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Dedicated to the people of the American West, both past and present, from the urban dwellers to the small-town folk, the dreamers, and the doers.


May our independence and grit endure.
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Playing Faro in an Arizona saloon in 1895

Wikimedia











[image: frn_fig_007.jpg]
“The Cow Boy” ca. 1888, Dakota Territory


Library of Congress





“Those were strenuous times, and we endured many hardships that will never be recorded for the perusal of oncoming generations, but, just the same, we had our day, and the world is better for it.”


J. M. CUSTER, ALIAS BILL WILSON, TRAIL DRIVER









INTRODUCTION

Abilene, Kansas, was the first; Dodge City, the most famous and one that survived the longest, earning the tag “Cowboy Capital of the World.” Ellsworth bragged about having the biggest stockyards. The deadliest, Newton. Wichita, Caldwell, Ogallala, and Ellis are worthy of mention as essential parts of the Kansas cattle trading center—a thriving business venture that spanned a time of just over thirty years or so, which is short, historically speaking, yet we still hold a fascination for what they accomplished.


An enterprising cowman from Illinois, Joseph McCoy, envisioned a place where the southern drover and the northern packing markets could meet. McCoy’s instincts were right, and the Cowtown of Abilene was born.


Cowmen hired drovers to push their herds from their ranchlands in Texas northward to the railheads. Kansas city officials negotiated with railroad agents to fund construction of stockyards and telegraph services. Meat packers in Kansas City, St. Louis, and Chicago expanded their packing houses and sent representatives to negotiate with railroad agents and city councils. Stock buyers represented outfits from ranches who needed year-lings and seed stock to build their foundation herds. These buyers would often ride out to meet the trail bosses, and a deal would be cut before they had even reached the Cowtown stockyards.


All of these interests collided in Kansas.


What an experience it would have been for us Western enthusiasts to walk the streets of a Kansas Cowtown during those short decades following the Civil War. “We are here,” wrote a Dodge City Times editor in 1885, “to live and get rich—if we can.”


If you’re imagining rowdy dusty cowboys and smelly longhorns, that’s only half of it. While big money for cattle traders and packing houses was definitely the draw, other successful enterprises rode into town behind the dust of those hoof-beaten trails: saloon owners, runners and cappers (trail agents), bankers, liverymen, merchants, blacksmiths, lawyers, hotel proprietors, professional gamblers, good-time girls, and cooks.



“The average drive in a day was eight to ten and twelve miles, and the time on the trail was from sixty to ninety days, from points in Texas to Abilene or Newton, or Ellsworth, Kan.”


C. H. RUST, TRAIL DRIVER




The Cowtown saloons and hotel dining rooms became important business epicenters where cattle trading was negotiated. It was the innovative tavern owners who hired exceptional chefs, hosted events, employed professional gamblers to run exciting games, and hired beautiful “red-light gals.” Proprietors claimed their share from liquor sales, dancing, gaming, and prostitution.
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Saloon interior


Panhandle-Plains Historical Museum, Canyon, Texas




Competition between communities was fierce as town councils planned events for the next season to entice drovers and purchased advertising in South Texas publications. Kansas newspaper editors were obviously loyal to their towns, working with city leaders to write articles bragging on the merits of their hotels, loading centers, and saloons while condemning the neighboring towns.



“They are, as a class, men, who make very little noise or show in the world, do their business on strictly business principles, and when their word is given it is just as good as their bond. That there are drovers who are unscrupulous and dishonest we admit; but they soon become known to the farmers and dealers, and it is only a question of a short time when they are compelled to seek some other business. There is no other business of the same extent that is so largely done ‘on honor’ as the livestock trade, and yet it is seldom that ever a dispute arises. Sales are made aggregating thousands of dollars, and although no papers are passed, the contract is always scrupulously carried out.”


WILSON COUNTY CITIZEN, FREDONIA, KANSAS
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Nothing like fine whiskey at the end of a long drive

Dodge City Times, July 17, 1880




On the one hand you had the trail-hardened cowboys just in from a five-month-long ride where they never abandoned the cattle in their charge. I think about those cowpunchers, perhaps too young of life’s experience but long on skills. Loyal to the brand and dedicated to the work that had to be done, they hit town with a chance to relax and experience the pleasures of life. As young men in their late teens to mid-twenties, most of these drovers were unwed, seeking adventure with a reckless disregard for death. They hired on to ride a horse across thousands of miles to drive thousands of half-wild beasts and face every kind of danger you can imagine, from Mother Nature to cutthroat rustlers. Right after they hit Cowtown, they had pockets full of more cash than they had ever seen in their lifetime. A bath, clean duds, and a pair of shop-made boots were first on the agenda. Next came a stiff drink and something to eat besides beans and sourdough. Perhaps a dance or two with a willing partner; maybe something more.


The cattle-trailing wranglers included skilled livestock handlers of all skin color and background. A man’s past did not matter. The color of a man’s skin had no bearing on the skills, loyalty, and bravery he exhibited for the job. According to George W. Saunders, The Old Time Trail Drivers’ Association founder, about one-third of the cowboys who went up the trail were Black or Mexican vaqueros.



Wranglers


Earn $30
Per Month
CATTLE DRIVE
Central Texas to
Montana Territory


~


Able to endure harsh weather, hostile Comanches.


~


Dehorning & Animal Doctoring Most Helpful


~


We do not care about a man’s Past, but require a good attitude.
Drinking, gambling, cussing Will not be tolerated on trail.
Slaughter-Pecos Cattle Company





“From 1868 to 1895 it is estimated that fully 35,000 men went up the trail with herds, if the number of men computed by the number of cattle driven is correct. Of this number of men about one-third were negroes and Mexicans, another third made more than one trip.”


GEORGE W. SAUNDERS, TRAIL DRIVER
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Burrough Owens, Texas cowboy and cook with the 101 Ranch


Panhandle-Plains Historical Museum, Canyon, Texas




Historian Michael N. Searles acknowledges Mr. Saunders’s observations and notes, “In 1860, slaves and free Blacks exceeded 30 percent of the Texas population with more than 83,000 people.” He also points out that “the large number of cattle in Texas offered opportunities for enterprising men to turn a profit.”


Outfits employed the revered Mexican vaquero. The skills they exhibited had been passed down for generations, long before the controlled northward migration of the Texas longhorns began. Many firsthand accounts pay tribute to these skills of the vaquero. Trail driver John James Haynes recalled, “During a storm we would ride among them, doing our best to get them settled, but in the darkness of the night, the blinding rain, loud peals of thunder, with vivid flashes of lightning to keep them excited, our efforts were often of no avail. When we saw that they were going, in spite of all we could do, we left two of our Mexican cowhands to ‘tough it out’ with them. No matter how many miles away we found the herd the next day, the faithful Mexicans were still with it.”


On the other end of the spectrum opposite the Texas cowboys were the Eastern gentlemen, representing the railroads and the packing houses. They conducted business with the trail bosses and cattle barons while enjoying first-rate accommodations and dining. The stockyards and hotels wanted their return business, and unforgettable accommodations would offer one way of achieving that. What the trail-driving drover accomplished is remarkable, and I also think about the citizens who called a Kansas Cowtown home. The year-round residents had to prepare for thousands of visitors who returned every summer. They, to me, are the unsung stars we do not hear much about in this historic tale.
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“Cow punchers” on horseback push livestock up a ramp and into a wooden train car
Cattle Raisers Museum, Fort Worth, Texas





“The delegation from Kansas City consists of 51 representatives of that hustling city. They came in yesterday morning over the Santa Fe. The delegation is headed by that prince of goodfellows, Mayor Webster Davis.”


19TH ANNUAL MEETING OF THE CATTLE RAISERS ASSOCIATION. FORT WORTH DAILY GAZETTE, 12 MARCH 1895




The last of the herds would have shipped out late fall, October or early November. I can imagine that every family member breathed a sigh of relief when that final loaded livestock railcar pulled out of town. That break would have been short, though.


During the winter months town councils would begin making plans, running ads in Texas newspapers, and touting the reasons drovers should spend time in their town. Delegations would attend stock trader gatherings to rub elbows with the ranch owners and railroad agents. As A. J. Vanlandingham, commissioner of the Kansas City transportation bureau commented in his speech to the Cattle Raisers Association, “We handled last year over 394,000 cattle from Texas and the southern territory and are now first in receipts of Texas cattle.” He added, “We think next to Fort Worth, Kansas City is the greatest city on earth.”
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Buyers look over a group of Texas Longhorns at the Great Union Stockyards, Chicago around 1900.


Library of Congress






“From Hannibal, Missouri, came the pine lumber, and from Lenape, Kansas, came the hard wood, and work began in earnest and with energy. In sixty days from July 1st a shipping yard, that would accommodate three thousand cattle, a large pair of Fairbank’s scales, a barn and an office were completed, and a good three-story hotel well on the way toward completion.”


JOSEPH G. MCCOY, CATTLE BARON




Back in Kansas, citizens were already preparing for the coming season. The tallgrass prairie is a well-watered, sweeping swath perfect for grazing herds. There are no trees for those wood burning stoves. Suppliers shipped goods west by rail, and those train cars returned east crammed with Texas longhorns.


As an old trailing cowboy Sam R. Riding observed, “Here along these trails passed the wealth of an empire.” At its best there are numerous examples of supply meeting demand at rail shipping points. It is amazing what the citizens of these towns accomplished in such a short time. Texas and Kansas were bound in this venture, and the Kansas Cowtown imprinted its place in Western lore.


The variety of food in Cowtown is as diverse as the characters that walked along its streets. Oysters were a surprising item and very popular with diners. They arrived by train in large barrels of water or ice or were canned in small tins. While the tales of gunfights and cowboy mischief are certainly exciting, as I researched this book my curiosity always came back to the people who were assigned to the food preparation in the community. If you grew up in a family that involved work with long days of physical labor, as I did, you understand how much food these people can eat. Gathering around the table is not a culinary experience but a necessity that allows a body to wake up the next day at “can’t see” and do what needs to be done. If it tastes good, and it usually does, that’s a bonus.


Farming families began settling in the areas around Cowtown, which makes sense when you think about the flat, treeless land, perfect for the plow, and the produce needed to feed an influx of several thousand people. Corn, potatoes, beans, eggs, fresh milk, cream, and buttermilk would have to be furnished on a local basis in addition to needed foodstuffs brought by train.


The prep work for twenty-four-hour fine dining establishments must have been something to witness. Stacks of dirty dishes and piles of laundry were endless, I imagine, and it would have taken every single citizen, young and old, to ensure a successful cattle season. Families who called Cowtown home had a familiarity with hard work, and it did not deter them.


This collection of recipes reflects all the elements of Cowtown fare, including the history and firsthand accounts from the time period. From rib-sticking food to simple, delicious meals using basic ingredients that could be grown in local gardens, the results were oh so savory.


The resources for these dishes are varied, and I have included a few modern ranch recipes. I am a devoted recipe collector, but when it comes to cooking, I don’t have a lot of time to prep, which is why I love the recipes in this book. Simple, easy, and full of flavor—just like the kinds of food our great-grandmothers might have prepared with ingredients they had on hand. When I cook cornbread in my grandmother’s cast-iron skillet, I can imagine her watching over my shoulder, and the image of her placing a steaming square on my plate comes to mind.


Perhaps the flavor of these recipes will remind you of the hands that prepared the food before you. With each bite, you’re getting a taste of the past.


The photographs included in this book span several decades. Although actual images from the early days of cow drives are extremely rare, you will recognize the work of the cowboy. The pride of community has not diminished, and the men on horseback exhibit a familiarity you will recognize. Cowboys still exist. Whether from 1880s or 2023, they rely on the same tools first used by the Mexican vaquero. The necessary skills needed to “make a hand” are crucial. “Makin’ a hand” is the highest of compliments.
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A cowboy stands on his horse in Newton, Kansas, early 1900s
Library of Congress




The age-old cowboy code of courage, loyalty to the brand, working without complaints, respect for women, and lack of curiosity about a man’s past hold true in this century. There is pride in a job well done. I am privileged to be around these kinds of people every day. Many other traditions continue as well, such as providing the outfit with a hearty meal. I can imagine how soul satisfying the home-cooked town food must have tasted to those saddle-weary cowpokes.


Lean, muscled cowboys with sweat-stained hats eased into Cowtown, where streets bulged with activity. The smells of dust and livestock were familiar to the cowboy, but as he tied up his horse and walked closer to the open door, he got a whiff of fresh rolls just out of the oven. The aroma almost brought him to his knees because it reminded him of home. Boots scuffled and spurs jangled as he and his friends took their seats. The menu was cluttered with fancy food, a real treat for men who didn’t get their meals often enough to hurt their digestion.



THE NEW VENDOME


237 North Market Street, Wichita, Kansas
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… DINNER …
Soup—Chicken Giglet, au Gratin. Radishes.
Sliced Tomato. Green Olives. Sweet Pickles.
Pommesa La Parisienne.
Dressed Lettuce with Eggs.
Roast Prime Rib of Beef, au jus.
Hamburger Roll, Tabasco Sauce.
New Potatoes in Cream.
Shrimp Salad.
Rhubarb Pie. Strawberries and Cream.
Assorted Cakes. Cream Cheese.
Water Crackers.
Hot Muffins.
Wheat, Rye or Graham Bread.
Tea. Coffee. Sweet Milk.
SUNDAY, MAY 15.
HASELWOOD, CHEF.
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Meals 25 cents




At the table next to the trailing cowboys sat a handsome man in a dark suit, crisp white shirt, and thin necktie. He even had a pink wild prairie rose in his lapel. He greeted them with a toothy smile and extended an invitation for the boys to join him at the card table later. This professional gambler was instantly a best friend, but he thought nothing of taking every penny those cowpokes had. In a fair game, of course.


Several other tables scattered around the dining hall were full, where men with serious faces sat murmuring to one another. Perhaps railroad agents discussing stockyard expansion with city councils, or maybe packing house representative schmoozing cattle barons.


The merchants, carpenters, hotel maids, and their families all scrambled in from the busy street to eat as well. And what about those laborers who had an endless stream of train cars to unload, and then load again with bawling longhorns? Food had the power to bring all of these distinctly different individuals together. Food is community, because folks can’t pursue their purpose if they’re hungry.


In summation, I think vaudeville comedienne Eddie Foy describes the atmosphere of Cowtown the best in his memoir Clowning Through Life. Along with his acting partner, Jim Thompson, Foy had a highly successful two-season run in Dodge City.



I wish I could present to an audience of today an adequate picture of one of those old western amusement halls. Writers and artists have tried to do it, the movies have tried it, but all in vain—the sounds are lacking—the songs and patter from the stage at one end, where the show began at eight o’clock and continued until long after midnight; the click and clatter of poker chips, balls, cards, dice, wheels and other devices at the other end, mingled with a medley of crisp phrases—“Thirty-five to one!” “Get your money down, folks!” “Eight to one on the colors.” “Keno!” “Are you all down, gentlemen? Then up she rises!” and a thousand other bits representing the numerous varieties of games that were being played, and which, though mostly spoken in a moderate tone, combined to make a babel of sound. All around the room, up above, a sort of mezzanine, ran a row of private boxes—and they were boxes, indeed! As plain as a packing case! Where one might sit and drink and watch the show. When the various stage performances were over, there was dancing which might last until four A.M. or daybreak.


Welcome to Cowtown.
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Designed by Burgham and Root around 1875, the east limestone gate to the Union Stock Yards in Chicago remains today.
Library of Congress
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Cowboys, cattle, horses, and mules in West Texas
Cattle Raisers Museum, Fort Worth, Texas





INDIAN NATION

Trail bosses had much to consider when deciding on a route for walking their product to the railheads. For example, trails west out of Texas led to the quicksands and swift currents of the Pecos River. Cattleman Charles Goodnight declared it to be “the graveyard of the cowman’s hopes” because he had lost too many valuable head during the crossing.



“There were 500 Indians camped near the trail, and nearly every herd that passed gave them beef. Hundreds of cowboys knew Quannah Parker, and he had scores of friends among the white people.”


T. J. BURKETT SR., TRAIL DRIVER




All hoof-hardened paths north encountered the Red River. A shift towards the east and then north pushed drovers to confrontation with jayhawkers, bands of rustlers and robbers that ruled parts of Kansas. Bandits were not afraid to take on the hot-blooded cowboys who were bent on getting their herds to market. Conflict did not deter either side.


After crossing the Red, directly north lay Indian Nation.


In 1829 President Andrew Jackson requested legislation to relocate five tribes of Native Americans who lived in the South. He called for “an ample district west of the Mississippi … to be guaranteed to the Indian tribes as long as they shall occupy it.”


Most of central and southern Mississippi, a land of moss-covered forests and clear streams, was settled by the Choctaw Nation. The Cherokee Nation had called parts of Georgia, North Carolina, Tennessee, and Alabama home for generations. The Chickasaw people claimed the thick timber areas of northern Mississippi and parts of Tennessee and northwestern Alabama. Mangrove forests and wetlands of the Florida Everglades provided a home to the Seminoles. The Creek lived on the flatlands of Alabama and Georgia
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Quanah Parker, Comanche Indian Chief
Library of Congress




Generations of First Americans had lived in these areas, where they had established homes and farms, growing crops and raising livestock.


Various treaties and payments were initiated. President Jackson ordered strict enforcement, and the Choctaws were removed first, beginning in 1831. The Cherokees received $5 million in exchange for their seven million acres of ancestral homelands, and the military was ordered to evict them at gunpoint and force their journey westward. The remaining tribes followed. The route they walked, twelve hundred miles, which took six months, is known as the Trail of Tears. Adding to the tensions was the Cherokees and Choctaws’ participation in the War of 1812, a service that President Jackson seemed to have overlooked. Forced treaties, illegal enforcement, and conflict within and among the tribes ultimately led to the removal of the southeastern tribes to land out west.


The claimed reasoning for the relocation is that they would have a guaranteed home-land and could develop and build on their own, retaining their culture without the influence of others. Also, Jackson believed that a nation could not exist within a nation. Their new home was the plains area in what is now Oklahoma. Incidentally, White settlers were already there.



“[C]rossing Red River out by Carriage Point, by way of Fort Arbuckle into Indian Territory, out by Oswego, Kansas. Here we met a bunch of friendly Comanche Indians who had been out on the banks of the Arkansas River making a treaty with another tribe.”


LEO TUCKER, TRAIL DRIVER




Over the decades, it became known as Indian Country, then Indian Territory, a land crisscrossed by the boundaries of multiple tribal nations and reservations.


From the time the great livestock movement began and crossed the Red River, the trail drivers passed through Indian Nation. The migration of Texas longhorns that started in 1866, however, brought significant numbers of livestock and people that could not be ignored—not only the Texas cattle but also an unbelievable number of immigrants. An estimated twelve million European immigrants arrived in the United States between 1870 and 1900, led by Ireland, Germany, Great Britain, Canada, France, Switzerland, Mexico, Norway, the Netherlands, and Italy. Chinese had already settled in California during the gold rush by the time herds moved northward. This incursion into the native peoples’ established hunting grounds was endless.



“We were on the Chisholm Trail in the Indian Nation, and on the Wichita River some Indians came to us and wanted us to give them some cattle for allowing us to pass through their country. We gave them a few lame cows, and they never bothered us anymore.”


A. F. CARVAJAL, TRAIL DRIVER




A few passing through could be tolerated, but allowing hundreds of thousands of cattle was too much to ask. On occasion trail drivers were met by delegations of braves from various tribes, who requested a toll of ten cents per head. Some of the tribes laid out a defined route. The alternate route east put them up against fierce opposition from Kansas and Missouri farmers over the ticks that Texas longhorns were immune against but caused a fatal Spanish fever in other breeds. For the sake of time, most trail bosses met the requirements of the tribes to keep the herds moving.


C. F. Doan had lived near Cache Creek and Fort Sill, Oklahoma, where he processed beef for the Indian tribes and later, while living at Doan’s Crossing, would save parts of butchered beeves for Quanah Parker. In an interview, Doan’s daughter, Bertha Doan Ross, recalls how proud her father was of the native name they had given him. It was years later that Doan discovered the translation: Chief Gut Man. In his memoirs written for the Trail Drivers Association, Doan often expressed concern that the rations provided to the tribes were never enough. He observed, “After the bi-weekly killings, the Indians would feast and sing all night long and eat up their rations and nearly starve until the next issue day came.”



“Saunders offered to make settlement by given them one horse and some provisions, and the Indians seemed well pleased with this offer. When we started our herd, about twenty young bucks riding on beautiful horses came and helped us swim the cattle across the Canadian River.”


T. T. HAWKINS, TRAIL DRIVER




The endless numbers of free-range cattle offered opportunities for all. Some tribal members built cattle ranches, like Montford Johnson, the well-known Chickasaw cattleman who lured unbranded wild cattle into holding pens by offering salt licks.


Despite the hardships and broken spirits, the tribes persevered and continued to celebrate their unique cultures through song and dance in a spirit of tradition and hope for the future.



“A few days later as we were traveling along we saw ahead of us something that looked like a ridge of timber, but which proved to be about four hundred Comanches who were coming our way. They were on the warpath and going to battle with another tribe. When they came up to our herd they began killing our beeves without asking permission or paying any attention to us…. They killed twenty-five of our beeves and skinned them right there, eating the flesh raw and with blood running down their faces.”


L. D. TAYLOR, TRAIL DRIVER






Old-Fashioned Fry Bread

Authentic fry bread would have been lard and flour, the only provisions available from the provided government rations. Each tribe added its own twist to the basic recipe.



Everyone was welcome at Cow Camp. “Eight to ten Indians frequently would come up just about time for dinner, and I would always have our cook, a white boy, prepare lots of food and we would fill the Indians up.”


JAMES MARION GARNER, TRAIL DRIVER




Yield: 16–20 servings


Ingredients:



	4 cups flour

	2 tablespoons baking powder

	1 teaspoon salt

	½ cup shortening

	1 cup warm water



Directions:


Mix flour, baking powder, and salt. Gradually add the shortening and water, adding only enough water to make the dough stick together. Knead dough until smooth. Form into fist-sized balls, cover them with a towel for 10 minutes, then pat them out into circles about the size of a pancake. Fry in hot cooking oil in cast-iron skillet until brown on both sides. Drain on paper towels.




Cherokee Fry Bread

Yield: 6 servings


Ingredients:



	1 cup flour

	½ teaspoon salt

	2 teaspoons baking powder

	¾ cup milk



Directions:


Mix ingredients, adding more flour if necessary, to make a stiff dough. Roll out the dough on a floured board till very thin. Cut into strips, 2 × 3 inches, and drop in hot cooking oil. Brown on both sides. Serve hot with honey.






Chickasaw Fry Bread

Yield: 8 servings


Ingredients:



	2 cups sifted flour

	½ teaspoon salt

	4 teaspoons baking powder

	1 egg, beaten

	½ cup warm milk



Directions:


Stir first three ingredients together, then stir in the beaten egg. Add milk to make a soft dough. Place dough on a floured breadboard; knead lightly. Roll dough out to ½ inch thick. Cut into strips, 2 × 3 inches, and slit the center. Drop strips into hot cooking oil and brown on both sides. Serve hot.





Creek Fry Bread

Yield: 8 servings


Ingredients:



	2 cups flour

	1 tablespoon baking powder

	¼ teaspoon salt

	1 cup buttermilk



Directions:


Sift flour, baking powder, and salt. Add milk and enough additional flour, if needed, to make a stiff dough. Roll out onto floured breadboard and cut into 4 × 4-inch squares with a slit in the center. Fry in hot cooking oil until golden brown. Drain on plate with paper towels.







ARBUCKLE’S AXLE GREASE

Arbuckle Ariosa brand coffee was the brand most used on the range. “Axle grease” refers to the strength of the coffee.
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Arbuckles’ Ariosa coffee advertisement, The Aegis & Intelligencer, February 1907
Wikimedia





Coffee

Yield: 1 serving


Ingredients:



	½ teacup Ariosa coffee, ground

	5–6 teacups boiling water



Directions:


Stir coffee into boiling water. Boil for 20 minutes. Remove from fire. Add ¼ teacup cold water and let stand for 1 minute.
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When John Arbuckle developed a way to preserve roasted coffee beans, his brand became the only drink trailing cowboys knew.
Natalie Bright








OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_019.jpg
Don't let switch
at a! Gippein of yeur
v P

Compes w41 et






OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_002.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_003.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_006.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_007.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_004.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_005.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_020.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_008.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_009.jpg
LONG BRANCH
m-ﬂu_.l.unrm
Favorite Resort of Stockmen.
FINE OLD KENTUCKY

WHISKIES
KEY WEST CIGARS

A SPECIALTY.
GALVESTON and SAN ANTONIO DAILY

PAPERS OX FILE.
X3 GIVE US A CALL





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_013.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_014.png





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_011.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_001.jpg
NATALIE BRIGH'T





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_012.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_017.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_018.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_015.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_016.jpg





OEBPS/Images/frn_fig_010.jpg





