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TEACHER AT HILLTOP

By Maryan Stidham

After graduating from the University of California at Berkeley
in May, 1924, my sense of adventure impelled me to look for a position
in a rural area. A primary teacher was needed in the little mining
community of Hilltop in Cochise County, Ariz., and in early September
I was crossing southern Arizona on the Southern Pacific railroad.

We wound through hills and valleys, stopped briefly at Tucson
and Douglas and rounded the southern end of the Chiricahua Moun-
tains. That was a strange name and I wondered how it was pronounced.
Suddenly I caught a view of mountains almost like the Colorado Rockies,
then lesser formations, and finally one outstanding peak as the train
stopped at Rodeo, N. M.

There was just one person in sight, a woman somewhat older
than I was, coming briskly toward me with hand outstretched. She
introduced herself as Mary C. Fritz, the principal and teacher of the
upper grades at Hilltop. She led me to her Chevrolet touring car which,
she said, had seen better days but was our link to the outside world.

Mary was a widow with an 11- year-old son who attended school at St.
David.

I wondered why the oversized yellow railroad station had been
built for such a small community. Then we were in the car and headed
for the mountains on a dirt road which churned up dust.

Mary told me that she’d met Mrs. C. W. Bush in Douglas and she
had invited us to spend the night with her family who lived at the edge
of the mountains. Then we could get a fresh start for Hilltop in the
morning. Mrs. Bush’s brother, Shelton Keeling, was staying with them,
but there was plenty of room for us.

Mary confided that Shelton Keeling and Helen Brown, our
county school superintendent, were good friends, and that she, Mary,
also found Shelton interesting. I smiled inwardly, as young women will,
at the thought of these older friendships.

I also kept noticing things alongthe way. The barbed wire fences
had other wires strung along the tops of the posts. As there were no

telephone posts in sight, I correctly assumed that the fence posts did
double duty. :
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Mary Fritz, principal of Hilltop school 1925-6 stands on the main street of

Rodeo, N.M. waiting for auto repairs.

The mountains grew more beautiful as we came closer, Pres-
ently we turned off to the left onto a narrower dirt road and could see a
dark green house with trees around it. We drove around to the back as
obviously everyone did. Not far from here, I would later learn, was the
old dugout where the youngest Hands brother and a friend had been
killed by Apaches on their last raid through this region.

Mrs. Bush came out to greet us. She was a tall, pleasant woman,
probably used to pioneering, I thought. We walked through the house to
the screened-in porch overlooking the valley from which we had come.
Soon the men came in, with their bighats and cowboy clothes, reminding

me of illustrations in the popular novel, Chip of the Flying U,

Mr. Bush sat down in the rocking chair beside me, and I asked
him something about ranching. “It’s terrible,” he assured me. “Hardly
a drop of rain all summer and the cows are losing weight.”

I protested that the trees around the house looked nice and
green. Yes, he agreed, but they were watered from an old Indian spring
nearby. AsIremarked that even the pasturesin the valley looked green,
Mrs. Bush came to the door.












































































































