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Editor’s Note

Ten years ago, in 1976, Helon Thompson Hendrix jotted down this
“Memory’’ and sent a copy to her fellow teachers who participated in the trip
to the Grand Canyon. The three, in addition to Helon, were: Ellen Maher
Johnson, Helen Brown Kelling, and Ruth Woodward Collins. In her covering
letter to Ruth, Helon wrote, in part, *‘. . . Van Dyke says ‘Memory is a capricious
creature . . . she picks up pebbles from the shore of life, and keeps them as
treasures.” Ruth gave her copy of this ‘‘pebble’’ to the Museum of the Cochise
County Historical and Archaeological Society. It is printed now in honor of
these four highly thought of teachers.

A MEMORY
by Helon T. Hendrix

This story is being told especially for Betty Kelley, my niece, and my grand-
son, Jim Hendrix. Both of them insist that it must be told, Jim even bringing
a tape recorder, thinking it would be easier for me. However, I haven’t yet
mastered that creative thing, so shall try writing it first.

In the early 1900s, Douglas, Arizona, was a nice town on the border be-
tween Mexico and our state. Much of it had been purchased and built by and
for the Phelps Dodge Copper Co. when it built the big smelter a few miles to
the west. The schools were good, an army unit was stationed there in case Pan-
cho Villa continued his activity along the border, so there was much to attract
good young teachers.

Four of us lived in the same home during the school year 1917-18, and
together we developed the dream of a rea/ trip to the Grand Canyon and of
seeing many other beauties of our state as we went.

My family, the Thompsons, were ranchers near Dos Cabezas, in Sulphur
Spring Valley. They were most cooperative, loaning us a car, a 1916 Model T
Ford, equipping it with as much storage space as possible for camping, leaving
small space for the four of us. They gave us much advice as to changing tires,
and we did appreciate that many times on the trip. Fortunately, road condi-
tions were not mentioned, for had we known about that, we might not have
started. At that time, the only paving was in the larger towns, and the roads
were generally, from fair to rough, and too many, we found, were rougher.

We had each received a bonus of $25.00, and that $100.00 was our cash
in hand. Of course, we each found more as needed.



Helen was our banker, and we named her ‘‘Hetty Green’’ after a woman
financier of the day. I was ‘‘Barney Oldfield’’, a famous racer, as I was the
only one who could drive. Ruth, our Home Economics teacher, was our food
supplier, and Ellen, the youngest, was our general helper. I'm sorry | can’t
remember the names we gave those two.

We were ready, school was over, reports and books were in, so we started.
It was late May, 1918 and our three week trip began. First stop was the Thomp-
son Ranch, where all parts were inspected, and there we spent the night.

The next day we passed through Willcox, then a cattle shipping point, after
noon, and about four o’clock we were breezing along on a sandy road when
we stopped moving, with the engine purring beautifully. I thought we were stuck
in the sand until Ellen called out, **The thing in the middle of the wheel is turn-
ing like mad, but the wheel isn’t turning.'” That was our first experience with
a broken hub, and we hadn’t been told of this possibility. What could we do,
miles from anywhere?

Help arrived as we wondered and worried. A young man who worked in
Willcox and lived a few miles further along this road came along on his way
home. He, bless him, towed us to his place, where he was dismantling an old
Ford. We spent our first night of really camping in his yard among the chickens.
As the young man promised, he put in a hub, and the next morning said, ‘‘You
are all fixed now, and it won’t happen again.”’

We believed him and went happily on our way to the Graham Mountains
to cross to the San Simon Valley. We were climbing now, the road was good,
and all was well, we thought. But — it did happen again; the other hub broke.
Fortunately, we were on a level spot, for, as I learned later, we had no brakes
on the Ford when the hub broke. Again, what to do! We were on the sunny
side of the hill and it was really too warm, so something had to be done now.
Ellen and I put oranges in our shirts in case of thirst, for we had no idea how
far we would have to walk for help. After about a mile, we saw, on a nearby
hillside, a man putting salt blocks into a light wagon. When we told him of
our trouble, he adjusted his wad of chewing tobacco and said, ““Git in, I’ll see
what | can do. | hain't never left no women in distress.”” Just then we heard
a car on the road we had left below, so we yelled and waved frantically. The
car stopped, and down the hill we went in the wagon, scattering oranges among
the salt blocks.

In a lovely roadster were two cattlemen from Willcox. At our question about
our friends in the Ford, one said, ‘“‘Oh, that’s too bad, for we just turned the
car around so they could coast back down to the valley.”” I didn’t believe that
and said so. After a big laugh, they told us they put the car under some trees
and would send help as soon as they reached a mechanic who would come out
to us. We had a good camp there until the mechanic arrived and did the necessary
repairs. We followed him to his shop where, Helen said later, we all helped
make some other repairs. I don’t remember that. | suppose I must have been
in shock!































































































































