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If we have any Enemies it'sg theilr
choice, not ours. We love every-
body, esrecially the Blonds and
Red heads.,
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has the idea gty
Game Das Lr'cm'p,”SO;JEWv - 80 he
got buw 1 phone and told hin sbeuh it.
The deer siaver hadnit Left his name and
address on the caxdhoard box, bhut he might
as xell have, as he left plenty of other
evidenrce to ;uqt¢*v a search warrant,

The rcsu-t yam that Mr, E. T. Spencer of
Paradise went down to Douglas and paid a
one huadred dolliar fine to Justice of the
Peace Martin for Illepgel Possessive of Deer
Meat,

Which goes to prove that Crime #%t¥% Pay,
bub the Jucre does the collecting.

Another good neightor had his part of the

venisen 8o well hidden that the Ranger
couldn't find it,

Bigging up skelelons;

We have found a fully qualificd Skeleton

Digger whe can do a bigger and betier iob
than we can, go instead of wearing cub our

pencil we are hereafter quoting a lotier
from an c¢ld Boy who was chief engincer at
the Hill Top kMine during the good old days.
His expressed 1iling for The Bull Shect
does not indicatc much intellegence but
otherwise he is an ardend desscirple of the
Hoot Owl.

Goleta, Calift.,
Jan. 8, 1958

Dear Carson:- Last Ochtober we stopred
over in Bodeo to £ill our gasoline *tank
and in our conversstion with the storekeen-
er there he tolc¢ me about the Chiricashua
Bull Sheet and gave nie some back copies.

We gat a bi;z bang oub of tnem,

That sam~ evening we talked on the phone
with Liilian Silover Reed the old school
marm who we knew when she was the young

e opened her first
Jilaing 2long side
i lding et Hllltop.
5ot ouar hands
ne that none ouher tha
"KLY Carson Morrow was the whole writ—
ing staff of such paper. You sign off
23 the Cub Reporter, but when I think
back over the years - By now you must

be an old Grey Muzzled Boar Bear in-
stead of a Cub,

I enjoy reading pour sheet, but by some-
body it sure as hell sounds like your
old Dad. When I read some of the tiiings
you write I can hear the "Qid Man' resdl-
ing someone. I always liked the Qld
Cedger,  We bunked togebher in Rodeo
one time when we were prospecing out

a ceal over close to Gteines Taoh Iv
didnt pan out as usual. But he never
quit trying. The last time I saw him

he was living alone in the old store
building. We had been up to the cld mine
and when we came down the canyon I saw
smoke coming out of the chirney so we
stopped. The 0ld Boy was there banging
on-his old battered up typewriter. He
was making a report on some mining claims
sorie where them.

It is over thirty years since we left
that part of the ccuntry., We have been
back for short visits. Bub do not know
many of the pecple you write about. But
do like to see thz names of the ones we
do know.

In one article you mentioned Bill Sanders
scorching the meat for a harbecue, The

Al caup cook

sh ope
b \-
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sohool in ohe

gour Pads ola
We wmerdicened ha
C.B.5, and Lhe tolid

grnocl. marm, before
smedtl

VLG

ai+a

©id Herd Head was & pretty o
I batched with kim once. hv did the cook
ing and T ¢ud bhe leundry. He was a fair
cake bakar wntil he was determined that

a cake conld b baked with the damper on
the shove apen. The cakes wouldnt co-
cpershe, Tie honging wail was beautiful
kut the cenher 1was of the consistency of
ons of D=d Colvins peultices £fresh cow
mamure). I suspect that Willic has
spoiled hinm for a comestic by now.

In on: article you gave my Uncle Jim Reay
a good boost. He and Aunt Minnie are
both leong gone from our midst and I still



had one
any

miss them both. Aunt Minnie always
extra hed and food on *hie table For
chuck Lline rider that came aleng. 07 all
the “imes T bellied up bo her table thore
was only once that I can rezall that gere
warfarcr wasnb there to partske.

Frank (Reay) and the pretty blond Brabbin
girl thet he married are living here in
Calif. close to Riverside. The Elond is a
gray haired grandma now, but she ie just as
sweet and preity as ever, and "Pancho is
just as gond noiured as ever. Jimmie (Reay)
is an cld batcheicr and lives at Desert
Center betwsen Indio and Blythe. Maymeda
is in the Air Force, but she noves around
so much that I dont know where she is. I
also read in ycour last issue that Uncle
Bill had been to see you. Kit I think you
moved both your Livery Stables a.block
JNorth of the original location. Uncle

Bill first went to Douglas about 1904. He
rode and packed from Kingston N.M. and 1
belicve he had seven horses in his Remmda.
He and Uncle Jim boutht the Old Star Livery
which was then on the North side of 13th
between E and F. They only had it a short
time and sold to Bowden. Uncle Jim went to
superintend a mine just over the hill from
Paradise and while there he homesteaded.
Uncle Bill and Uncle Bob took a few rem—
nants and opened up a small Livery in an
0ld adobs on Jth between F and G. Uncle
Bill ran the outfit. It was a pretty spa-
vined laycut, but he hung on and he and
Harvy Johnsbon who had a transfer outfit
went in partnership and moved into the brick
stable on Sth and F. Bowden didnt stay long
on 13th st. He built a new stablg on 12th
& G. Later Harvey and Uncle Eill bought
him out and ran that place for scveral
years. The livery business was fast wash~
ing up and they got the property and built
where the present Reay Transfer and Storage
is. The old building burned I believe. I
think the little sorrel horse you mention
was Luraed out to pasture with some others.
They waes sholen, supposedly by some raid-
ing Viliiestis. I'11 bet the Mex. who got
hin wichad that their remount had stayed

in Me<ico. He probably didnt last long

with that cut throat outfit.

. sce that you are one of the "Old
Heuntain Men" who didnt get around to
refering to John Hands as Uncle John.
Seems o me that he became Uncle John
to most everyone on the Last Slope of
the mountains from San Simon to tae
Border.

I had forgotten about the Jim Artle
fued until I read your comments. One
time Jim Kuykendell was prowling “he
East side of the mountain and Tcund

an cid gun jush belew the old trail
thet want up out of White Tail and
crossed cver jush heyond the firsth

old Hilltep diggings. Jim breught the
gun to the Hilltop Store and some Dude
from Chicage boutht it from Jim be -
cause he thought it had belonged to
Geronimo or sone of his kin in dirty
cotton drawers. I stayed all night
with old Chris Graner a short tiue
after and was telling him about the old
gun. And of course Chris swore that

it was Jim artles gun and that he had
been ambushed coiting up the trail, and
the remains scattered and covered over.
So kima and Jack have endured each
other for 50 years. I hawnt seen the
"0ld Walnut Head" but once since I

left there.

Its damn necar sundown and I have
pretty near written a book, which I
didnt intend to. I started out to tell
you I liked your Sheet and would appre~
ciate having it continue and also I got
your personal greeting which pleased
me very much.

I am asking you to put Miss Faustina
Menno on your mailing list. She is at
Placentia, Calif., R.R., 1 box 22A. She
had visited out there a couple of times.
She was with us over New Year and read
the last "Sheet" and expressed her de-
sire for it. She is a librarian in

the Fullerton Library. You are do-

ing better than you think when a
trained librarian asks for your dribbl-
ings. I am also enclosing a picture of
Abe Lincoln. No offense. But I dont
know just how you are financing the



sheet, but the Post Master always wants
+the dinero before he hands out the sbanps
so put it in the kitty for what good it
will do.

If I ever get down that way again I will
look you up. Cant get around very fast
and have to stay on level ground, be-
cause the old punp does funny things.

Very truly yours,

Gregg Reay.

MOUTH CF THE CANYON:

The Wagon Boss of the W D Qutfit, Sir
Erbert Smith will be absent most of the
Summer 'I' is going to visit the Scenes
(slums) of his childhood near the Lime-
house District in Lundon Hengland - Long
live the Bloody Gueen.

EUEYR YA
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Jim and Lucille Wilbourn, accompanied
by their little Sweet Blond Daughter
Anne, were amoung the Picnickers in the
Canyon Sunday Feb. 16th.

A

Juanita Morrow age 48 plus, Dick Dixon
ace 65 plus, Alma Pague age 61 plus, and
erveral other neighborhood children
ravent caught the Mumps - yeb.

It yixiy

Ingwald Iszacson has been trying out an
old scheme to find underground water by
the process of elimination. Apparently
ne has already dug wells in about all the
places where there isnt any water so he
must be pretty close to the pay off.

Sam Moseley finally got a good well by
the same method down at the Red Top
Ranch several years ago

R sty s

Doc Pugsley is over at &l Paso again for
another operation., He says his voice did-
n't chance a bit on account of the last
one and that he feels certain he will be
able to sing Bass after the Saw Bones

get through with him this time. We dont
rémember whether he said he will give an
audition or an exhibition to prove that
he is stell a "Toro" when he comes home.
Mabe old Doctor Brinkley didnt go out of
business after all.

Yk

If you wake up some morning about two AM
and hear the strains of Sweet Adaline or
some of those other old melodies accom—
panied by the patter of little feetl
(Sizes ten or twelve) dont get excited.
LaVerne has made arrangements to have an
old style Juke Box installed at her con-
crete Pavillion, so anyone who gets to
feeling coltish, just any old time, day
or night, will only have to slip a coin
in the Slot and Romp and Stoup to their
hearts content.

IS

This Case of Hamburger Charlie Versus the
Lady from Oil City seems to be getting t«
hot for us to handle., We received a
letter from Charlie dated February 15th
in which he Stipulates, Elucidates,
Orates and sets forth to such an extent
that it's hard to tell for sure whether
he is in Love or on the War Path. e
know that he wasn't riled up on account
of being out of chewing tobacce by look—
ing at the seal on the cnvelcne, SO we
will just check the bet for the time be-
ing and trust to the old adage that "Lov
will find a Way".

Write to her, Charlie. Dammit, we're nc
the ones that want to get married.

RS

It seens as though there isnt much use i
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saying any more nice things about Beuwiah
ickee and her San Simon Fie Shcppe, as
there is no further chance of garnering
an extra cup of java hy so doing. Of
cours? Beulah is the sane good scout she
has always been bub she has soid her res-
Taurant to parties wikxnown. After this
we will probebly Patronize the "agon
Wheel" every year when we g0 to San Simon.

dILL TOP DLEDS and MISDiiD3:

Our Hill Top Correspondent, Mrs Verna
Nichcls tells us that Mr. Rad  Burch, and
0il Well Red Staddard from San Simon
visited at the Nhichols plantation recent-
ly and while there Mr, Burch chopped some
wood while Red took an all day nap. She
also tells us that Red is out of smploy—
ment, so if anyone nseds a good sleeping
man he, no doubt, would be glad to have
the job, and would make a good hand at it.
Mr. Nichols has lost his leasc on the
Dixie Truck Stop at San Sinon, and De—
puty Sheriff Brown is taking over as the
new manager. There is a strong pro-
bability that Mr. Nichols will open up
another Business in San Sinon.

FBEH

Herb and Shirley Fisher are the proud
Parents of a young lady by the name of
Barbara Lymn, who was born at the Lords—
burg Hospital February 17th.

VTR
Lttty 3

Robert Pague has been home on leave from
the U.S, Navy for several days. He put

in most of the time trying to build a Tel-
~vision antenna higher than White Tail
canyen is deep,

FOVERNMINT KFFICTINCY:

The Forest Servize finally got arcund to
renoving the diuit wood dam from the creek
which has been diverting the flood water
across the lower end of Camp Stewart
picnic area since early last Swaser.

They might have gotten the job done soon-
er if the Cub Reporter would have layed
off yakking about it long enough for them

to go through all the official channels
to get the necessary approval: Portal
to Dounlas; to Tucson; to Albuquerque;
to Vashinston D.C., with thirty day
Pigcon Hole rescrvations at each office,
coming and going. '
Getting the dam out of the creck was a
simple operation after the Red Tape was
untangled, it took the Bull Dozer all of
thirty minutes to do the job.

It wculd have taken Sendy, Mike, Phil,
and Winkie a couplc of hours without
benefit of machinery, allowing plenty of
time for them to spatter ecach other with
mud balls.

What this Country needs is more kids

and less governnment.

LOCOS ON THE LCUCSE:

Good neighbors you haven't a thing to
worry about. Jack and Emuma laloney call-
ed at the lLditorial Office a few afier—
noons ago and all weighty matters, do-
mestic and foreigh, pertinent to the
future welfare of the nation were dis-
cussed thoroly, and satisfactory con-
clusions reached. With only one excep~-
tion. The exception beeing: What lo-
coed stunt will the Arizona Gaue De-
partient Technicians pull off next? Now
that they have set up their Transacts,
bxclusions, ete., enunerated the deer
dung, killed off most of the Does, saw-
ed into their thigh bones to see if they
were fat, examined their livers for vi-
tamin content, and looked at their re-
productive organs to see whether they
would have had twins or triplets had
they not been killed.

This matter was discussed from every
angle and Jack came up with the only
answer offered.

He said "Well we know damned well they
are Crazy so no doubt if you thirk of
the Craziest Damned thing possible that
will be the next thing they do".

PLANTING TIkE:

Perhaps we are all to squeamish about
discussing Deaths, Burial and Grave-
yards, but the time is rolling up pretty
fast to the point that burying in the
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Paradisc Cemetery will have to come to a
halt, simply because there wont bc any-
one around able to dig a grave in that
hard ground.

So all we superaniiated people with a bad
cough and considerably less than a mill-
ion dollars had better not only discuss
the uatter frankly, but not at too much
length (the tire might be shorter than
we hope) and take some constructive
action toward solving the problem,

Bill Sanders has been the Whecl Horse on
the grave digging for the past several
years. Not only on the actual digging
but he has furnished the blasting mater-
ial and tools out of his own pocket
which ish't a big item once in a while
but over a period of years it mounts up
to more than most of us realize.

Oscar Olney and Blackie Stidham are both
runners up for second place, with third
rlace going to - you might say the pop—
ulation at large of which only about one
out of a dozen are physically able to
attend a funeral after the grave has
been dug. That is unless they happen

to be the customer.

Bill and Blackie are in the same age
bracket as most of the resf of us but
we're constructed of better leather.
Oscar is a young man who brourht hone a
nunber of souvenirs from the Second
Worlds War in the form of machine gun
bullets well dispersed throughout his
anatomy, which detract somewhat from his
dig-ability, so he wont be able to carry
on alcne when Bill and Blackie finally
become the "guests of honor",

The first two people who died at Para-
dise were buried in the old Guleyville
Graveyard which was about two or three
miles from laradise and somewhat diffi-
cult of access in those days of Hoss or
Hob-Nuil shoe transportation.

So Jun, 8, 1906 when an old haru .ock
Liiner by the name of .lexander ..ills
took on more ?anther Juice than he could
carry and sat down behind Joe Luculers
ionky Jonk and froze to death - the town
fathers duly elected him as the first
candidate in the present laradise Cem-
etery, The site was selected because
of its accessibility and a..arent but
deceptive softness of the groun#i. a

group of volunteers sawed and nailed to-—
cether a coffin of Chiricahua Pine lum—
ber, dug the grave, and Frank Barfield,
with his wagon and team, hauled the re-
rnains of the late, but not very much
lamented, .lexander to its last resting
sdace. .1l at no excense to anjyone, the
vweeney lwaber Comgany having donated the
lumber for the coffin, .at .elch panied
U, a gallon of whiskey, and Joe olater
furnished the candles for the wake. Liv-
ing was chea but dying was cheaper "in
them thur days".

that first Lurial established a ,rece-
dent which has been carried on in ;art
right down to the present day. That is
the volunteer grave digging part. With
the passing of the years - factory made
Caskets have gradually replaced the home
rade coffing, and motor vehicles have
taken over the transportation chore,

So as we said before the tine has come
to talk about something besides Cabbages
and Kings and do something more than
talk about grave digging.

Our first suggestion is that all our fu—
ture Burying Business be conductéd at a
different site where the digging is a lot
easier. We think the site where Mr.

L. N. Reed has been buried since 1880 is
a good one, and we request that Walter
and Lillian Reed start proceedings with
the U.S. Forest Service looking toward
having a plot of suitable size design-
ated as the "The Reed Cemetery" for the
use of the public at large,

Our second suggestion is that hereafter
when anyone wishes to have a grave dug
in the raradise Cenetery that they in-
sert a 'one hundred dollar bill' in the
envelope along with their request to Bill
Sanders to do the digging.

ROMANCE :

Cut here in the land of Starvation and
Sunshine it was a well established cus-
tom among all the various Indian Tribes
to either trade ponies for brides or to
steal the gals from their parents. In
either case the old folks generally got
the best of the deal.

Now the Yankees back along the kastern
Seaboard knew nothing of American Customs



when they first arrived from Merry Old -
Hengland, so they have carried on the
traditions and customs of the homeland
with regard to dispcsing of their surplus
female offsprings. Which doesn’t cein-
cide with the Indians way in any respect,
except that it also shifts responsibi-~
lity and cuts down on the grub bill.

The old *Puritan Foppies were and are
rated pretty high on stinginess and apti-
tude for gathering in the "Con Gue" by
just about any means, foul or fair, short
of outright stealing. Likewise they
were and are just as foxy at wriggling
out of a bad situation. So instead of
demanding Ponies in exchange for their
daughters they offer or imply that they
would give somebthing to boot in the form
of a dowry.

To bring this story a little closer to
horie and umake it more understandable we
will ge® scrt of Semi - Personal and tell
you abcut a case in point which was told
to us by a faller who had heard it from
anotner fellei:

There is an cld Yankee Cowboy by the

name of Wild Horse Jack Nuens up in Kent,
Connecticut who originated in a snow bank
over in North Dakota, grew to manhood on
Jack Rabbit Jerky and other forms of mal-
nutrition,
Rodeo Circuit and the home brew joints
all the way to Connecticut.

There he met and married a comely young
widow with three pretty daughters, they
were nect tco much ef a problem until they
became of marrigeable age.

When that time arrived Jack was behind
the eight becanse the eligible Yan-—
kee Beys didn't have any ponies and were
Lo honest to sbeal (women at least). So
he cowlidnt dispose of them in the injun
ltheough Jack hadnt at that time

Loe wxhent that he had learned to hang
osite the cash in band, the dowry busin-
enad dnint aopeal to him either. Finally
ac b cnfo a scheme that partially
worwed, H2 mcved down to Texas and
went into the sheep business temporar—
ily, and those old Davis Mountain Boys

WAy,

Then he followed the one horse

soon swarmed like bees around his place.
Those prim Jittle Blond Yankee Misses
certainly didn't lose anything oy compar-
ison with the Snuff Dipping Sun Bonnet
Native Gals.

To make a short story shorter, the two
elder step daughters cabbaged onto the
two most eligible Texans forth with,
right away, and pronto,

The feller didn't say whether Jack used
the Yankee or Injun disposal method, but
did say scmething about him taking a
truck load of horses back o Connecticut
after he finally had to give up on dis-
posing of the third step daughter even to
a Texan.

She wasn't a drug on the market on acc-
ount of her looks by any means, if any-
thing she was the prettiest one of the
three, but she was such a waspy little
character, with a strong tendency to-
ward outlawry, that those boys from the
Long Horn state kepb their distance in
spite of their brags about the bravery
of their forefathers who died at the
Alamo.

So¢n after the Nuens family arrived

back at Kent with %he Texas horses, and
the surplus blond, a boy by the name of
Scotty Anderson came along who had been
fighting the Japs down in New Guinea for
three or four years and wasn't afraid of
anything.

If Scotty wanted to get married at that
time he hadn't realized it yet. His big
ambitions were to acquire a good roping
saddle and own a riding stable. Right
away 01.d Yankee Jack saw a strong pos—
sibility in that unsuspecting lad. He
made Scotty a partner in his riding
Stable which he had sbarted with the
Texas horses and admonished Alice to curb
her scrappiness as much as possible.
Romance soon began to blossom but not
fast enough to suit Jack.

aAlice was about to graduate from high
school and wanted a nice little ladies
saddle with a quilted seat and all the
triimings as a graduation present.

Right at that point Jack saw another
strong possibility, played his big trump,



and won going away.

He bought a nice big roping saddle that
was so heavy She couldn't possibly 1lift
it on a horse, and gave it to her as a
combination graduation and wedding pre-
sent - as it turned out.

Mr. and Mrs. Scotty Anderson now live
right here in Cave Creed, and if there
is any doubt about them being happy and
being regular guys, Just drive up to the
S.W. Research Station and get acquainted
with them and their cute little old kid
Winkie.

Yes - Scotty still has the saddle.

VOX_POPULT: _

Thursday Feb. 20, '58
Carson Morrow
Portal, Ariz,

Col. Pug still having it plenty rugged
yet. Only one more day of the first
seventy two hours to go then he will

be more comfortable, so the doctors say.
He is very uncomfortable right now but
the Drs. say he is a model patient.
Trying to rain here (El Paso) today but
not doing much good at it.

Hope you and yours are CK.

Signed:- Aunt Duck



