a
pack-mule and make a demonstration against the rifle pits from
the river side.
The lieutenant, following instructions, deployed his troop
and fired a couple of shots from the cannon. All the Indians
were set to repel a charge, when to their great surprise, Sieber
with his twenty scouts burst among them from the rear. The
hostiles were completely surprised and retreated firing. One of
them was killed, and two badly wounded and the rest surrendered, including Chil-chu-ana.
Although Sieber was able to converse fluently in the Apache
tongue, he always required an interpreter in giving orders and
when I questioned him regarding this he said he did not want
any misunderstanding ; that a number of lives had been lost and
he wanted a witness as to what his orders were. I have always
believed that there was a misunderstanding that started the Kid
on the wrong trail. I joined Sieber on several trips, just he
and I alone, when he went out to meet the Kid and induce him
to surrender, with the understanding that the $5000 reward
would all be used in procuring him a pardon. We sat out under
the stars a number of nights expecting him, and although he
hovered near, he never met us. This was near the camp of an
Indian, a mutual friend, who was our go-between.
Sieber worried a lot over what he considered the unjust way
in which the Apaches were being treated, and he hated to order
his scouts to round up Indians on charges he thought were
trumped up, and a coolness sprung up between him and Pullis
and finally an open break, in which Sieber told the captain just
what he thought of him. The result was that Sieber, after having given twenty years of his life, and in which service he had
been crippled for life, was compelled to leave the reservation
with only a few hours' notice. He went to Globe in 1892 and
made that town his headquarters until his death at Roosevelt
fifteen years later.
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It was up to Sieber to adjust himself to new conditions.
Besides his interest in the gold claims in Del Shay Basin, he
had an interest in some copper claims on Pinto Creek which
brought him in a few hundred dollars. He put in his time doing assessment and other work whenever procurable, and at
times the outlook was none too cheerful. He was finally put in
charge of a gang of Apaches building a road toward Payson
above the high water line of Roosevelt Lake. While engaged in
this work they were endeavoring to remove a great boulder from
the right-of-way. Several Indians were undermining it with
pick and shovel and Sieber noticed it starting to move and in his
anxiety to save the Indians he hesitated to save himself until
too late, and was crushed to death. This was on February 19,
1907. The Apache Indians all over Arizona mourned his loss
sincerely ; there was weeping among the older Indians from San
Carlos to Ft. Apache, and to this day if you show any of the
older Indians a picture of Al Sieber they look on it with awe
and reverence.
Sieber 's body was taken to Globe where it was buried in
the G. A. R. Plot, the local lodges of the G. A. R. and W. R. C.
in charge.
While his body was lying in state in Globe the G. A. R. flag,
a beautiful silken banner, with long golden tassels, was folded
and laid on his breast and was buried with him, a fitting tribute
to a man who had given twenty-four years of the best part of his
life in active service beneath its starry folds.
The territorial legislature of 1907 passed the following resolution which was submitted by Geo. W. P. Hunt and adopted
by a unanimous rising vote : "Mr. President : I desire to offer
the following resolution : It has been learned that the slip of a
cliff of rocks on the road now building at the Tonto storage
Reservoir resulted yesterday in the death of Al Sieber, late chief
of scouts under General Crook, and for thirty years one of the
bravest and most efficient servants of Arizona in her Apache
wars. He was one of the bravest scouts ever enlisted and his
counsel and advice did much to settle the long war with the
Indians
"He held to the day of his death the respect of every Indian who had ever fought with him or against him, and the respect and regard of every man or woman to whom he was known.
The full measure of his service to Arizona is a story that will
never be told for it is known to no one person, but his name will
live as long as we have a history and as long as brave deeds are
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This monument marks the place where Al Sieber was killed near Roosevelt, Arizona.
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cherished in the memory of man ; I therefore move you that
when we now adjourn we do so with expressions of respect for
this brave man now at rest, and out of respect to his memory,
and that such expressions of respect be embodied in the minutes
of this council."
The council then stood adjourned out of respect to the
memory of the late Al Sieber.

In Session Laws of the 24th Legislative Assembly of the
Territory of Arizona 1907, Sub-division 26, page 280, Laws of
Arizona, appears the following : "The sum of $100, or so much
thereof as may be necessary to mark the grave of Al Sieber, said
sum to be expended by the board of control." Under the provisions of this bill a very fine monument, hewed from native
stone and properly marked, stands at the head of his grave.
Sieber bears the distinction of having had two splendid
monuments erected in his honor, the one just described as being
erected by the territory over his grave in the Globe cemetery,
and the other erected as a labor of love by his fellow employees of
the Roosevelt Dam on the site where the accident occurred which
took his life. The latter monument is on the right-hand side of
the Payson road, about one mile north of the Apache Inn, and
is shown in the accompanying illustration.
No attempt has been made to relate in detail his many activities; this is just a bare outline. In 1877, while he was passing through Wickenburg with his scouts, southward bound, he
was joined by Ed Schieffelin. They traveled together as far as
the Mule Mountains, where Schieffelin stopped to prospect. Returning that way in a short time Sieber looked Schieffelin up
and warned him of the danger he was in from Indians, remarking: "If you don't look out you will find your Tombstone." By
some it is claimed that this is how Tombstone got its name. In
1897, while serving as deputy sheriff under me in Gila County,
Sieber rendered splendid service on a number of occasions.
In military annals very little publicity is given Sieber for
his outstanding accomplishments. You will read in many reports
of how certain officers with their commands jumped such and
such a bunch of hostiles, practically wiping them out, but it
doesn't mention the part that Sieber and his scouts played in
these many engagements, most likely doing all of the fighting, as
they were always far in the lead. In 1883, when a large band
of Chiricahua Apaches broke out from San Carlos, killing Chief
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of Scouts Sterling and one of his men, and taking Sterling 's
moccasins and fine saddle blanket, Sieber took their trail into
Mexico until he killed the man wearing this pair of moccasins
and blanket and recovered them.
Al Sieber was never married, and so far as known never
had any affairs of the heart. He was a great admirer of and
reverenced good women. He was a lover of his fellowman and
he dealt fairly and squarely with every individual, regardless
of race or color. The lonely ranchers and prospectors of the
wide open spaces knew and loved him best, for he was ever alert
and active in their welfare and protection.
During his service of over twenty-one years with Indian
scouts in Arizona, he served under Generals Stoneman, Miles,
Krantz, Wilcox and Grierson, and twice under the great Indian
fighter, Gen. Geo. Crook, and was universally alluded to as
the greatest scout and Indian fighter of the Southwest.
Many attempts were made during this period to saddle him
with an honorary title but he would not allow it. Neither was
he ever called by a nickname, but was always alluded to as
"Sieber" by whites and Indians alike, although the Indians
likened him to the "Iron Man."
The Prescott Chamber of Commerce furnished the cut "Indian Scouts at San Carlos."
Col. J. H. McClintock furnished all the other cuts.

Courtesy Los Angeles Publie Library

THE APACHE KID

THE ESCAPE OF THE APACHE KID

77

THE ESCAPE OF THE APACHE KID
November 2, 1889
(By MERTICE BUCK KNOX, Kelvin, Arizona.)
The old Stage Station at Riverside, on the south side of the
Gila, across from and a little above Ray Junction, was a center
for several converging stage lines. There was a corral where
horses were kept to rest and to replace those jaded by long hauls
of heavy stages. There was a good blacksmith shop for shoeing
the stage horses and repairing vehicles. There was an inn of
sorts and a post office.
One building still remains in a fairly good state of preservation, as shown in the illustration. This is visible to travelers on
the highway to Winkelman, or on railroad trains But one who
wishes to see it closely must ford the river, as the old road on the
south bank is almost obliterated. This was once a main traveled
road from Benson, on the Southern Pacific, through Mammoth
and Dudleyville to Riverside, an all-night stop. A connecting
route started from Riverside and went to Florence, 32 miles
distant, then across to Casa Grande on the Southern Pacific.
These two stages connected at Riverside with the daily one from
Globe, some 42 miles up in the mountains, the river being forded
near Riverside. In the foothills a few miles across the river,
was a good spring. At this place called Cane Spring a woman
bandit named Pearl Hart was, it is said, the leading spirit in a
scheme to rob one of the stages in which a Globe gambler named
Neal was expected to travel, carrying a roll of three or four hundred dollars. This is a familiar story and needs no re-telling
here.
There is so much that is interesting in regard to the old
stage-coach days and the travel over those elementary roads that
many pages might be devoted to a recounting of the experiences
of drivers and travelers. Mail stages were supposed to ford no
stream in which the water was more than eighteen inches deep.
At Riverside there was a strong cable crossing the Gila, and if
the water was high a crate carrying mail was transported across
on this cable. The crate was large, and strong enough to carry
any passenger intrepid enough to travel in it. If on the Riverside bank, he could stay at the Stage Station until the water
went down, but if on the other bank he was out of luck, as he
had to cross by crate or return over the wet, muddy, slippery
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roads to Globe. Mat Davis of Ray, for years a driver of the
stage to Dudleyville and Mammoth (with connections for Benson, a route of 105 miles), often stopped to chat with an old
Apache by name of El Capitan Chiquito, sometimes mentioned
as a friend of the Apache Kid. Capitan told Mr. Davis that he
had served five years in the territorial prison for the murder of
one Augustine Lopez, who was really killed by the Apache Kid
in a fight subsequent to the latter 's escape, November 2, 1889.
Riverside was the overnight stop of the daily stage of November 1, 1889, driven by Eugene Middleton. This stage carried
the Apache Kid, other Apache prisoners, a Mexican prisoner,
and a deputy sheriff from Globe, W. A. Holmes, known as
"Hunky Dory." Sheriff Reynolds accompanied the stage on
horseback. When Riverside was reached his horse was so tired
after 42 miles of bad roads that he left him at Riverside the next
morning and traveled in the stage. It is said that the sheriff had
been criticized for using too many deputies ; spending too much
county money in transporting prisoners, so he took only Holmes
on this trip. Then, too, a deputy he had been depending on was ill
and could not work that day. He had no very adequate irons with
which to confine the prisoners, and there is conflicting evidence
as to how they were confined. Not all were shackled at any rate.
There are a number of people still living in the locality who
lived near here at that time, and the state historian has asked me
to get any bits of information they might have in regard to the
stop at Riverside, and the start the next day which ended so
tragically. The man in charge of the horse corral at the station
was a young fellow named Jack Branaman who had known the
Apache Kid for years, for he was in Globe when the Indian boy
first started to work as orderly for Al Sieber. The Kid had also
worked on the Branaman ranch a few miles up the river, and for
another rancher named Swingle. Mr. Branaman says the prisoners may have had some chance to talk with each other in
Apache, but he does not think the escape was planned at Riverside, at least not in detail.
William Sparks in his excellent story of the Apache Kid,
recently published, gives the account of the circumstances which
led up to the trial of the Kid and other young Apaches for mutiny. In the trouble, which seems to have been caused primarily
by too much " tulipie," Al Sieber was shot in the leg and lamed.
This shooting was blamed on the Kid, whom he had befriended
and trusted, and although some others said another Indian
named Curley had fired the shot, Sieber always laid it to the
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Kid, and as we say now, "had it in for him." These young Indians were given a long sentence in a federal penitentiary for the
crime of mutiny, but long-distance influence at Washington led
President Cleveland to pardon them. It was an easy matter to
bring another civil charge against them in Gila County, and
they were convicted and sentenced the last of October, 1889, to
seven years in the Yuma penitentiary.
It is probable that both Sheriff Reynolds and the stage
driver, Eugene Middleton, were anxious to get rid of their unruly charges, and they felt that once aboard the train at Casa
Grande the two officers would land them safely inside the prison
walls. So they planned to get a very early start from Riverside,
and were off long before dawn of a cold, raw morning. Both
sheriffs were in the stage, wearing heavy overcoats under which
were buckled holster belts containing their six-shooters.
The accounts of the number and kind of irons used on the
prisoners as mentioned vary considerably ; also, in the earlier
records there is a difference of opinion as to the number of Indian convicts, whether there were seven or eight. However,
there is no question but that to the Apache Kid, at least, the region was familiar, and once free he could soon get to friends.
Knowing every ranch where he could steal food, and every
spring, he could take care of himself while getting to his cronies.
The road over which the clumsy, heavily loaded Concord
coach traveled in the faint light was a very bad one, up and down
steep grades and through sandy washes. The Ripsey Wash,
about a quarter of a mile in width, opens into the Gila about
four miles from Riverside. The old road crossed this, then
climbed the hill through a narrow, crooked ravine some halfmile long, striking at the top what is now the state highway to
Florence. The horses were winded and sweating after struggling through the deep sand of the Ripsey Wash, and when the
hill was reached Middleton suggested that the officers and some
of the prisoners walk up the hill to relieve the horses and get
warmed up.
Most accounts agree that the Apache Kid and two Indians,
Hale and Say-Es, were left in the coach. Sheriff Reynolds
walked some distance behind the stage, then came the Mexican,
Jesus Avott, who did not belong with the Apache group, but was
sentenced to a two-year term for horse stealing. Holmes followed at the end, behind the Indians. Reports vary as to exactly what occurred, but in a few minutes, and long before broad
daylight, the two officers lay dead ; the driver had been left for
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dead, and the Apaches were gone. Old residents say the Indians
stole up on Reynolds and one of them slipped his handcuffed
hands over the officer's head, and got a pistol and a key which
unlocked some of the irons. The officer was hampered by his
overcoat, and stood a poor chance against the Indians when freed
of their handcuffs.
I have been to some pains to identify the spot where the
officers were killed, near the mesquite shown in the photograph,
under which there was formerly a "monument" similar to those
piled up to mark miners' locations ; but heavy rains have carried
down torrents which scattered the stones. Anyone curious to see
the place can easily find it by following down the old Territorial
Road from the state highway, starting about two miles from sign
"Zellwegger Ranch." Notice in the photograph that just above
the tree is a sharp curve in the road.
I quote below the account of the crime as reported in the
next issue of the Arizona Silver Belt, which appeared about a
week after the crime. Mr. Sparks' book corrects some inaccuracies and the driver, Mr. Middleton, made some additions when
sufficiently recovered to do so. But the original account seems
worth preserving in this quarterly as a historical document.
Arizona Silver Belt.
November 9, 1889.
SHERIFF REYNOLDS AND W. A. HOLMES MURDERED
BY INDIAN CONVICTS. EUGENE MIDDLETON
WOUNDED
DETAILS OF TRAGIC AFFRAY
This community was thrown into a state of great excitement
and consternation last Saturday, about noon, by the arrival of
S. C. Saylor with a dreadful report that Sheriff Glen. Reynolds,
of Gila County, and W. A. Holmes, who left Globe on the previous morning with a Mexican and eight Indian convicts, whom
they were conveying to Yuma for incarceration in the territorial prison, had been overpowered and murdered, and Eugene
Middleton badly wounded, by the Apache prisoners. The startling news was accepted as authentic, notwithstanding that it
seemed incredible that such a calamity should have befallen.
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MEN OF KNOWN BRAVERY AND EXPERIENCE.
As were Reynolds and Holmes. A posse composed of Deputy
Sheriff Ryan, Arana, Roberts, Fowler, Parades and Blevins
started almost immediately for the scene of the tragedy, about
four miles west of Riverside. Several versions of the killing, all
differing somewhat in material points, were received, and it is
doubtful if the exact and complete details of the dreadful affair
will be known until the perpetrators of the crime are apprehended and have told their story. The account given by the Mexican, Jesus Avott, in connection with Eugene Middleton's story,
is sufficiently clear and full, however, to leave no doubt that
Reynolds and Holmes were surprised and murdered by six of
their Indian prisoners.
(Next comes a description, unnecessary to give here, of the
start on the morning of the second, and the way the prisoners
were confined.) Then follows the report of
THE REVOLT
The party began the ascent of the wash in the following
order. First the coach driven by Middleton with the Kid and
another Indian on the inside, shackled but not together ; a short
distance behind walked the Mexican, Jesus Avott, and then Rey
nolds; then the Apaches and Holmes in the rear. The distance
between Reynolds and the prisoners immediately behind him,
and between Holmes and those in front of him, has not been
definitely stated but it is presumed that the officers allowed
what they considered to be a safe distance to intervene between
themselves and their treacherous prisoners ; but as they proceeded
the Indians must have stealthily diminished the space separating
them, until within a few feet of the officers, when those behind
Reynolds grappled with him, and at the same time other prisoners turned suddenly upon Holmes and caught him before he
had time to bring his Winchester into play.
-

THE MEXICAN'S ALARM AND FLIGHT
The above were the positions of the officers and their prisoners when the Mexican, hearing the scuffle, turned, and seeing
that the Indians had surprised the officers and being unarmed
himself, he ran forward and shouted to Middleton : "For God's
sake, let me get in, the Indians will kill me." Avott claims that he
was shot at three times. The Kid and his companion with a yell
attempted to get out of the coach, which was then about a hundred yards in front of Reynolds in the murderous grasp of three
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Indians, and Holmes struggling with the other Indians, must
have been fifty feet behind Reynolds as their bodies were found
about that distance apart.
MIDDLETON SHOT.
Middleton turned and made the Kid resume his seat, covering him with his pistol, but the other Indian escaped from the
coach, ran back to the scene of the affray, secured, it is believed,
Reynolds' shot gun, and ran up again on the side of the road
near the coach, and as Middleton leaned out and looked back to
see what the trouble was, he received a shot in the right cheek.
But the bullet passing through his face and neck without striking a bone, came out at the back of the neck, narrowly missing
the vertebrae. It was a close call, and as it was, Middleton was
stunned and fell to the ground and with
RARE PRESENCE OF MIND
lay motionless and limp while the Indians stripped off his
coats and rifled his pockets. They even inspected his wound,
and evidently considering it fatal, left him without inflicting
further injury. The Mexican, horses and coach in the meantime
had passed over the summit and out of sight. The Indian Kid
had jumped from the coach and joined his confederates.
(Next comes a discussion of who shot Middleton, not essential to our narrative.)
The description of Reynolds' wounds follows, also those of
Holmes; who, later reports stated, died of heart disease in the
struggle, and received no wounds. Reynolds was found lying on
his face, his overcoat and gauntlet gloves still on, Holmes also
wearing an overcoat,
ROBBED AS WELL AS MURDERED
The Indians rifled the pockets of their victims, obtaining
from Reynolds his gold watch and chain, valued at over $200,
upwards of $200 in cash and the key belonging to the shackles,
also all the papers on his person. The contents of Holmes'
pockets is not known, but everything he had was taken, also
his hat which was picked up near the trail of the Indians, twelve
miles from the scene of the killing, by the citizens' posse from
Globe ; papers which they had torn up and thrown away were
also found. Eugene Middleton lost two coats, a watch and chain
and other articles. A shot-gun, Winchester, and three sixshooters belonging to the officers were also taken.
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After the murderers had started away one of them came
back and ran down the wash toward Middleton, who feared it
was for the purpose of giving him a finishing shot, but the Indian passed on without molesting him, to where Reynolds lay,
probably to get the key of the shackles which may have been
overlooked in the first search of the dead man's pockets. After
the Indian had disappeared, Middleton, faint and sore,
WALKED BACK TO RIVERSIDE
where he arrived about seven o'clock, and reported the frightful disaster. In the meantime the Mexican, Jesus Avott, had
taken one of the stage horses from the team, which he mounted
and, as he claims, started for Florence with the object of
INFORMING THE AUTHORITIES
of Pinal County of the frightful occurrence.
THE NEWS AT FLORENCE
The horse not accustomed to be ridden, bucked him off
three times, and Avott then tied him up and continued on foot,
and barefooted, to White's Ranch, where he told the story of
the murder, and with the man at the ranch went as rapidly as
horses could carry them to Florence. Sheriff Jerry Fryer, accompanied by Pete Gabriel, Kibbey, Martin, Gilbert and Miller,
lost no time in preparing for their departure from Florence,
and were early at the scene of the killing
FIRST ON THE GROUND
D. H. Snyder and the watchman at the Ray Mine were the
first to reach the scene after the killing. They reported having
found pony tracks on one side of the road and moccasin tracks
on the other ; also a whip-stock with blood stains on it, from
which the lash had been torn. They firmly believed the officers had been ambushed, but there seemed to be no reason to
support such an opinion. The bodies of Reynolds and Holmes
were left where they fell until the afternoon of the day of the
killing, when they were removed to Riverside and an inquest
held by the coroner of Pinal County.

*
PROMPT ACTION OF THE MILITARY
Immediately upon the receipt of the news of the disaster
B. G. Fox telegraphed the meagre information to Capt. L. Johnson, commanding at San Carlos, who with commendable
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promptitude notified every military post in Central and Southern Arizona as quickly as the electric wire could carry the dire
tidings. As a result, within a very brief space of time, detachments of troops, under experienced officers were
IN THE SADDLE
and hurrying in the direction of Riverside, or to points where
the fugitive Indians might possibly be intercepted. Lieutenants
Wilder and Hardeman, with thirty men from Troop G, 4th
Cavalry, and Lieutenant Watson with twenty scouts, left San
Carlos at 3 P. M., Saturday, and moved rapidly toward Riverside. A detachment from Fort Thomas was among the first in
the field. Troops from Fort Grant, Lowell, McDowell, Apache,
and Huachuca were also quickly in the field.
Lieutenants Wilder, Wilson and Hardeman took up the
trail near Cunningham 's Ranch, on the San Pedro, Sunday, and
followed it eight miles beyond Dudleyville, where
THE INDIAN FUGITIVES, HOTLY PRESSED
took to the rocks in the foot-hills of the Saddle Mountains, and,
snow and rain interfering, the trail was lost and the progress of
the troops temporarily hindered. Lieutenant Watson and scouts
are reported to have subsequently trailed three of the Indian
escapes to Kid 's camp on the reservation. Kid and Pash Tan
Tan are reported to have been seen, mounted near the San Carlos River, four miles from the agency, on Sunday afternoon.
Lieutenant Overton and troop from Fort McDowell, reached
Pinal Ranch on Monday, with the view of guarding the passes in
that vicinity. The detachment came to Globe on Wednesday for
instructions, and remained until Thursday morning when they
departed in the direction of McMillen.
After leaving the San Pedro the trails showed that the Indians had separated and up to the present writing they have not
been located.
CITIZENS IN PURSUIT
The combined posses from Globe and Florence were the first
to take up the trail, and starting on Sunday morning, where the
fell deed was committed, they followed it in the various windings to within three miles of Dudleyville, where they were
obliged to abandon the hunt owing to rain which obliterated
the trail, and exhausted, they dispersed. About a mile from
where the tragedy occurred, a pair of blue pants and white
cotton drawers with
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BLOOD STAINS ITON THEM
were found discarded by the Indians, and in a pocket of the
pants, the key of the handcuffs ; papers taken from the pockets
of the officers and torn up were found along the trail, and
about seven miles out, Holmes' hat. A carcass of a steer was
also discovered, a part of which had been taken and some of the
hide stripped and used for foot covering, as evidenced by the
peculiar tracks made by one of the fugitives after leaving the
spot. After giving up the chase, Deputy Sheriff Ryan and
companions returned directly to Globe, arriving home Tuesday
afternoon.
Nathan Brundage of Ray, for years a freight hauler over
this route, was one of the first to travel the road after the shooting. He naturally wondered what had become of the horses and
stage. He found the terrified animals had circled twice around
the place, banging the vehicle nearly to pieces on the rocks before they freed themselves. He says they were no good afterwards for stage hauling. He says he tracked the Kid and the
other Indians and that some, if not all, forded the Gila near
where the shooting occurred. He tracked them to a ford across
the Gila at the bottom of Ripsey Wash, and it is his opinion that
the murderers continued up the north bank of the Gila, and
crossed again miles upstream.
Mr. Brundage spent the night with Middleton at Riverside. Later the driver was taken to Florence and was laid up
for some time there.
Middleton died April 24, 1929. The Arizona Republican
commented thus on his experience with the Apaches : "Middleton, whose early life was one of thrills, owed the past forty
years of his existence to his quick wit and his ability to assume the appearance of a dead man during one of the bloodiest
tragedies ever enacted in this part of Arizona. It was from the
date of that incident that the Apache Kid, notorious renegade
Indian, went on a rampage which spread terror through Arizona
for many years."
The article quoted from the Silver Belt, states that Reynolds
died of heart disease, but it was Holmes whose heart, it is said,
gave out in his terrible struggle with the Apaches, but the
papers reported a gunshot wound through the heart.
As is well known, the other Indians were caught, and their
tragic fate is well known, but the Apache Kid was never apprehended.
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Es-Kim-Min-Zin is said to have given his daughter to the
Kid, but he left her at home and took from time to time some
other Apache girl to carry his camp stuff, cook his food and, in
short, be his slave. This clipping mentions another wife, but
may be inaccurate in regard to El Capitan Chiquito belonging
to the outlaw band.
Tucson, A. T., Sept. 15, 1890.—Forty years ago—A private
dispatch this afternoon to San Carlos announces that Chiquito,
father-in-law of the renegade Indian Kid, has surrendered himself to John Forrester, a white man living at the mouth of the
Arivaipa Canyon. Chiquito was a peaceable Indian until this
spring when he joined the band of renegades under the Kid,
after the murder of Sheriff Reynolds.
Although I was asked to tell what I could find out locally
about the escape of the Kid only, I might add a few words as to
local opinion regarding his fate. Most people here believe that
he died from the effects of shots fired by one "Wallapai" Clark,
whose partner, Diehl, had been an early victim of the Indian.
If so, he was either hidden by his confederates until he died in
some remote retreat, or he escaped to Mexico. Reports of crimes
committed by him continued to come in for years, and occasionally some white man announced he had seen him. Edward
Schuyler, who knew many Apaches, among them one Big Foot,
told me that in September of '93, while prospecting near Fort
Grant, he gave food to Big Foot and the Apache Kid, or so this
Indian proclaimed himself to be.
El Capitan Chiquito believed that the Kid died some time
later from the effects of Clark's shot, but in Mexico, not in
the Arivaipa Canyon as was reported. Be that as it may, reports of murders committed by him in the late 90's are to be
found in old newspaper files. Within the last six or eight years
appeared a sketch of a blanket Indian with a feather head-dress,
purported to be his portrait sketched in Mexico by sôme artistic
traveler who had "discovered" him living in the Sierra Madre
Mountains.
In looking over a collection of clippings in the Munk Library of Arizoniana, in Los Angeles, I found one taken from the
San Francisco Examiner of April 29, 1894. This was a sketch
of a wild mountainous scene which was claimed to be the Apache
Kid's favorite haunt—Sombrero Pass. There is a Sombrero
Butte in the Galiuros near the San Pedro River, which is no
doubt the region meant. Anyone who has wandered through
this wild country is able to credit some of the stories of the Kid
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sustaining himself as an outlaw with these fastnesses as a retreat. If living now, he would be a man about seventy, as he
was fifteen or sixteen when he first went to Globe and began his
career under Al Sieber in 1875.
Perhaps no one figure in Arizona history has aroused as
much speculation as has the Apache Kid, owing to the mystery
surrounding him. That he became an outlaw and a desperate
one, there is no question, but no one man, even having other
criminals at his beck and call, could have committed the diverse
crimes credited to him for years after his escape. His portrait,
as shown herewith, shows more intelligence than many Indian
faces, and he had the resourcefulness due to his long experience
as a scout to aid him And there were no airplanes from which
to look down on his mountain hiding places. Yet it seems that
if he did not die from the wounds inflicted by Clark, he must,
if he remained in this part of the country, have been caught
eventually.
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THE FATE OF THE CLEVENGER

FAMILY
(By JOHN ROBERTS)
It was in March, 1886, that J. W. (old man) Clevenger concluded to sell his little place and stock on the San Pedro and
move his family to Idaho. His family consisted of his wife and
an adopted daughter, Jessie, who was then seventeen years of
age. After reserving one span of horses, harness, wagon, cooking outfit and their bedding, the old man realized twenty-one
hundred and fifty dollars from the sale of his outfit.
On the 14th day of March he left the San Pedro with his
little family and a colored man, John A. Johnson, who was working for him when he sold out. Johnson was to do the chores
around camp and take care of the team for his grub and transportation to Idaho.
When they arrived in Phoenix, Mr. Clevenger concluded to
stop a few days to let the team rest up. They drove to the
Orlando Allen ranch, about two miles out of Phoenix on the
Wickenburg road, and stayed for three days. While in camp at
this place a white man, who knew the colored man, Johnson, fell
in with them. His name was Frank Wilson. He gained the confidence of Mr. Clevenger by telling him he knew the shortest
road to Idaho and would guide them through to their destination for his board and transportation. This was agreed upon.
The trip was made through Wickenburg by way of
Stanton, Peeples Valley, Kirkland Valley, Skull Valley, Tonto
Springs and Williamson Valley. At Williamson Valley, or
Simmons as the post office was called, a small supply of grub
was obtained. From there they went to Ash Fork by way of
Big Chino Valley, thence to Flagstaff by the way of Spring Valley. Jessie Clevenger wanted them to go by the way of Prescott as she wanted to see that little mountain town. The guide,
Wilson, said, "No, there is no use pulling that mountain to
Prescott and going that far out of the way when we have a
direct road and no mountain to climb." This sounded logical
to Mr. Clevenger. Wilson had an object in this. All the time
Johnson and Wilson were having private talks while in camp,
and at other times as they walked along the road ahead of the
team.
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When the outfit arrived at Spring Valley, a few miles from
Flagstaff, Mr. Clevenger concluded to camp a few days to let
the team rest and to do a little repairing on his wagon. The
camp was made at the ranch of Harry Lyons, who will be remembered by all the old timers as a very hospitable rancher of
Spring Valley.
It is quite noticeable that no stops were made on this trip
in any town or thickly settled community ; in fact, those places
were dodged whenever possible. After four days of rest had
allowed the team to graze well, the little outfit made another
start. They stopped long enough at Flagstaff to put in a little
supply of grub, as Johnson or Kanab, Utah, would be the next
place where these supplies could be obtained After leaving
Flagstaff they took the direct road to Lee's Ferry on the Big
Colorado River.
After crossing the Colorado River, Mr. Clevenger got a little
suspicious of the actions of Johnson and Wilson, and every
night as soon as it was dark he would dig a little hole and bury
the money, which was down to two thousand dollars, one hundred and fifty dollars having been spent along the road for
supplies. While the burying process was going on, Jessie
Clevenger would try to keep the attention of the two men. This
was done twice, but the third night, the night their camp was
made near the Summit of the Buckskin Mountains, the colored
fellow slipped away.
This night, the 27th of May, Mr. Clevenger dug a small
hole close to a large rock, which was very noticeably close to the
wagon road on the right hand side of the road, and hid his sack
of money which was nearly all in currency, mostly ten and
twenty dollar bills.
This road was traveled very little those days by anybody
except the mail carrier, who carried the mail between Lee's
Ferry and Johnson, Utah, and stockmen living in the House
Rock Valley and vicinity.
That night after everything was quiet, Johnson and Wilson
slipped into the tent where the old folks were asleep and killed
both of them with an axe. Jessie, who was also sleeping in the
tent, was awakened and was horrified when she saw what had
happened. She immediately began begging for her life. They
told her they would spare her provided she told no one about
the murder. If she divulged the secret, her fate would be the

same.
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After killing the old couple, a shallow hole was dug close
to the road, the remains thrown in, wood piled on top, along
with the mattress and blankets, and a fire started. After the
fire had burned down and the bedding was consumed, some dirt
was thrown in the hole.
From here they drove into Kanab where some supplies and
extra bedding were purchased. Then they proceeded on their
way towards the interior of Utah. After leaving Kanab, Jessie
Clevenger, under threat of death, was forced to live with both
men.
They traveled through Utah into Idaho, dodging towns in
Utah whenever they could. When they arrived in Idaho, Wilson rented a small house in Shoshone. Johnson went his way,
always keeping tab on Wilson, for the former 's share of the
money kept dwindling away whenever he struck a gambling
game. When his money gave out and he had no job, he would
live with Wilson, who got tired of this but could say nothing as
he was afraid Johnson might double-cross him. After three or
four months the scare wore away ; the team and wagon were disposed of and everything seemed all right, so far as any one
knowing of the crime was concerned.
In September, the mail carrier, Harry Clayton, noticed that
the dirt had been disturbed on the top of Buckskin Mountains,
on the right side of the wagon road, going toward Kanab. He
soon discovered there had been a crime committed as some of the
human bones had been exposed. The fire had not consumed
them entirely, and the coyotes or other wild animals had dug up
the remains Clayton immediately notified the officer at Kanab,
who went to the scene of the double murder. Sensing a horrible
crime the officer at once notified the Sheriff of Yavapai County
by mail as there was no telegraphic communication nearer Prescott at that time than Flagstaff.
W. J. (Billy) Mulvenon, who was then sheriff, immediately
made preparations for a trip of investigation. At this time
Yavapai County extended from Wickenburg in the south to the
Utah line on the north. What is now Coconino County was
part of Yavapai County. Horseback or buckboard were the only
modes of travel, and in many instances trips had to be made
horseback because there were no roads. Billy Mulvenon, like
George Ruffner, Bucky O'Neill, Joe Roberts and many of the
old time sheriffs, was always equal to the occasion in trailing
and getting his man. He wrote the Kanab officer at once, mentioning the day he would be at the place where the murder was
committed. The Kanab officer was there with a box and a team.
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A thorough investigation revealed to the officers that two
white persons had been murdered, but that was all they knew.
The remains were removed to Kanab and buried in the Kanab
burying ground.
Mulvenon had got what information he could at Kanab,
but could find nothing definite as to who the murdered persons
were, nor any clue as to who committed the crime. He did hear
of two men (one a negro) and a white woman going through
Kanab several months before the discovery of the bodies.
Mulvenon made the hundred mile trip back to Lee's Ferry
to find out if anyone was with the two men and woman when
they crossed the ferry. Bishop Brinkerhoff was ferryman at
that time, and remembered that an old couple, another man, a
negro and a young girl had camped at his place before crossing
the ferry ; had bought hay for the horses and supplies for themselves. He also remembered that the old man paid for everything, and that the young woman called him father. He was
able to give a fairly good description of the team and wagon because one of the horses was a little foolish about getting on the
ferry boat.
Sheriff Mulvenon had ridden his horse four hundred miles,
but he rode back to Kanab, got what other information he could
and started on the trail, which was then some four months old.
He was accompanied about one hundred miles into Utah by the
Kanab officer. Then this officer returned home and Mulvenon
made the trip from there alone. Although his horse was one of
the best in the country, it was getting very leg weary from
carrying a two hundred pound man, saddle, guns, and irons,
which consisted of two pair of handcuffs and leg irons, so
Mulvenon got a relay, leaving his horse on good feed at a
Mormon ranch. The new horse gave out in less than two hundred miles as he was soft and not used to hard traveling. The
next horse Mulvenon got was a little better.
He trailed the murderers through Utah into Idaho, located
Wilson and the woman between Shoshone and Pocatello at a
little settlement. He also located the team near this place.
As soon as he was positive as to Wilson and the woman, he
took them, along with the man that had bought the team, to
Pocatello, using the team and hiring the man to help him keep
Wilson and the woman separated so they couldn't talk the matter over. On this trip he kept the cuffs and leg irons on Wilson.
The woman was treated with all care as she was to become a
mother. He gave her every assurance of good treatment and
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care if she would tell the truth. She said she dared not as her
life was at stake. When assured that her life was in no danger,
the woman rested easier.
After placing Wilson in jail and the woman in the custody
of a reliable woman who served at times as a jail matron, he
began the search for Johnson, the negro. With the aid of the
Pocatello officers, he located Johnson at a mining camp. When
Johnson was arrested, he denied everything. He was never in
Arizona, etc. Wilson did the same and the woman was mute ;
would say nothing in their presence.
Mulvenon wanted the man that bought the team as a witness, so hired him to take the team to Prescott. He promised to
pay him the money he paid for the team and his fare back home.
By doing this, he could return the two horses he had hired for
the trip, get his horse home, and take the prisoners back by rail.
After landing the murderers in jail at Prescott, Mulvenon
gained the confidence of the woman ; got all the details of the
murder, flight, etc. He then turned the woman over to Mrs.
John Hartin where she had a good home and remained until
February when she was removed to the hospital for confinement. When the case came up for trial, the jury was out only
a few minutes bringing in a verdict of guilty. Although there
were a lot of witnesses in the case, Jessie Clevenger gave the
damaging evidence. Both men were sentenced to be hanged
August 12, 1887.
After their attorneys sparred around for a new trial with
no success, a ruse was resorted to by the two men whereby one of
them would get off with life imprisonment. It was said at the
time that while awaiting execution they agreed to draw straws,
the loser to assume all blame for the killings and save the other 's
neck, who, when pardoned, was to return to Prescott and kill
Jessie Clevenger for testifying against them. The white man
drew the "long straw" and made an affidavit that he alone
killed the Clevengers. The attorneys succeeded in getting Johnson's sentence commuted to life imprisonment. This was done
by Governor Zulick who was then governor of the territory.
Wilson was hanged on August 12, 1887. Johnson was pardoned
a few years later and came to Prescott where he remained for
some time. He is reported to have died in Phoenix some years
later.
Jessie Clevenger remained with Mrs. Hartin for more than
two years. Jim Vanderburg, a merchant at Stanton, Arizona,
adopted Jessie's little girl when she was eighteen months old.
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She was a very bright child and was the joy of the Vanderburg
home, but she died at the age of three years.
In May, 1889, Jessie married John Speer and they went
to Colorado. It was not generally known where they went after
leaving Prescott. They made the trip overland and I saw them
in Flagstaff when they passed through there.

*
Mrs. Hartin was my sister, and I was well acquainted with
Jessie Clevenger. She discussed details of the murder with me
several times, and it was her contention that the murderers did
not get the $2,000. She described the big rock by the side of the
road where her foster father had buried the money on the night
he was murdered. On January 1, 1889, I was appointed deputy
sheriff and deputy assessor by Bucky O'Neill, who that day had
taken over the sheriff's office of Yavapai County, having been
elected sheriff that fall. The following April, Bucky sent me
on a trip to the northern part of the county. The object of this
trip was to assess the people in that part of the county, and to
subpoena witnesses for the consideration of the case by the
grand jury on May 5 of the four men held for robbing the Santa
Fe train at Canyon Diablo on March 21, 1889. Jessie Clevenger
urged me to go to the spot where the money was buried and
get it.
The night I stopped at House Rock Valley—April 29, 1889
—it so happened that I fell in with Harry Clayton, who carried
mail from Johnson, Utah, to Lee's Ferry. We rode together to
Johnson, and I kept a sharp lookout for the place Jessie Clevenger had described as having been the place where the murder
had been committed. I brought up the subject of the murder ;
Clayton told me all about it and pointed out the exact spot.
Some of the charred bedclothing was still there, and there was
the place by the big rock where the money had been buried, but
the murderers had taken it ; that was evident at a glance.

NOTE: In the office of Arizona's Secretary of State is a
yellowed document dated forty years ago and bearing almost a
hundred signatures of Arizona's leading citizens of that day ;
many of them prominent in Arizona today. This document is
the petition for a pardon for one "John A. Johnson, a colored
man, who was on the 14th day of June A. D. 1887, tried as an
accomplice with one Frank Wilson in the killing of Samuel
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Clevenger and wife charged to have been committed on the 21st
day of May, A. D. 1887, (a palpable error in the year. Ed.), and
tried in the District Court in Yavapai County, Arizona Territory . . ." The letter accompanying the petition is addressed
to "N. O. Murphy, Acting Governor of Arizona, Phoenix, A. T."
It is dated at Prescott on December 4, 1890, and was filed in the
executive department on December 10, of the same year.
Also, in going over the files in this office, further information on the Clevenger case is unearthed. This is in a form of a
communication from Will C. Barnes, at present a resident of
Washington, D. C., but, who, with Mrs. Barnes is spending the
winter in Phoenix. Mr. Barnes was a prominent resident of
Arizona from 1880 to 1899. He furnishes some further interesting high-lights on the closing chapters of one of the most heinous
crimes ever committed in Arizona. Mr. Barnes was an eye witness to the hanging of Wilson, and this is his story :
"As I recall the Clevenger murder case, Cephas Perkins, a
well known cattleman of Holbrook, and who was a prominent
witness for the territory at the trial of the two men at Prescott, writes that a party consisting of himself and a Mr. and
Mrs. Graves followed the Clevenger party on the road to Utah
from Lee's Ferry in May, 1886. Perkins states that in the
Buckskin Mountains they camped one night near the same spot
where the Clevengers had camped a few days before.
Perkins had some loose stock with him. The next morning while running them near the Clevengers' camp his saddle
horse stepped to his knees into a soft place, stumbled and fell
heavily with him. He mounted and rode on after the cattle, but
later they examined the spot where the horse fell and found signs
of a new-made grave. A little exploring discovered the hand
and part of a woman's head. . . They eventually unearthed
the mutilated and burned bodies of the two old people. The
party drove on to Kanab, reported what they had found and
proceeded on their way to the west of St. George, Utah, where
Perkins was to receive some cattle.
Coming back a few weeks later, when near Pipe Springs,
Perkins met a sheriff from Utah looking for him with a warrant for murder. He found himself accused of the murder of
his companions, Graves and his wife, due to the fact that an
elderly man and woman had been killed along the road and
Perkins had two such people with him on the road from Lee's
Ferry.
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Having proved his innocence by the presence in life of the
two, Graves and wife, Perkins went on to House Rock Valley
where he turned his cattle out for the winter and camped there.
Mr. and Mrs. Graves left him there. This was in the fall of 1886.
In December, 1886, Sheriff Mulvenon of Yavapai County,
Arizona, passed Perkins' camp at House Rock on his way to
arrest one of the men who had done the Clevenger killing. It
had already been definitely established that the affair occurred
in Yavapai County just below the Utah-Arizona line.
Mulvenon had previously located and arrested the white
man, Wilson, and the girl, Jessie, and was now after the negro,
Johnson. He asked Perkins to go with him as guide and assist
in the arrest, which Perkins did.
They found their man at a farmhouse where he was living.
Mulvenon covered him with his revolver while Perkins slipped
the bracelets on Johnson wrists. The sheriff took his prisoner
back to Prescott, via Utah, while Perkins went back to his camp
and the next spring, 1887, came back to Holbrook with his cattle. When the trial came off at Prescott on June 14, 1887, he
was a leading witness for the territory. The date of the murder
was established as May 21, 1886.
My own connection with the case began in August, 1887,
when I was in Prescott attending a meeting of the newly organized Live Stock Sanitary Board of the territory, of which I was
an original member.
Governor Zulick asked the members of the board if any of
us wished to witness the execution. Another member, Tom Halleek, of Mohave County, and myself agreed to be present as witnesses for the territory.
The morning of the execution, Governor Zulick told us
that Wilson, the white man, had made a confession, taking all
the blame for the murders on himself. Zulick said, however,
that he was suspicious of the confession and meant to put both
men on the scaffold together and test them out in the presence
of death. He fancied that one or both would break down at the
last minute and tell the truth.
The hanging took place in the little brick-walled yard on
the east side of the old county court-house. There were two
traps and two ropes with everything ready for a double execution.
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Governor Zulick was standing at a window on the second
floor of the court house overlooking the yard. He had told
Mulvenon and us that if he waved his handkerchief out of the
window at the last minute it meant a reprieve for the negro,
Johnson.
Wilson came out first and, unassisted, marched firmly up
the rather long steps leading to the platform. A little later
Johnson appeared from the jail door supported by a deputy
sheriff on each side. Meanwhile other guards were strapping
Wilson's legs and arms and arranging the fatal noose about his
neck.
It was a solemn, nervous moment. We could all hear our
own and each other's hearts beating.
As Johnson and his guards reached the platform, Zulick's
handkerchief waved from the window. An audible sigh went
round the group at the foot of the scaffold. Quickly the men
marched Johnson down the stairs and across the yard into the
jail—a reprieved man.
A moment later the black cap was slipped over Wilson's
head and he swung off into eternity without saying a single
word. He died game to the very last.
The negro was reprieved until September 23, 1887, at which
time the governor changed his sentence to imprisonment for
life. He had served but six years when pardoned by Governor
Zulick. Johnson lived and died at Phoenix several years after
his pardon.
WILL C. BARNES.
January 5, 1930.
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CARNACION TELLS HER TALE
(By FR. BONAVENTURE OBLASSER, Topawa Mission.)
The old traditions, let us gather them before they are lost.
That is why I called on the aged Carnacion at San Xavier. I
wanted her story of the ancient days. She must be very old.
The last of the old Franciscans left not later than 1828, and she
knew them. Here is her story :
"My father was Miguel Anton ; my mother, Maria Juana.
The Apaches killed my father and he lies buried in the shadow
of the old mission. The Apaches were a terrible people. I can
still hear their drums beating, filling all of us with terror. I
had brothers and sisters, too, but now all are gone. I am alone
with my young husband (he is about sixty years old).
"My mother came from Santan, where the Padre baptized
her (Santan is an ancient Papago village, just east of the Santa
Rosa Mountain) On one occasion, while I was still a girl, ray
mother took me to her home village on a visit. The people were
at work building a mission. They had finished the foundations.
Some were digging a well, looking for water. But they never
reached water. That is why the people deserted Santan. The
mission was never completed. The Santan people now live at
Pipiet (the place of the Morning Glories), a few miles south.
"My grandfather and my grandmother on my father's side
both worked on the old mission while it was being built. The
man who did all of the interior decorating was Vishak Namkam
(The One Who Meets the Chicken Hawk). He was a Mexican.
He alone did all that work. The Indians would help to bring
him things. He would stay way up the wall, standing on the
cornice, and work for hours. The church looked very beautiful
at that time. On one occasion this artist left for Caborca and
never returned. That is why some of the work in the church is
unfinished
"We called the padre in charge of the old mission, Komak
Pald, because his habit was a whitish grey. I recollect another
padre who made a few visits. He wore a reddish habit and sandals (No doubt, she refers to Padre Nonato who came to Tucson around 1860, labored there three years and laid the foundations of the old St. Augustine on the Plaza.)
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"There was a mission at Tucson also. The Indians who
settled there were, for the greater part, Kwahates. (The home
of the Kwahate Branch of the Pima Nation is south of the present Casa Grande.)
"North of the mission, on the river banks (the river had but
low banks), was a place called Bit Shon Kuk, where there were
some adobe ruins The ground was rather swampy, and when
the Apaches would not annoy us we would cultivate our fields
at that place. The river has since cut a deep barranca. The
erosions have unearthed many human bones showing that there
must have been a cemetery around there.
" Tumacacori belongs to us, too. It happened this way.
The Apaches drove our kin folks from that mission. These wild
people were going to burn the statue of St. Cajetano. The
flames had already commenced to consume the image, when a
shower extinguished the fire. This statue and many others were
brought here by the women, who carried them in their Kiahats
(burden baskets). The statue of Maria Santisima, however, was
brought tied on a horse. I missed seeing the cavalcade arrive
at the old mission, but I did hear the ringing of the mission
bells as they reached this place. One of the statues, the one of
the Blessed Virgin with child, was taken to Tucson.
"Something that brought great sadness to my people was
an awful epidemic, many years ago. Most of my kin folks
died from it. That is why but two of us are left of the old people. All the rest here are Papagos, who have come from the
desert. I do not tell them what I know, for they do not believe
me; they just make fun of me. Well, this epidemic was terrible. We would have three funerals a day. The church bells
seemed never to stop tolling. One thing made me feel especially sad. We buried a woman and her child together. I, too, contracted the disease, but was given some medicine to drink, which
cured me. But the year after I had a relapse, and was close to
death that time."
This is the story of Carnacion. The poor old lady is blind,
but this does not affect her memory. I am glad I spoke to her,
for soon she, too, will be called to the land from which there is
no answer.
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ANCIENT CEREMONIAL CAVES
OF CENTRAL ARIZONA
(By FRANK MITALSKY)
This paper deals with a number of caves in which quantities
of "reed-cigarettes" have been found. Comparatively little attention has been given the caves or articles by southwestern
archaeologists, and as yet little is definitely known about their
age and purpose. Due to the remote locations of the sites and
the inconspicuous nature of the articles, the discovery of such
caves is largely accidental. Consequently, this paper must assume
the status of a preliminary report.
The principle interest of these sacred caves centers about
the ancient reed-cigarette. The article may not be a cigarette
but appears in every detail to be designed for smoking, so will
be called a reed-cigarette for convenience until its use is definitely determined. This is a short section of reed, containing
the joint, and having one end stuffed with plant-strippings.
These reeds are often belted with a wrapping of primitive cotton cloth, or tied in bundles of as many as sixteen or more.
Though none of them shows marks of burning, the character and
nature of the contents seem to indicate that they were designed
for smoking or smoke-blowing.
.Smoking as a ceremonial practice only was prevalent in the
Ancient Americas, taking various forms. On the North American plains the pipe was developed to a high degree, running into
the elbow type and highly artistic effigy forms. In the Southwest the pipe was never very highly developed, the reed-cigarette and perhaps also the corn-husk cigarette taking its place
to a large extent. Social smoking originated through the early
North American colonists and rapidly spread over the world,
eventually returning to the North American Indian, from which
the original tobacco had been secured.
In recent times the reed-cigarette was in use by many of the
Southwestern tribes including the Jemez, Zuni, Hopi, Navajo,
Apache, Papago, Pima and probably others. In Zuni it figured in
nearly every ceremony. Corn-husk cigarettes have taken its place
among some groups, but where it is found it is always deeply
rooted in the ritual and mythology of the people. Its use by the
recent Indians will be taken up in detail later in this discus-
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sion. So let us proceed to its ancient distribution and the description of some of the Central Arizona caves.
In ancient and prehistoric times the reed-cigarette also extended over a large area. Finds appearing to be of great antiquity have been made at such points as Wupatki, Sityatki,
Northern Arizona ; Blue River, New Mexico ; Casa Grande ;
Pinacate Mountain, Sonora, Mexico, etc.
The portion of Central Arizona involved in this study can
be defined by the term Gila Basin, designating the low area
lying between Camelback Mountain on the north and Chiu
Chuscu on the south ; between Superstition Mountain on the
east and the Estrella Mountains on the west. This term was applied to the area by Harold Gladwyn for the study of the Redon-buff pottery culture but was not intended as a cultural limit.
All of the caves are within this range.
These caves are rightly called ceremonial caves for, with but
a few exceptions, no utility articles have been found in them.
Out of thousands of carefully prepared reed-cigarettes, the
writer has never found one that showed signs of having been
lighted Many miniature objects have also been found. The
bow and arrow had such a prominent place in Native American ceremony that when found in a cave it is scarcely thought of
as a utility object. Beside fragile material, the articles found
in the caves were mostly beads of shell and turquoise, ornaments,
etc. No pottery fragments can be found in the majority of these
caves and only in one or two have a few pieces come to light.
Cave 1.—Camelback Mountain.
Perhaps the largest of these caves is this one in Camelback
Mountain, ten miles northeast of Phoenix. It is reached by a
short tramp from "The Bowl" in Echo Canyon. The location
is a seat of grandeur, the luxurious vines tracing their green
over the red cliffs. The ground, moist from subsurface seepage,
is carpeted with moss and flowers and ferns can be found
among the shaded rocks. What effect this had upon the
savage mind we can only speculate, but civilized man stands in
silent awe.
Dr. Turney's description, published in the Arizona Republican several years ago, is quite detailed and is quoted here :
"On the north side of the head of Camelback, underneath the rock figure climbing the mountain, may be seen a
cavern; after the long walk it becomes an amphitheater
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arched in the rock. The sun does not penetrate and the rain
does not fall. Here the untutored mind would discover
mysterious echoes ; here a few could hold the fastness against
a tribe. The disintegrating rock overhead is a metamorphosed cyclopean conglomerate, the floor composed of several feet of the fallen dust-like fragments. For two feet
deep the ground is filled with these reeds ; searchers have
plundered the site, curio-mad, and broken thousands in
quest of fancied trophies."
The shallow hollow is 160 feet across the front. Its greatest depth, about 65 feet, is in the west end where the roof is, and
is 40 feet high. This portion of the cave is the most sheltered,
and here are found the great mass of reeds. The floor of the
cave is rather irregular, there being a dome-shaped knoll near
the center and a downward slope to either end. On the northeast side of the knoll are some large detached rocks that have
fallen from the roof.
Where the reeds are found there is a quantity of guano
mixed with gravel decomposition from the roof of the cave. Tin
cans and modern trash testify to its frequent visitation and the
activities of picnickers—in fact, the place has been known for
some forty-five years and many people have seen it. In 1925
the Desert Ramblers met here, inspiring enthusiasm over the ancient landmarks of this region and making resolutions for their
protection. In 1929 the writer visited this cave for Harold Gladwyn, of Gila Pueblo, labeling it Camelback 7 :1 in the system of
labeling sites used by The Medallion.
The location of this cave in relation to a certain rock-representation seems significant. Whether the prehistoric natives,
who never saw a camel or picture of one, recognized an animal
figure in the shape of the mountain, is a matter of dim speculation, though the likeness was unavoidable to the pioneers. Much
more possible and very likely was the figure recognition of a
stooped human figure called by us the "Old Man of the Mountain" on the north slope of the head of the mountain. This is the
figure alluded to and is one of peculiar attraction to primitive
imagination. Seen from the west, the figure seems to be directly
above the ceremonial cave, but in reality it is several hundred
feet to the east. Though it is but a short distance to the base of
this figure the climb is somewhat hazardous. On reaching the
object it is found to be a heap of giant bowlders between and
under which are cracks and caverns. The writer on his first
visit found several plain reed-cigarettes in the cracks under the
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"Old Man," showing that the figure had been visited. The spot
is so insignificant and obscure that the placement would hardly
have been made without relation to the figure in the base of
which it is located. The writer has not completely explored
Camelback Mountain, but these two locations are to his knowledge the only places in the mountain where reed-cigarettes have
been found. The Camelback cave does not seem to be known to
the Pimas, many of whom have been questioned. This cave and
the one next to be described are located on Dr. Turney's map
of the Salt River Valley.
Cave 2.—Bell Butte.
This cave is located in the Double Buttes, two miles southeast of Tempe, on the east side of a large volcanic dome called
"Bell" Butte, after the resemblance it presents from some
angles. The cave, facing east, is a narrow fissure-like cavity.
The opening is triangular, about twelve feet in width at the bottom and coming to a peak at the height of thirty-five feet. The
rampant floor narrows and ascends as it retreats into the mountain, reaching to a depth of about thirty-seven feet. There are
a number of wide irregularities which escape this description.
This was perhaps the first of the ceremonial caves to be discovered—it has a long record of devastation and is now completely
looted.
Frank Cushing, who excavated the ruin of Los Muertos in
1885, dug in this cave, finding a number of articles. One of
these, according to Col. James H. McClintock, was a copper object shaped like a cutting implement. The cave was often exploited for guano and on one occasion in the year 1905, a Mexican named "King" Flores found a marvelous specimen of a
"mirror," which was owned by Dr. Parker, of Glendale, California, for many years and was then secured by Mr. Heye for
the Museum of the American Indian, where it now remains.
This specimen is a circular disc about four inches in diameter, overlaid with pyrites set in a black gummy substance (probably asphaltum) and highly polished to a reflective surface.
The base is a disc of cement one-quarter of an inch thick on
which is added the thin layer of cementing substance, in which
are set the ground-down crystals which form a layer not over
an eighth of an inch thick, making the entire thickness of the
object less than a half-inch. Around the outer ring is a very
perfectly bevelled edge about three-quarters of an inch wide.
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The object was found bundled in a series of wrappings over
and around whieh was tied a braid of fiber cord. The outer
wrapping was of grass, under which was tucked a small obsidian
nugget. Next was a wrapping of fiber cloth, under which was
the final wrapping of buckskin. The specimen must be seen to
be appreciated and is of a perfection beyond the seeming possibility of primitive tools, although a number of prominent scientists have pronounced its genuineness. Dr. Turney, in "Prehistoric Irrigation," P. 80 (published previously in the Arizona
Historical Review), describes this find, and also that of a steatite disc owned by Dr. Parker, which was not found in this cave.
When first visited by white men, probably all of the ceremonial caves contained caches of large articles such as complete
arrows, baskets, etc., which were early removed and lost track
of. Perhaps Cushing secured the original prize at this cave. In
nearly every case the first visits are so distant as to be beyond
the scope of our records.
The Bell Butte cave contained a great quantity of guano
of a rich grade, and, consequently, fertilizer exploits played a
large part in its devastation. More than ten years ago on a visit
to this cave, the writer found the roof of it occupied by wild bees
and sometime later much of the cave filling was burned, perhaps in obtaining the honey. Wild bees in recent years have
settled in the cracks of this cave.
Due to steep slope of the cave floor, a large share of the deposits has rolled out, perhaps even in ancient times, to decay
in the elements.
In 1929 the writer, visiting the cave for Harold Gladwyn,
labeled it Mesa : 4:4, under the Medallion's system of site-cataloguing, finding a few prehistoric potsherds on the nearby
slopes. Later he found a prehistoric Redware sherd inside the
cave itself, indicating a prehistoric age for the shrine.
Recently the detrital slope around the base of the butte has
been cut away, making the cave somewhat difficult to reach.
Though this cave is known to have yielded large quantities of
deposits to general visitors, at the writer's first visit in 1922 he
was able after hours of patient gleaning to find only enough
traces of ancient visitation to prove to identify the place. Most
of the reed fragments found were in a totally charred condition.
He has paid many visits since then without finding a trace of
ancient visitation and on his last visit, after he had long thought
that there was nothing left for discovery, he observed two dim
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pictographs near the entrance. Pictographs or "Rock Pictures"
are thinly scattered over all of the three hills that form this volcanic group, but these two, eighteen feet from the cave entrance
and on a type of rock-surface unsuitable for "etching" in this
style, would appear to have some connection with the shrine.
One of these is very dim and much older than the other, which
is only three inches away. However, this is little more than a
simple circle, which is one of the commonest figures found and
therefore could not possibly have applied to anything so abstract as a ceremonial cave. The other, much newer but still
very old, showing in contrast to late scratchings, is rather peculiar and suggests an application to the cave. The figure is
an enclosure with a long narrow entrance opening out at the
end in which is a "v" pointing inward. The entrance is to the
east as is that of the cave and may represent the "house of the
god" as such a cave is called by present-day Indians. There are
several other caves in this series of hills some of which have been
dug out, but none of them is very large. The writer has not
searched them carefully, but to his knowledge ceremonial articles have been found only in the one described.

Cave 3.—Sautan Hills.
In the•Santan Hills northeast of Sacaton are countless caves
and hollows in the volcanic rock. This is near the heart of Pima,
and not far distant from prehistoric population centers. Frank
Russell, writing in "The Pima Indians," published by the Bureau of American Ethnology, describes six recent Pima shrines,
none of which is a cave. Beads, bits of cloth and creosote
branches were the latest offerings. Two of these are in the Santan Hills, one at the foot of a large pictograph. He describes
our Cave 3 as follows: "Near the summit of one of the lavaformed Santan hills is a small cave in which the Hohokam
(dead ones) placed sacrifices. A number of articles were discovered there a quarter century ago (about 1878), and sent to
some eastern museum. Since that time the Pimas deposited the
body of a child and some other things in the cave, which were secured by an Arizona collector in 1901. The cave is known as
Varsa Vaak—Basket Living—because it contained a basket such
as the Pimas use for their medicine paraphernalia. It was
discovered by two Pima warriors, who were serving their sixteenday period of lustration for having killed Apaches." Several
years ago it was visited by George Bounty and a collection of
reed-cigarettes was left in the Casa Grande Ruins Museum.
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The cave is a rather small low-roofed hollow, reached after
a very steep climb. It is not visible until within a few feet of the
entrance where one must scramble to keep from slipping. Thirty
people would be crowded in this cave, though it is completely
sheltered from the elements. The floor and ceiling are fairly uniform. Reed-cigarettes can be found to a depth of about two and
a half feet in the bottom, which contains lime-dust and a little
guano. Numerous thin sheets of quartz can be found in and
about the entrance of the cave, but appear to be present in the
rock rather than offerings brought from a distance. In a slight
hollow around the cliff a hundred yards to the west were found
a few plain reed-cigarettes which may have been carried by
Americans or pack-rats. Other shrines containing reeds may
exist in these hills for the writer has only partially explored
them. A number of people have brought reed-cigarettes from
these mountains and many have reported caves containing pottery fragments. Some fragments of prehistoric pottery (3rd
period Red-on-buff) have been found mixed with the reeds in
this cave which show without doubt a prehistoric visitation. The
Pimas may have deposited reed-cigarettes here in comparatively
recent times, as most of them know of this cave but are vague
as to its definite location.
In the continuation of this article several more of the caves
will be described and the cave-deposits and reeds of the recent
Arizona Indians will be considered.
(To be continued.)
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ARIZONA MUSEUM NOTES
(By ELIZABETH S. OLDAKER)
The recent gift to the Arizona Museum in Phoenix of a
watch once the property of Jacob Hamblin, recalls one of the
most admirable characters in Arizona 's history. Jacob Hamblin's relations with the Indians of Northern Arizona have been
likened to those of Father Kino with the Pima Indians in the
southern part of the state. He was the first American to go
among the Hopis and Navajos as a missionary. He became
their trusted friend and councilor, although he was never able to
do much toward converting them to his religion.
Hamblin was born in Ohio in 1819. He embraced the Mormon religion in Wisconsin in 1842, and later joined the Saints at
Nauvoo, Illinois. With his wife and family be crossed the plains
to Salt Lake in 1850, and in 1855 settled at Santa Clara on the
Virgin River, five miles from St. George, Utah. His first mission to the Hopis was in 1857, at which time he crossed the Colorado River at the old Ute Ford, better known as "the Crossing of
the Padres," near the site which in recent years has been called
Lee's Ferry. He was the first Caucasian to cross the river at
this point since Father Escalante and his companions had passed
that way in 1776. Many times after this he crossed the Colorado
on various missions to the Hopis and Navajos ; and many times
his life was in great danger ; but his honest dealings and his
total disregard for personal danger always kept him from harm.
He was confident of the assurance given him by the Lord that if
he would never thirst for the blood of the Lamanites, as the
Mormons called the Indians, he would never be killed by them.
Once in his life he came near to killing an Indian, but his gun
missed fire. He was very thankful for this all the rest of his life.
Hamblin befriended and guided many pioneers on their way
across Southern Utah to California in the years following the
discovery of gold in that state. He was of great assistance to
Major J. W. Powell and his men in their survey of the country
north of the Grand Canyon. In 1871 he accompanied Powell
across the Navajo Reservation to Fort Defiance, where a great
council of the Navajos was held and where he negotiated a famous treaty between the Navajos and the Mormon people. Hastele, the chief of all the Navajos, was a wise and good Indian
and a loyal friend to Hamblin and the Mormons. Sometimes it
was difficult, however, for the Indians to distinguish between
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Watch of Jacob Hamblin, gift to the Arizona Museum,
T ob Hamblin, Jr.
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the Mormons and the Gentiles who would occasionally make trouble. At such times Hamblin would not hesitate to go right into
the camps of the hostile Indians to explain and settle the difficulty amicably.
His son, Jacob Hamblin, Jr., in his autobiography tells us
that when he was a boy about ten years old, his father sent him to
trade a horse to a Piute chief for blankets (the Indians were always glad to trade blankets for horses. The Piutes got their
blankets from the Navajos). The chief gave him a bundle of
blankets, but wishing to make a good trade, young Hamblin asked
for more blankets. The chief gave him more with such alacrity
that he thought he probably was not yet receiving enough, so
again he asked for more and received them. On returning home
his father told him he had cheated the chief and sent him back
with the extra blankets. When he came in sight of the chief's wikiup, he saw him standing, shading his eyes with his hand and
looking in his direction. When he returned the blankets, the chief
said : "I knew that I had given you too many and that your
father would send you back with some of them."
Jacob Hamblin with his family moved to Arizona in 1879
and settled in the vicinity of Springerville where his children
have had a prominent part in the upbuilding of that section of
Arizona. He died in 1886 and is buried in Alpine, twenty-five
miles southeast of Springerville.
At the recent dedication of the Grand Canyon Bridge, which
connects Arizona with Utah near Lee's Ferry, Jacob Hamblin,
Jr., represented his father in a pageant which was enacted in
celebration of the occasion. It is to be regretted that the bridge
was not named for this great man who figured so prominently
and admirably in the early history of that section.
The watch, which has been presented to the museum by
Jacob Hamblin, Jr., is one of the most treasured possessions of
the museum. It was sent to Jacob Hamblin, Sr., by one of
Major Powell's men several years after the party had left Arizona. It is engraved on the inner cover with the name and date :
JACOB HAMBLIN-1880.

COLLECTION OF RARE VALUE SHOWN AT THE
MUSEUM
The E. D. Osborn collection of prehistoric pottery, fabrics
and jewelry from the Mimbres Valley, near Deming, New Mexico, has been on exhibition at the museum for the past month.
This collection consists of over two thousand pieces. Most of the
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pottery is decorated with either geometric, conventional or realistic designs Many of the mortuary bowls are decorated with
well-made pictures showing interesting features of prehistoric
life in that valley. One bowl depicts a hunter snaring birds ;
another represents a prehistoric game of "stick dice ;" another
shows fish designs ; one shows a parrot, and yet another shows
the plumed serpent, so much used by the Indians and Mayans
of Southern Mexico.
The late Dr. Jesse Walter Fewkes, of the Smithsonian Institution, in commenting on Mr. Osborn's discoveries in the Mimbres Valley, says in one of his publications : "While superior to
the Casas Grandes and all other prehistoric Indian pottery in
variety and the accuracy with which human and animal figures
are drawn, it shares enough with it to hold a place in the same
group."
R. B. Kenyon, who has the disposal of the collection, is making every effort to negotiate its purchase for the museum.

STUDIES PICTOGRAPHS IN ARIZONA
An interesting recent visitor to the museum was Hosmer
McKoon, of San Diego, California, who has broken away from
the routine of business life in order to tour Arizona. With his
camera, he has made a large collection of pictographs while
traveling over the state. At the museum he exhibited some
particularly interesting ones from the locality of Canyon de
Chelly, in Apache County. One group of deer was especially
realistic, while many other animals were distinguishable. Mr.
McKoon intends to spend more time studying the pictographs in
the mountains surrounding the Salt River Valley before leaving
for the southern part of the state.
Dr. Byron C. Cummings, Arizona's foremost archaeologist,
who for many years has been in charge of the work of the State
Museum at the University of Arizona, has also accepted the title
of Field Director of the Arizona Museum in Phoenix. Much
good for the cause in Arizona is sure to result from the cooperation of these institutions.
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IN MEMORIAM
William Cowan
William Cowan, prominent Coehise County stockman, died
in Douglas, November 25, 1930, at the age of 73. He was a native of Canada, and came to Tombstone in the first days of the
gold rush in 1881. Followed mining for two years, then entered
the cattle business. His cattle interests centered around what
is now the town of Gleeson, his ranch in that section comprising
more than 75,000 acres, and at one time he had a herd of more
than 12,000 cattle. He was financially interested in mining,
and was the owner of much bank stock in different institutions,
his largest bank holdings being in the Arizona Southwest Corporation, of which he was a director and one of the largest stockholders.
Mr. Cowan is survived by his wife, one son and five
daughters.

I. E. Solomon
Isadore Solomon, who came to Arizona in 1876, died at his
home in Los Angeles, where he had lived for about ten years, on
December 4, 1930. He was born in Germany in 1844, and came
to America sixteen years later. Was the founder of the town
of Solomonville and the leading business man of that section,
and was postmaster at that place for sixteen successive years
from the time of his appointment in 1880. In 1882 he was
elected county treasurer of Graham County, after having served
a year in that capacity by appointment of Gov. John C. Fremont. Altogether, he served that county as treasurer for four
years. Probably no one man ever experienced more thrilling
adventures in the early days in Arizona than did I. E. Solomon.
One of his many business ventures was that of sheep-raising on
a large scale, near the Apache Reservation. He was constantly
harassed and hampered in this enterprise by the marauding
Apaches, who on one occasion murdered a number of his
herders, and slaughtered about 500 sheep. Mr. Solomon also
passed through some thrilling experiences while traveling, be-
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ing attacked by Indians and road-agents, but he, apparently,
bore a charmed life.
Mr. Solomon is survived by his wife, five daughters and
one son, all residents of California. The only member of the
family who retained his residence in Arizona was Chas. F.
Solomon, a banker of Tucson, whose death occurred last September.

William M. Adamson
William M. Adamson died in Douglas on November 21,
1930, after having resided in Arizona since 1896, coming first
to Jerome where W. A. Clark put him in charge of the construction work of the United Verde smelter. He had worked for the
Clark interests in Montana for eleven of his thirteen years' residence in that state. Came to Bisbee in 1901 as master mechanic
for the Copper Queen Mining Company. Went to Douglas in
1904 and was in charge of the construction of the Copper Queen
smelter at that place. Member of the first city council of Douglas, and lacked but one vote of being that city's first mayor.
Was mayor of Douglas for three terms, having been elected in
1906, 1916 and 1918, resigning in 1919 owing to ill health. Was
one of the organizers of the Douglas Investment Company, the
Douglas Street Railway, the city ice plant, the city water works
and the first telephone company in Douglas. Was always active
in progressive public movements. Was a stockholder in the reorganized United Verde Extension Mining Company, and owned
the Arizona Gypsum Plaster Company. He traveled extensively
in this country and in Europe in recent years in search of
health.
Mr. Adamson is survived by his wife, two brothers and two
sisters.

C. L. Cummings
Charles L. Cummings, resident of Cochise County, Arizona,
since 1880, died at his home in Tombstone on November 30, 1930.
He was born in New York in 1855. Mr. Cummings was active
in the business, political and civic affairs of Cochise County
from the time of his arrival. He was interested in stock-raising,
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mining, banking and real estate. He is a former president of
the First National Bank of Tombstone, now merged with the
Cochise County State Bank. He held many public offices at
different times, including mayor of Tombstone, city councilman,
city treasurer, county treasurer, and member of the school board.
In 1894 he was elected to the lower house of the legislature, and
took a prominent part in the activities of that body.
Mr. Cummings was known as the possessor of one of the finest collections of Indian baskets in the state. He was also the
owner of the old Bird Cage Theatre, famed in song and story.
Mr. Cummings is survived by his wife.

M. J. Riordan

M. J. Riordan, of Flagstaff, died at a hospital in Rochester,
Minn., on October 7, at the age of 65. Mr. Riordan, a native of
Illinois, had been a resident of Northern Arizona since 1885,
and was a member of one of the most prominent pioneer families
of the state. At the time of his death he was secretary-treasurer
of the Arizona Lumber and Timber Company at Flagstaff, and
president of the First National Bank. With his brothers, T. A.
and D. M. Riordan, Mr. Riordan was a leading figure in the
creation and operation of various public utilities at Flagstaff,
and their lumber mill is situated in the heart of the largest pine
forest in the world. In 1901 Mr. Riordan was a member of the
territorial legislative council.
Surviving relatives are the widow and four grown children.

Allen T. Bird
Col. Allen Tracy Bird died at the Old Soldiers' Home, at
Sawtelle, California, on December 5. Col. Bird was born in
Wisconsin, April 13, 1849, was a veteran of the Civil War, an author and journalist He established newspapers in California,
his first being the Woodland Mail, at Woodland, in 1884. He
came to Arizona in 1893 and started a paper near Casa Grande,
later moving his plant to Benson. The same year he went to
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Nogales, where he established the Nogales Weekly Oasis, which
he published until ten years ago.
Col. Bird was active in politics, serving a term as United
States commissioner, and was for years clerk of the district court
of Santa Cruz County. In 1895 he was commissioned as a captain in the Arizona National Guard, later being attached to the
staff of Governor McCord as aide de camp, with the title of lieutenant-colonel.
The surviving relatives of Col. Bird are the widow, three
sons and a daughter. Mrs. Bird and two of the sons, Allen
Tracy Bird, Jr., and Duane Bird, make their home in Arizona ;
the other two children live in California.

J. Lorenzo Hubbell
Lorenzo Hubbell was born November 27, 1853, at Pajarito,
New Mexico. Died at his home, Ganado, Arizona, November 12,
1930. A resident of Arizona since 1871, when he established a
trading post at Ganado, on the Navajo Indian Reservation. He
had held many official positions in Arizona. Was sheriff of
Apache County twice ; elected to the council of the territorial
legislature in 1893, and was made that county's senator in the
first state legislature-1912. He has also been chairman of the
State Republican Central Committee, and was once a candidate
for congress. Probably no man in Arizona was better known
nor better loved than "Don" Lorenzo, to whose picturesque and
hospitable home were always welcomed alike the great and the
obscure.
Mr. Hubbell was buried on Hubbell Hill, overlooking Ganado, between the graves of his wife and his Indian "brother,"
Chief Many Horses. He is survived by two sons and two
daughters.

James B. Finley
James Buchanan Finley, one of the pioneer legislators of
Arizona, died in Los Angeles on October 25, 1930. Mr. Finley
was born near Santa Rosa, California, in 1856, and was educated
in the schools of Sonoma County. He entered the employ of the
Southern Pacific as a clerk, at Tucson in 1885, and remained in
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Arizona twenty-four years, during which time he rendered much
political service to the state in both branches of the legislature,
and advanced to positions of increasing responsibility with the
railroad. At the time of his retirement, he was vice-president
and general manager of the Southern Pacific of Mexico.
Mrs. Clara Finley, the widow, and a daughter, survive.

I

Anthony L. Boehmer

I

Anthony L. Boehmer, native of Cincinnati, Ohio, aged 74,
died in Phoenix, November 7, 1930. Had lived in this city continuously since 1901, with the exception of five years, from 1913
to 1918, which were spent in San Diego. At the time of his
death he owned the drug store at First Avenue and Washington
Street which bears his name. He was an outstanding man in the
public life of Phoenix for many years. Was elected in 1925 as
a representative from Maricopa County to the legislature. Served
one term. Served on Phoenix City Commission in 1926 by appointment to fill the unexpired term of Commissioner Frank A.
Jefferson, when the latter succeeded to the mayoralty on the
resignation of Louis B. Whitney. Mr. Boehmer was again
elected as city commissioner in 1927 for a term of two years.
He is survived by a sister in Cleveland, and a brother in
Kentucky.
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