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  Author’s Preface




  

    The world of men is best captured through the lives of the men who created history.




    —PLUTARCH


  




  During the American Depression of the 1930s, the very core of the American nation had eroded to a sad, unstable state. The unemployment rate was at 20 percent, a figure that did not include women workers. These dire circumstances brought about the creation of the Works Progress Administration (WPA) by the newly elected president, Franklin Delano Roosevelt. The WPA operated from 1934 until the demands of our involvement in World War II closed the last of the program in 1943.




  Under the WPA umbrella, Roosevelt and his cabinet set about creating agencies and labor projects that would immediately put the American people back to work. However, the government knew it would take more than physical labor to help America recover. The mind and spirit of Americans required the same attention as the roads and buildings of our country. For while engineers, construction workers, farmers, and furniture makers needed jobs, so did musicians, actors, dancers, artists, and writers.




  With the encouragement, and sometimes insistence, of Eleanor Roosevelt, the president’s wife, the government established a series of federal agencies to aid these unemployed creative workers. Mrs. Roosevelt believed their products would lift up the broken spirit of Americans.




  Starting in 1934, America underwent a monumental change. Newly constructed highways crisscrossed the countryside, bringing Americans physically closer together. Federal buildings graced our towns and cities and made doing business easier and more pleasant. Locally inspired dramas, dance, art, and music flourished and was accessible to all with inexpensive or free venues.




  In 1935 the WPA created the Federal Writers’ Project (FWP) as one of their programs. The main mission of the FWP was to collect information for individual state guidebooks. These books were not only for visiting foreigners, but also for Americans. The premise was that employment and good roads would encourage travel, and the guidebooks would introduce our country’s heritage to all travelers, feature our unique natural attractions, and instill pride in Americans.




  The guidebooks were to be more than facts, figures, and pictures of shrines and temples. They were to be about the regional people, and their culture. Washington wanted the books to portray not only history, but also lifestyles. Interviewers in the young state of Arizona gathered information, biographies, and historical data on their pioneers. They wove mini biographies into the contents of the guidebooks.




  Ross Santee, artist, writer, and cowboy, headed up the Arizona Federal Writers’ Project (FWP). Arizona interviewers collected information on 141 women and 137 men. Some of the pioneers were paid fifty cents to tell their story, which was the going rate for FWP interviews. Many volunteered their stories for nothing. They talked about themselves and the Arizona characters they knew.




  In Our Own Words, published in 2009 is the verbatim interviews of the women pioneers. Women came because of their families. For the men it was a personal decision . . . men came because they chose to. Of course, some boys had no choice. Women shared stories about relationships and family hardships. Men told tales of adventure and daring deeds. Men spoke of grandiose plans, failures, and incredible danger, much of which they brought on themselves. Together the interviews give insight, from the grassroots level, of the building of a state’s spirit and character.




  The men interviewed were not all rich and famous; actually few were. They were mostly poor and ordinary. However, among them were distinguished men and a few despicable men, for they were a realistic representation of the male pioneer population during the territory’s early days. The pioneers arrived to settle a territory rich in history, a history that started well before AD 900 with the ancient Native Americans, a history embolden by the conquering Conquistadores.




  Because of their content, the men’s interviews needed something more than the exact words of their trials in the West. Their stories needed a broader view of the Old West, and that created questions, such as: What attracted them to this vast wilderness? How did they chose to earn a living? What were their contributions, good and bad, to the history of Arizona?




  The pioneer men’s memories of events and characters cover a period from 1830 to 1923. During that time, the Arizona Territory grew from a population of 40,400 to over 204,354. Today her population exceeds 6,600,000.




  By 1943, the WPA was no longer a priority for this country; we were at war and America’s efforts, attention, and resources went toward the effort to win World War II. Sometime in the post–World War II years, the state of Arizona collected all of their Federal Writers’ Project papers, files, and documents from the federal government and placed them in the state’s various archival systems. For over seventy years the original interviews lay dormant, first in the archives of Washington, DC, then in Arizona, where they were scattered between Flagstaff and Phoenix.




  In 2012, Arizona celebrated her one hundredth anniversary of statehood. What better way to celebrate than to look back at the information captured by the FWP, when the state was only in its twenties? A look at the files revealed a treasure trove of historical facts, fascinating oral histories, and information that portrayed the Old West as it really was—a wild, challenging, dangerous, and sometimes humorous world.




  It took extraordinary men and women to settle a state and build a strong nation, and they came. For many the beauty attracted them. A beauty brazenly emphasized with bold colors, contrasting textures, and seductive promises. The land played to their greed, their sense of adventure, their wish for a different life. Arizona knew all the tricks. The adventuresome saw her innocence; the land’s deceptive ways made them believe she could be easily conquered and tamed. However, Arizona had a wily side, one that could lead to cruelty and death as easily as riches and fame.




  When Jose Castro and other FWP interviewers collected this information from and about Arizona pioneer men, they thought they were only doing a job for the federal government. In reality, what they did was capture a thick slice of Arizona history, not in dry data, but in the words of those who lived the pioneer life.




  The speakers could have been out on the range, around a campfire swapping stories with the smoke and their tales drifting up, disappearing in the night sky. They could have been in a saloon, the air thick with the yeasty smell of beer and the smoky smell of whiskey, as the storyteller stared into the distance, leaned back, and spun his tale.




  The reality was that the setting was none of these romantic places, but instead their own home, or the home of someone they hardly knew, or even a neutral place that belonged to no one. The venue didn’t matter; it was all about their memories. They talked about the men they knew, the men they heard of, and their own lives when they were young, adventurous, and at times reckless.




  Perhaps time had faded some memories, exaggerated others, and elaborately filled in the memory blanks. It didn’t really matter, because reality is only what a person remembers, and people remember what is important to them. Everything these men said was important to them.




  The listener scribbled notes, occasionally leaning forward to catch the words, and ask questions. What questions, we will never know because there were no records kept of interview questions and no standard procedure for the FWP interviewers to follow. Format wasn’t important, content was the treasure.




  The treasure the Arizona pioneer men delivered described the birth, spirit, and character of a state; so powerful were the accountings that they make Western fiction pale. The men who lived the life and now relived it in their memories spun the reality of the Old West.




  The facts and descriptions here are from the interviews, and there are many direct quotes and timely expressions. This is a book of adventure and men’s dreams, and because it is true, it is even more unbelievable than a work of fiction or fantasy.




  Except for the Arizona history comments, the information and quotes in this book are from the interviews and biographies in the records of the Arizona Federal Writers’ Project.




  Introduction




  

    Alpine Valleys, scorching deserts, and broken mountain chains . . . ruled by the most vindictive and warlike of all Redmen, the Apaches . . .




    —CHARLES DEBRILLE POSTON


  




  
THE HISTORY AND POLITICS OF 1800 ARIZONA





  In the early 1800s, the southwest lands had little appeal for most Americans. In 1851, Charles Debrille Poston, considered by many to be the father of Arizona, described the land as “having great rivers that over drained the land.” Poston noted that the diverse topography of “Alpine valleys, scorching deserts, and broken mountain chains provide a varied climate.” He added that the land was “ruled by the most vindictive and warlike of all Redmen, the Apaches, and there is no settlement east or west, between the Colorado and the Rio Grande rivers.” While colorful, and somewhat accurate, Poston’s statement totally ignored the small Mexican pueblos in the territory.




  Although Poston thought little of the land, he did have the honor of naming the territory. When the attorney general of New Mexico sent a petition to Congress asking for separation of the government land between Colorado and the Rio Grande Rivers (now Arizona and New Mexico), Poston suggested the name “Arizona,” from the Aztec word Arisuma, meaning “rocky country.”




  There were a few white men living in the territory; most of them had fled justice in other states or territories. However, they were soon to learn that there was no sanctuary in the sparsely populated Mexican villages. The Mexicans took out their frustrations with their government, and their resentment of the United States, through lawlessness. As Poston put it, “It was the reign of the revolver. You had to carry a knife and a gun for your life. Men only lived if they were quicker on the draw.”




  This land came to the attention of the American public in 1836. An area of northern Mexico, called Texas, wanted independence and freedom from Mexican control. That year, after a series of skirmishes, the Texans finally gained their independence. It came at a cost of many lives, including the men lost in the devastating fight at an obscure mission, where the Texan rallying battle cry of “Remember the Alamo” was born.




  Mexico did not give up the Texas land willingly. They continued to encourage border raids. Then, in a threat to the United States, they warned that any attempt at annexing Texas would lead to war.




  American president James Polk saw the situation differently. He was on a political path of “manifest destiny,” believing America had the right, almost the duty, to spread its boundaries from sea to sea. He saw the annexation of Texas as a step in that direction. The implied economic benefits of expanding the borders across the continent were enormous, especially after the discovery of gold in California.




  Polk offered to purchase the coveted land from Mexico. When they refused, he moved troops into the zone between the Rio Grande and Nueces Rivers. There, on April 25, 1846, a troop of Mexican cavalry attacked the encamped soldiers, killing almost a dozen. The Mexican soldiers went on to mount another attack against an American fort on the Rio Grande. That was all the excuse Polk needed to pressure Congress into declaring war.




  Meanwhile, long after the Conquistadors had come and gone, another religious movement was to play an important historic role in this southwest land. Unlike the Franciscan and Jesuit priests, from the 1500s and 1600s, this religious group was not looking to co-op those who lived on the land, nor did they seek to rape the land of its riches. What they wanted was protection for their people, room to expand, and lands to increase the value of their financial base.




  Just expelled from Nauvoo, Illinois, for practicing polygamy, the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints (Mormons), were seeking a new home for their religious base. Brigham Young, president of the Quorum of the Twelve Apostles, had repeatedly asked the US government for assistance and protection, which were never granted.




  Faced with war; the protection of a vast, mostly unexplored land; and the need to bind a group of people headed for rebellion, President Polk conceived a plan that would benefit both the United States and the Mormons. Polk did not want the Mormons to join forces with Mexico, and he needed a show of force in the Southwest Territory. Knowing Mexico would attempt to annex California, Polk wanted more troops in that area. The President’s goal was to bind the Mormons’ loyalty to America and establish the country’s claim to the southwest territory. Through negotiations, the two parties reached a compromise.




  Polk hoped to achieve his goal of the annexation of southwest lands and California by showing strength. For this tactic he commissioned a Mormon Battalion to march to California. Along their route they were to build a wagon road. This road would eventually become important as routes for the Butterfield Overland Stage trail, the Southern Pacific Railroad, and our modern cross-country highway system.




  For Brigham Young the agreement meant an opportunity to show the Mormons’ allegiance to the United States, a chance to earn much needed money for their coffers, and an opportunity to explore potentially promising areas for future settlement.




  Each Mormon soldier received a uniform allowance of forty-two dollars in advance. Since civilian clothes were allowed, the bulk of these funds went into the general church fund. The church received approximately thirty thousand dollars for the one-year commitment of the Mormon Battalion. Thirty-three women, serving mostly as laundresses, and fifty-one children accompanied the battalion. There were additional funds to pay the laundresses, many of whom were family members.




  Polk asked for a battalion of five hundred volunteers to serve in the Mexican War. Since the Mormons refused to kill, Polk promised them they would not have to fire a shot. As it turned out, they did fight in a battle of sorts when a band of raging bulls attacked them in Arizona. The bulls charged the mules and horses and wounded two soldiers. The Mormons shot into the mass of charging animals and managed to kill about a dozen of them, in a skirmish known as “The Battle of the Bulls.”




  Polk also had another agenda. He wanted a road west, and the Mormons were to create that road for him on their march to California. Albeit, the road was little more than a wagon trail, but this wagon trail was to have great significance on America’s development. The trail was the forerunner of our east–west highway and railroad system.




  The five hundred–plus members of the Mormon Battalion mustered into service on July 16, 1846. After several weeks of training, they finally started their cross-country march to California. They began their march in Council Bluffs, Iowa. Their circuitous route, led by Lieutenant Colonel Philip St. George Cooke, took them through Missouri, Kansas, New Mexico, and Arizona. Jean Baptiste Charbonneu, the son of Sacagawea, and Pauline Weaver, were their guides.




  The battalion arrived in San Diego on January 29, 1847. They performed occupation duties until the end of their commitment, July 14, 1847, when they disbanded. A few reenlisted, some escorted John C. Frémont east to stand court-martial for his mutinous efforts to control California. Some stayed on and found work at Sutter’s Mill. Mormon Henry Bigler was actually at the mill on January 24, 1848, the day of the big gold discovery.




  The mission of the Mormon Battalion was a success. Polk had the loyalty of the Mormons and he had his wagon road west. The church earned a significant amount of money and demonstrated their allegiance to America. The nineteen-hundred-mile march had introduced the Mormons to the countryside, enabling them to scout out possible settlement sites. Less than ten years later, Brigham Young was calling families to settle on some of this land in what now was the Arizona Territory.




  The migrants soon discovered it was an unaccommodating land. The terrain was unforgiving with mountains and canyons making travel difficult. A lot of the agriculture land was rocky and, even when cleared, offered no easy livelihood. The territory offered its own form of torture. Mormon David Kimball and his family, some of the first to settle in this inhospitable land, reported that “water is so scarce one may travel 50 to 60 miles in any direction without finding it.”




  The Mexican-American War ended in 1847 with America victorious. It gave the United States the right to purchase 26,670 square miles along Mexico’s northern border for ten million dollars. The Gadsden Purchase made Polk’s dream a reality. It gave America the southern route needed for a transcontinental railroad that would join the United States coast-to-coast.




  What the United States had acquired was a land rich in culture, customs, and history. The indigenous people arrived almost a thousand years before, and their decedents were now scattered in wandering tribes and pueblos throughout the land. There were pockets of Mexican villages and large tracts of ranches. The Mexicans’ claim to the land came via their forbearers, the Spanish Conquistadors, though by this time they were more Mexican than they were Spanish.




  The United States offered the Mexican villagers the option to return to Mexico. Most refused. They preferred to stay, and in doing so became American citizens. This was their home; they were now more Western than Mexican.




  Their towns, although small and scattered, contained all the necessities of any rural town . . . stores, doctors, and, of course, saloons. There was even a rough and ready semblance of civilization in the mining towns.




  The acquisition of land for a southern railroad route, plus the discovery of gold in California, brought the Southwest to the forefront of the American public’s attention. For the business tycoons it meant a railroad west to the gold fields and ports of California. To the average citizen it meant a wild land with Indians and Mexicans, and to the adventuresome, it was an offer, a chance for a different life.




  Some say there was no good and bad in the Old West. To them it was all bad, the marauding and massacring Indians, the killer outlaws, and the corrupt politicians; and that didn’t include the vicious heat, lack of water, and hazardous terrain. However, these people were wrong. The reality was far more exciting and promising. There was much good in the Old West. There was courage, humor, and a pact with God. The pact was by the lawful and the lawless; it was one of their means of survival.




  The remoteness of the land, the rough topography, and the lawlessness made the territory an enticing destination for those who dreamed of a better life and thought they would find an easy life. It wasn’t long before the pioneers came.




  Some of the prospectors heading out to the California gold fields stopped and stayed, others came back after they found disillusionment in the gold fields of the West Coast. Those looking for land settled and built farms and ranches; entrepreneurs took their business expertise and helped turn small, sleepy villages into thriving towns and cities. Others, well, they took their advantages either legally or illegally and helped make this new land the Wild West.




  [image: Pauline Weaver, Arizona pioneer trapper and guide]




  
THE EARLY ARRIVALS





  From 1820 to 1830, the type of men who arrived in the land had different missions and goals than the earlier Conquistadors and European explorers. These were not explorers sent by the government, nor were they soldiers or religious men. They were entrepreneurs—fur trappers. Among them was the father and son team of Sylvester and James Ohio Pattie, Pauline Weaver, Kit Carson, Jedediah Smith, Bill Williams, Michel Robidoux and Antoine Leroux. They trapped around the Gila and San Pedro Rivers for beaver and bear, blazing the trails that future pioneers would follow.




  Although the trappers made friends with some of the indigenous Indians, most of the Indians treated them in an unfriendly manner. The bellicose natives stole the trappers hide caches, attacked and killed them, or captured them and tortured them to death. From the very beginning there was no safety zone for the trappers.




  They couldn’t depend on aid or friendliness from the small Mexican villages. Lawlessness ruled these frontier outposts. The legal law was hundreds of miles away in Mexico City, and except for collecting revenues, had little concern for the actions of the villagers. From the beginning the trappers experienced hostile and life-threatening situations. In one attack, they killed more than two hundred Indians and lost a score of their own party. For four days after that encounter, barefooted, hungry, emaciated, and enduring unbelievable cold, they were on the run. On the fourth day, they managed to kill a raven, and seven men feasted.




  The next day they killed a buzzard, and after that an otter supplied their breakfast and supper. Desperate, they finally had to kill one of their dogs for food. Things got better after that. They found a source of water and an area that had abundant wild deer and turkey. Their basic survival needs were not their only worry. They had to be constantly on guard to protect their valuable fur caches.




  [image: Charles D. Poston considered the father of Arizona]




  While James and his father, Sylvester Pattie, were escaping a band of hostile Yuma Indians, Mexican villagers captured and jailed them, holding them for ransom. The conditions were deplorable, and Sylvester died of fever. The Mexicans refused to release James, even after he was able to get the town officials and members of his trapper party to locate one of the Pattie fur caches and pay the ransom. What finally earned him his release was an act of nature. A smallpox epidemic broke out in the town. It seems Pattie had in his stash enough vaccine to inoculate the villagers and he did, saving their lives. For that, they let him go.




  
LIFE ON THE EARLY FRONTIER





  Life in the wilderness was not easy for the settlers who followed the trappers west. Living accommodations included dugouts, tents, or poorly constructed cabins. A dugout of a family killed in an Indian raid became the home of Alonzo (Abe) Winsor. It was a simple design about twenty feet long by fifteen feet wide, with a fireplace along the back wall; its only entrance was a doorway in the front wall. The rock walls were about eighteen inches above the ground. A flat roof of juniper poles, loose bark, and dirt kept the dugout waterproof in all but the worse monsoon weather.




  As the pioneer men came west to seek their fortunes, the mining towns grew in size, and so did the opportunity for sin. Charleston kept its four saloons going continually. Gambling and “ladies of the night” were busy keeping the prospectors and frontier soldiers happy. As more families migrated, the money from the taxes on bawdy houses and saloons went toward supporting the public school system.




  Other than some grocery stores and corrals, most of the businesses in southwestern towns were saloons that were open twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. Samuel Martin Shook experienced that firsthand when he was six years old and arrived in Prescott with his family on Christmas Eve. His family camped in a wagon yard on the bank of a small creek that ran through the center of town. The main drag was Whiskey Row, and his pa promptly parked himself there and stayed there most of the time they lived in Prescott. The town was wild and wooly, with more than forty saloons and not much else.




  A few of the saloons were respectable, but most did business under suspect unethical procedures. Games were as crooked as they could get away with. James Wolf described the dealers as “soft-handed, fishy-eyed, well-dressed, and smooth-spoken.” They came from all over the world and were on the run from the law in some country or place. All of the dealers wore .45s, and just in case that didn’t work, they had a house gun hidden under the table. Behind them sat a lookout. The lookout was an extra precaution in case of trouble.




  Processional gamblers filled the saloons and waited for the cowboys, soldiers, and muleskinners so they could beat them out of their money. One night they invited freighter Abe Winsor into a game. They asked the bartender to give them a deck of cards. The gamblers and the bartender knew what kind of “deck”; they were “strippers.” The whole deck was a trifle smaller than the high cards, thus making it easy to pull the high cards out of the pack.




  They played with this deck for a while, but they soon discovered that every time it was Abe Winsor’s turn to deal, he got the high cards and was getting a little more of the gamblers’ money than they were getting of his. One of the gamblers told the bartender to “take this deck of cards away” and to give them another deck. Winsor told them they needn’t bother: “I would be ashamed of it if I were you boys, to play with that deck of cards. There isn’t a Mormon boy on the Gila River who doesn’t know how to play with a deck like that.”




  The bartender was one of Winsor’s friends; he had been with him in many of the mining camps. Joe Winsor, his son, remembers hearing the bartender say to his father, “Abe I wouldn’t have handed him that deck of cards but I knew you could play with it as well as they could.”




  Abe Winsor was quite the gambler. He would stay in town and let his freight teams go on ahead and in a few days overtake them, generally with four or five hundred and sometimes as much as a thousand dollars. The gamblers, cowboys, and freighters were well acquainted with him and had a saying: “Look out for old blind Abe, because he can’t see anything except four aces.”




  Gamblers were a sharp lot in many ways. The second day James Wolf was in Charleston, he entered a saloon for a drink. The faro dealer was having an argument with a customer concerning a bet. The customer left. The faro dealer sat down at the end of the bar and began reading the newspaper. As James finished his drink, he heard someone outside approaching the doorway. The faro dealer tilted back his chair and raised his feet to the bar. Suddenly, though sitting in this awkward position, he reached into his belt with his right hand, pulled out a .45, and dotted the newcomer exactly between the eyes, just as that man arrived in front of the open doorway.




  The dead man was the argumentative customer; he had gone to his room for his gun. The dealer didn’t move from his chair but went on calmly reading the newspaper, which he held in his left hand, leaving his shooting hand, the right one, free. The gambler’s experiences and instinct told him that this man was coming back ready for trouble. It was simply part of his day’s work to get in the first shot.




  The saloons were small, and if a man passed out during the night, he was usually stuck outside so as not to crowd the remaining customers. Sometimes a man’s enemies would discover him and the next day there was a dead man on the street. It was a common sight for early morning workers, to spot one or more bodies lining the road. If a dead man had a gun on him, and the killing shot came from in front of him, no one bothered to look for the killer. They figured it was a fair fight.




  [image: Whiskey Row, Prescott, in the 1800s AUTHOR�S COLLECTION]




  
DANGER A DAILY COMPANION





  The hostile Indians were a constant danger. It wasn’t uncommon for a coworker or friend to say good-bye and head out for another camp, or place, where wages or conditions were better. Usually you never heard from them again. However, too frequently, his outfit showed up in the possession of a captured Apache, or someone found his body on the trail. It was so common that no one got very excited about the news. Sometimes a victim would come barreling into town chased by the Apaches. If he made it into town, he was deemed not seriously hurt, and after a few shots of whiskey, the townsfolk sent him on his way.




  Anyone traveling ran the risk of robbery and death at the hands of bandits. Naturally they had to protect themselves. They did it with Colts strapped to their sides. The miners could hold their own in any fisticuffs fight, but with all those guns around, they wouldn’t have a chance. Therefore, they too packed firearms. At least that gave them an even chance. Of course, with so many guns, there was bound to be some impulsive behavior. Not all the gunfight winners were the righteous, but they were the fastest.




  Although there are accounts of Mexicans, Anglo pioneers, and Native Americans cooperating, for the most part hate ran deep and wide in the Old West. Anglos mistrusted Mexicans, and Mexicans reciprocated the feeling. Both hated the Indians. The Indians viewed the interlopers on their land as enemies who threatened their way of life—and their lives. Racial and ethnic slurs were part of the daily language and did nothing to cool tempers and bring views to a more tolerant level.




  There was a deep misunderstanding between the pioneers and the Indians based on suspicion, a suspicion originally founded on a lack of cultural knowledge. In 1874 a posse shot four Navajo braves they thought were stealing cattle. Three died, but a fourth made it back to his tribe after a long and painful journey. The Indians swore revenge.




  They traveled to the Lee family settlement. The Lees had been forewarned of the impending attacking by a friendly Navajo. They prepared for the attack by taking in a large supply of wood, digging a well inside the house, and stacking sandbags for the portholes. They cleaned and prepared their firearms.




  Three days later the Indians arrived and made an offer. They would leave if the settlers gave them three male members of the family. The Indians planned to tie the men to stakes in the front yard of the cabin and burn them. The Lee family refused. The Indians came back with a final offer: They would accept the old invalid miner who was temporarily living with the Lees. Again the family refused.




  The Indians surrounded the house and camped out for the night. The Lees realized a siege was about to begin. They decided to send John, their fourteen-year-old son, for help. That night the father slipped out, saddled a horse, and led it to the door. The boy sneaked out of the house, slipped a foot into the stirrup, and was off. Knowing he would be followed, he set up an ambush in a narrow gorge. When the Indians approached, he shot into the faces of the horses, causing them to turn and plunge.




  With his own horse wounded, he managed to reach the river at Lee’s Ferry. He tried getting the attention of the ferryboat operator but failed. Knowing time was of the essence, he swam the river. On the other side he traveled a mile and a half to his destination, the house of friends. As soon as he arrived, the family immediately sent a message to Utah asking for help.




  The next night the boy was ferried across the river. During his ride back home, he came across several hobbled horses. Their Indian owners were sleeping nearby. Cautiously he continued riding through the night, reaching his home at daybreak. The next day the Indians began moving away; they realized the young boy’s trip to recruit help was successful and reinforcements would soon arrive.




  Not all Indians were hostile to whites. Juan Jose, chief of the Maricopa tribe, rendered invaluable assistance to American immigrants, often supplying them with grain and forage, aiding them in recovering their cattle, and showing in other ways his desire to maintain friendly relations with the Americans. He even went as far as refusing to aid the Mexicans in cutting off General Cooke’s command in 1847.




  When the Apaches went on the warpath in 1883 and threatened to wipe out Mesa, the Pima and Maricopa Indians formed a line of defense east of the desert and maintained it for days. Fortunately the Apaches never attacked.




  Manuel Campas remembers that Geronimo was raiding as late as 1886. He kidnapped a boy from Tanque Verde, north of Tucson, and Mariano Samaniego and several of the local ranchers formed a posse and pursued him. Campas and his father were part of that posse. They rode hard and were able to rescue the boy and recover some of the stolen cattle. Geronimo’s attacks ranged all over the territory. On his next raid the Indian chief ’s band killed a foreman at Morgan’s Ranch, near the Empire Ranch, slaughtering the mares and horses.




  
A PRETTY GIRL CAN CHANGE A MAN





  The pioneer men, especially in mining towns, worked at least ten hours a day in backbreaking occupations. They played the same way—hard. They drank, gambled, and danced with the saloon girls. When a new schoolteacher, or a family with daughters, showed up, some of the more romantic and hopeful men would slick their hair down with soap and attend church to get an introduction to the fair lasses. If they got any encouragement at all, even if it was only a smile, the men would invest in an outfit of store clothes, and with every corn aching, dressed in a stiff collar like a government mule, attended the next church bazaar. There they would spend their fortunes on raffle tickets, hoping to win the picnic basket of one of the fair ladies.




  
MOTHER NATURE CAN BE FEISTY





  In case the rough life and the Indians didn’t get you, Mother Nature would throw in a kicker, like steaming temperatures or violent monsoon rains. Monsoons were not the only ugly weather pioneers had to face. James G. Wolf knew it was hot, but he got along fine until he saw a thermometer. When he read it was 124 degrees, he realized he was miserable. He “lay off of thermometers” after that. He figured they only made him feel the heat more.




  In 1887 it was more than a kicker Mother Nature threw in, it was an earthquake. James Wolf was there to experience it all.




  

    I was over in the Huachuca Mountains on May 2, when suddenly all the ground around me commenced to ripple and wave. It rose in billows to a height of two or three feet and would then drop in the same place, but leaving pronounced cracks. The rocky ledges along the sides of the Huachuca’s rose up and fell outward, breaking into all sizes of boulders that rolled down the mountainsides, snapping off trees and brush that were in their path. The friction of the rocks set fire to the grass and pretty soon, not only the Huachuca’s, but also the Dragoon and San Jose mountains burst into flames.




    I could see deer, coyotes, and rabbits running from the hills. The wild cattle along the San Pedro, who had never known what fear was before, just stuck their tails straight into the air, and with eyes popping out, beat it for elsewhere, no two of them in the same direction. The ground was heaving all around and there was nothing to indicate where a really safe refuge was to be found, but you could see their main idea was to be somewhere else immediately. I felt exactly the same way. I suddenly remembered there was some business I had forgotten to attend to. Besides, I was all out of rattlesnake cure. I felt the need of some right then.




    They told me the quake was about twenty minutes in duration, but you could not prove it by me. I was well on my way long before that. There was no telling how many poisonous reptiles might be forced out of their holes by this eruption, so I hurried to get to town before the medicine was all gone.
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