
sixty days.
By the time the trail be-

gan, Santa Fe, which had 

been the capital of New 
Mexico since 1609, had al-
ready been long established 
as the trading center of the 
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This Week’s
Question:

Who was
Tombstone’s town 
marshal  when the 

“Gunfight at the OK 
Corral” occurred?

(10 Letters)

Curly Bill Brocius
Wounded By

New Mexico Gunfighter

Curly Bill Brocius

The Santa Fe Trail
In Their Own Words

By Richard W. Kimball

On May 19, 1881, 
Curly Bill Bro-
cius stormed out 

of a Galeyville saloon to 
confront Jim Wallace, a 
notorious gunfighter from 
New Mexico. As Curly Bill 
walked across the street, 
Wallace, who was stand-
ing behind a horse, waited 
with a cocked six-shooter in 
his hand. He shot once. The 
bullet went through Curly 
Bill’s cheek and out through 
the other side. Although the 
wound was bloody and took 
out a couple of teeth, it was 
not serious. Curly Bill had a 
strong constitution. He tied 
a bandanna around his head 
to keep his jaw in one piece. 
After a few weeks, the ban-
dage came off and, except 
for the scars, Curly Bill was 
as ornery as ever.

Curly Bill and Wallace 
crossed paths several years 
earlier in New Mexico Ter-
ritory during the tumultuous 

The Santa Fe Trail be-
gan when merchants 
formed an annual 

caravan in 1822, af-
ter news of Mexico’s 
independence from 
Spain reached the 
United States. The 
Spanish government 
had prohibited trade 
with the U.S.; the new 
Mexican government 
welcomed it.

The wagons 
started the 780-mile 
route in Independence, Mis-
souri, or Council Grove, 
Kansas, usually reaching 
their destination in forty to 

Southwest. Though it had 
only about 3,000 permanent 
residents, as many as 40,000 

buyers and sellers 
met there to haggle.

The eyewitness 
of this account, Jo-
siah Gregg, made 
many trips. His first, 
in 1831, recount-
ed here, was with 
100 wagons carry-
ing about $200,000 
worth of goods. By 
the 1850s, several 

million dollars of goods were 
transported annually.

Lincoln County War (1878-
1881). At that time, they rode 
with one of the outlaw gangs 
plaguing that region. Once 
the war was over, the hired 
gunfighters and other out-
laws moved on. Some went 
back to Texas; others into 
Old Mexico and still others 
to Arizona.

The rough and rowdy 
towns of Galeyville and 
the adjacent community of 
Charleston were located just 
west of the New Mexico-Ar-
izona line. Both towns were 
controlled entirely by out-
laws and attracted criminals 
of all kinds, including cattle 
rustlers and stagecoach rob-
bers. The worst of the bunch 
was Curly Bill Brocius, a 
man described as “fully six 
feet tall with black curly 
hair, a freckled face, and 
well built.” He was known 
by most folks as the outlaw 
king of Galeyville. A news 
story in a frontier newspaper

In the days of early 
settlement by Anglos 
in southeast Arizona, 

there was probably no one 
more feared and respected 
than Pete Kitchen. He was 
born around 1822 in either 
Tennessee or Kentucky, 
joined the army at the age 
of 22 and ended up serving 
along the Rio Grande. Af-
ter getting out of the army 
he moved to California to 
try his luck prospecting for 
gold.

Kitchen came to 
southern Arizona around 
1854. With his Mexican 
wife, Dona Rosa, he stayed 

to farm the rich bottomland 
of the Santa Cruz River 
Valley north of present day 
Nogales, Arizona. The area 
was frequented by bands 
of hostile Apache Indians 
so Kitchen was forced to 
fortify his home to protect 
his land, his family and 
his hired ranch hands. His 
adobe home had a flat roof 
with a four-foot high para-
pet surrounding it. From 
this vantage point, a sen-
tinel could stand guard in 
relative safety. And there 
was always a sentinel on



September 18, 2019Territorial NewsPage 2

Jim Harvey
The Arizona Trail
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Lord,
Help me to remember that 

nothing is going to happen to 
me today that you and I
together can’t handle.

Amen Fantastic stories have 
been told about the Super-
stition Mountains east of 
Phoenix, but few match 
what an 1896 Winslow, Ari-
zona, newspaper editor said 
about them. He claimed 
the fish there had legs, the 
trees reached out to grab 
people, wild animals by 
the thousands came out of 
solid rock, and fire, smoke, 
horrible groans and howls 

filled the air.

August of 1857, the 
first camels in Arizona since 
the last Ice Age thousands 
of years earlier arrived at 
Fort Defiance, a U.S. Army 
post built to subdue the Na-
vajo Indians. The camels 
were from the Middle East 
and were being used as pack 
animals to carry water and 
supplies. They and their 

Arab drivers had been sent 
by the American govern-
ment on an expedition to lo-
cate a wagon road route to 
California across northern 
Arizona. A quarter century 
later the Atlantic and Pacific 
Railroad followed the cam-
els’ path, as did U.S. Route 
66 beginning in 1926.

An estimated 500 
prospectors took part in an 
1871-72 gold rush to the 
bottom of the Grand Can-
yon. All they got was exer-
cise climbing trails because 
the treasure they were after 
was just imagination.

It was a sign of civic 
progress at Phoenix in 1881 
when a walkway paved with 
beer bottles was built to 
make it easier for residents 
to cross a rutted and some-
times muddy street.

An Apache Indian 
scout for the U.S. Army 
was convicted of assault-
ing an officer in 1889 and 
escaped when he was being 
transported to serve a term 
at Yuma’s territorial prison. 
He never was captured. Sol-
diers called him the Apache 
Kid.

Prescott’s Mercy Hos-
pital charged patients $21 
for a week’s stay in the 
1890s.

1902 was the year a 
traveling dentist visited 
Williams south of the Grand 
Canyon twice a month to 
pull teeth and fill cavities 
and then go on to other 
northern Arizona towns on 
the Santa Fe line. A travel-
ing optician showed up now 
and then to examine eyes 
and fit glasses.
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(See Warrior on Page 11)

Red Cloud
Great Sioux Chief

Born near the fork of 
Nebraska’s Platte 
River, Red Cloud of 

the Oglala Sioux claimed 
his first scalp at 
the age of 16 while 
riding against 
Pawnees. He dis-
tinguished himself 
as a ferocious, ag-
gressive warrior, 
and his reputation 
grew.

By 1841, a 
dispute developed 
between the clan 
of his uncle Chief 
Smoke and that of 
Chief Bull Bear. 
Near Fort Laramie, 
the ambitious Red 
Cloud shot and 
killed Bull Bear, 
but his fierce act 
against a Sioux 
chief ensured that 
he would never be trusted 
as chief of all Ogalalas.

Red Cloud’s first 
known action against U.S. 
soldiers erupted spontane-
ously when he was in his 

early twenties. In 1854, 
near Fort Laramie, a scuffle 
between soldiers and a band 
of Sioux ensued over the 

slaughter of a cow. When 
the band’s chief was killed, 
the warriors, including Red 
Cloud and many from his 
clan, chased down the sol-
diers and killed them one at 

a time.
Over the next few 

years, the fierce warrior 
engineered a bloody and 

successful cam-
paign known as 
Red Cloud’s War 
along the Boze-
man Trail. The war 
began when the 
trail, which led to 
the Montana gold 
fields, opened in 
the early 1860s, 
cutting through 
some of the rich-
est hunting grounds 
of the Sioux and 
Cheyenne. Because 
travelers were con-
stantly harassed by 
Indians, the federal 
government decid-
ed to protect this 
dangerous route.

In August 
1865, Red Cloud and Chief 
Dull Knife of the Cheyenne 
led about 500 warriors 
against a large wagon train

E



the constable asked where he 
got it. At that point, Wallace 
yanked out his pistol and 
fired a shot into the floor at 
the constable’s feet. “If you 
want that horse more than I 
do, try to take him!” Consta-
ble Goodman quickly turned 
around and left the saloon 

amid peals of laughter from 
the outlaws standing at the 
bar.

A few minutes later, 
Wallace saw Deputy Sheriff 
Billy Breakenridge passing 

September 18, 2019Territorial NewsPage 4

Curly Bill Wounded

(See Galeyville on Page 12)

I started out with nothing, and I still have most of it.

Galeyville

(From Page 1)

said, “The playful exhibi-
tion of his skill with a pistol 
never failed to delight those 
communities which the peri-
patetic gunman favored with 
his presence.”

Wallace arrived 
in Galeyville earlier 
that day on the back 
of a fine-looking 
chestnut gelding with 
a white stripe on its 
face. He tied his horse 
to the hitching rail in 
front of Babcock’s sa-
loon and went inside 
to meet with Curly 
Bill and some of the 
other outlaws. While 
they were drinking 
whiskey, catching 
up on the latest news 
and telling tall tales, 
the town constable, 
whose name is known 
only as Goodman, 
came down the street and 
inspected the horse Wallace 
had been riding. He went in-
side the saloon to ask whose 
horse it belonged to. When 
Wallace claimed it was his, 

by. He went out to the street 
and shouted, “Are you after 
that horse, too?” Breaken-
ridge looked at the horse. 
“Hah!” he said. “I have a 
better horse than that in my 
corral.” Wallace, who always 
mistrusted lawmen since his 
Lincoln County days, tried 

to pull his revolver, 
but the Deputy Sheriff 
was too quick for him. 
Breakenridge yanked 
his own pistol and 
jammed it hard into 
Wallace’s stomach. 
Then he grabbed the 
outlaw’s gun hand and 
twisted it behind his 
back. “Stop making a 
fool of yourself,” he 
said to Wallace. With 
that, Breakenridge 
went into the saloon to 
buy a round of drinks 
for everyone inside.

A few minutes 
later, the Deputy 
Sheriff left the saloon 

to continue his round. 
Curly Bill was seething. 
Even though Breakenridge 
was a lawman, he was also 
a good friend. He grabbed 
Wallace by the shirt. “Lis-
ten! That man is a friend 
of mine. I want you to get 
him back in here so you can 
make a public apology.” Hu-
miliated, Wallace did as he 
was told. But Curly Bill was 
not pleased when he heard 
his apology. “I’ve got a good 
notion to shoot your horse!” 
he said. “And I might even 
shoot you, too! No Lincoln 
County hoss thief can come 
in here and abuse Breaken-
ridge like that. Breakenridge 
is our deputy and he suits 
us.”

Things settled down a 
bit after that, but Curly Bill 
was still brooding. Finally,

Curly Bill Brocius

P



Page 5 Territorial NewsSeptember 18, 2019

Iconic Local Treasure Hunter, 
Ron Eagle, Passes Away At 78

Sgt. Ron Silver Eagle 
D’Andre, formally Ron-
ald Armand Rousseau, 
78, died peacefully in 
the early morning hours 
of September 5, 2019, in 
Mesa, Arizona. A deco-
rated veteran of Vietnam 
serving two tours with 
one additional overseas 
assignment in Germany 
and Greece, Ron was a re-
cipient of numerous ser-
vice medals including the 
Vietnam Service Medal, 
Vietnam Campaign Med-
al, Expert Rifle, M-14, 
.45 Caliber Pistol Medal, 
National Defense Service 
Medal, Good Conduct 
Medal, Combat Medical 
Badge, Overseas Bar and 
three Purple Heart Med-
als.

In 1975 Ron Eagle 
relocated to the Arizona 
desert where he has spent 
the past 44 years in the 
shadows of his beloved 
Superstition Mountains, 
spending his time explor-
ing, researching and writ-
ing tales of the treasures 

the mountain held. A well-
known Patriot, Ron was a 
past president of the Am 
Vets, and served countless 
hours with his local VFW, 
he was also very involved 
with the VA hospital and 
other patriotic organiza-
tions in the area.

He is preceded in 
death by his parents Clar-
ence and Vera Rousseau; 
his sister Barbara Gross, 
Brothers Clarence (Rocky) 
Rousseau, Chester (Chet) 
Rousseau and Eugene 
(Geno) Rousseau; his late 
wife Linda D’Andre and 
his grandson, Brandon 
Greenwood.

He is survived by 
his sister Joyce Rousseau 
Kochol, sons Christian 
Keach and Ronnie Rous-
sseau, and daughters Lisa 
Rousseau, Mary Sar-
inger, Tammy Rousseau 
and Merry D’Andre Du-
mas, his step-son Dami-
an D’Andre, his twelve 
grandchildren, and his 
thirteen great grand chil-
dren.

Ron Silver Eagle D’Andre
(Ronald Armand Rousseau)

June 17, 1941-September 5, 2019

It is with great sadness 
the Territorial News staff bids 
farewell to our dear friend 
and one of Apache Junction’s 
most colorful and iconic per-
sonalities, Ron 
Silver Eagle 
D’Andre. A 
con t r ibu to r 
to the Terri-
torial News 
since our ear-
ly days, Ron 
served as one 
of our original 
sa lespeople 
and contribu-
tors authoring 
many tales 
of his explo-
rations of 
Superstition 
M o u n t a i n 
over the years. 
It has been my 
pleasure to hike the mountain 
with Ron over the years and 
call him my friend.

Ron’s incessant search 
of the many truths and leg-
ends of the Lost Dutchman 
mine, the tunnels of Jesuit 
treasure, the controversial 

Peralta Stone Maps, the lost 
cities of Cibola, Coronado’s 
failed expedition, the truths 
of Montezuma and the miss-
ing Aztec treasure, led Ron 

on a 44-year quest to unlock 
the mysteries of Thunder 
God’s Mountain and pre-
serve them for the future. A 
true American Hero from the 
Vietnam era, Ron was a true 
Patriot also spending count-
less hours in service to his 

fellow vets in need of assis-
tance.

There are many legends 
of Superstition Mountain, 
We wish Ron Silver Eagle 

D’Andri God’s 
blessings as he 
now takes his 
rightful place 
among the cast 
of past trea-
sure hunters, 
prospectors , 
and person-
alities who 
have sought 
her mysteries 
and treasures 
over the years. 
Although his 
ashes will be 
interred in the 
New Hamp-
shire State Vet-
erans Cemetery 

in Boscawen, New Hamp-
shire, his spirit will reside in 
Superstition Mountain for-
ever.

Oneg
Ralph S. Henderson

Territorial News
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The Santa Fe Trail

(See Traders on Page 8)

Traders

(From Page 1)

Some distance beyond 
the Colorado a party of about 
a dozen (which I joined) left 
the wagons to go ahead to 
Santa Fe.

A few 
miles before 
reaching the 
city the road 
emerges into 
an open plain. 
Ascending a 
table-ridge, we 
spied in an ex-
tended valley to the north-
west occasional groups of 
trees skirted with verdant 
corn and wheat fields, with 
here and there a square 
block-like protuberance 
reared in the midst. A little 
farther and just ahead of us 
to the north irregular clus-
ters of the same opened to 

our view. “Oh, we are ap-
proaching the suburbs!” 
thought I, on perceiving the 
cornfields and what I sup-
posed to be brick-kilns scat-
tered in every direction.

These and other obser-
vations of the same nature 

becoming audible, a friend 
at my elbow said, “It is true 
those are heaps of unburnt 
bricks, nevertheless they 
are houses--this is the city 
of Santa Fe.”

Five or six days after 
our arrival the caravan at 
last hove in sight, and wag-
on after wagon was seen 

pouring down the last de-
clivity at about a mile dis-
tance from the city.

To judge from the 
clamorous rejoicings of the 
men and the state of agree-
able excitement which the 
muleteers seemed to be la-

boring under, 
the spectacle 
must have been 
as new to them 
as it had been 
to me. It was 
truly a scene 
for the artist’s 
pencil to revel 
in.

Even the animals 
seemed to participate in the 
humor of their riders, who 
grew more and more merry 
and obstreperous as they 
descended towards the city. 
I doubt whether the first 
sight of the walls of Jeru-
salem was beheld by the 
crusaders with much more 
tumultuous and soul-enrap-
turing joy.

The arrival produced 
a great deal of bustle and 
excitement among the na-
tives. “Los Americanos!”--
”Los cargos!”--”La entra-
da de caravana!” were to 
be heard in every direction; 
and the crowds of women 
and boys flocked around 
to see the new-comers; 
while crowds of leperos 
hung about, as usual, to 
see what they could pilfer. 
The wagoners were by no 
means free from excite-
ment on this occasion. In-
formed of the ordeal they 
had to pass, they had spent 
the previous morning in 
rubbing up; and now they 
were prepared, with clean 
faces, sleek-combed hair, 
and their choicest Sunday 
suit to meet the fair eyes of

A

I
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(See Dakota on Page 15)

Deadwood
A Town That Played by Its Own Rules

Sticks and stones may break my bones, which is bad
because I don’t have health insurance.

With the human 
stampede to find 
gold in Dakota 

Territory, mining towns 
proliferated. First there was 
Custer City, then Elizabeth 
City, and Crook City. The 
first gold 
was discov-
ered in Au-
gust 1875 
by a party 
led by Frank 
Bryant, near 
what would 
b e c o m e 
Deadwood. 
Located at 
the head of 
D e a d w o o d 
Gulch and 
named for 
trees felled either by a tor-
nado or possibly by a bea-
ver colony, the town was 
laid out on April 28, 1876.

Along one of Dead-
wood’s main streets, a 
mining camp civilization 
sprung up almost over-
night. For every store, there 
were three saloons. Perhaps 
as many as 10,000 people 
populated Deadwood and 
the surrounding hills. As 
had been the case with the 
California and Colorado 
gold crazes, gamblers and 
prostitutes were drawn to 
the mines like magnets.

One of the favorite 
pastimes in Deadwood was 
rushing to reported new 
strikes, with or without evi-
dence of actual gold. The 
bizarre “Wolf Mountain 
Stampede” began when liv-
ery stable owner Red Clark 
spread a rumor of a fabulous 
discovery in the mountains. 
At least 1,500 prospectors 
headed for the hills, though 

no one really knew where 
to look. Neither the loca-
tion nor the gold was ever 
found, but we do know that 
Clark sold all his horses.

Like all other Wild 
West locales, Deadwood 

became known not for its 
sea of faceless prospectors 
but for its celebrities. Rev-
erend Henry W. “Preacher” 
Smith weas famous for his 
street-corner sermons until 
he was mysteriously mur-

dered on his way to nearby 
Crook City. Mule skinner 
Phatty Thompson, noticing 
the dearth of felines in the 
town, rounded up a wag-
onload of cats in Cheyenne 
and then sold them to Dead-
wood’s prostitutes; many 
claim the term “cathouse” 
originated here.

Deadwood’s most cel-

ebrated personality never 
left. James Butler “Wild 
Bill” Hickok, a man long 
on reputation but short on 
cash, arrived in the spring 
of 1876, hoping to strike it 
rich at the gaming tables. 

His luck de-
serted him, 
h o w e v e r . 
He even 
commented 
to his friend 
Charley Ut-
ter, “I feel 
this is going 
to be my last 
camp, and I 
won’t leave 
it alive.” 
On the af-
ternoon of 

August 2, 1876, a drunken 
saddle bum named Jack 
McCall put a bullet into the 
back of Hickok’s head as he 
played poker.

Hickok’s death only 
served to solidify Dead-
wood’s notoriety. In Sep-
tember 1877, Frank Les-
lie’s Illustrated Newspaper 
described the town:

One of the liveliest and 
queerest places west of the 
Mississippi. . . .Courts have 
been established, and the 
city is policed; but the po-
lice happen to be in league 
with the gamblers who rule 
the town, and so criminals 
are apt to go unwhipped 
of justice. . . .Saloons start 
up all over the place like 
mushrooms.

The gold rush subsided 
in 1879, the same year that 
fire destroyed Deadwood’s 
entire business district. The 
town rebuilt and made great

Deadwood in 1876

Wild Bill Hickok

V
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Pete Kitchen

(See Pioneer on Page 16)

Pioneer

(From Page 1)

duty. The hacienda com-
manded a view of the val-
ley in all directions, as it 
sat on a rocky summit. If 
the Apaches crept up on the 
house under cover from any 
direction, the guard would 
fire his rifle. 
The shot would 
bring everyone 
up from the 
fields to huddle 
together in the 
main house, 
where Kitchen 
and Dona Rosa 
would parcel 
out the rifles 
and ammuni-
tion. This state of constant 
vigilance never allowed the 
Apaches to gain any advan-
tage.

Despite repeated at-
tempts by the Apaches to 
destroy Kitchen’s little set-
tlement, which he called El 
Portero, it became the only 
safe haven for travelers in 
the region. Kitchen was well 
known for his hospitality. 
His place was completely 
self-sufficient, having its 
own blacksmith, saddler, 
wagon-maker, etc. Anyone 
was welcome and made to 

Traders

(From Page 6)

glistening black that were 
sure to stare at them as 
they passed. There was yet 
another preparation to be 
made in order to show off 
to advantage. Each wagoner 
must tie a brand new crack-

er to the lash of his whip; 
for on driving through the 
streets, and the plaza-
publica every one strives 
to outvie his comrades in 
the dexterity with which 
he flourishes this favorite 
badge of authority.

Our wagons were soon 
discharged in the ware-
rooms of the custom house; 

and a few days’ leisure be-
ing now at our disposal, 
we had time to take that 
recreation which a fatigu-
ing journey of ten weeks 
had rendered so necessary. 
The wagoners and many of 
the traders, particularly the 
novices, flocked to the nu-
merous fandangoes which 
are regularly kept up after 
the arrival of a caravan. 
But the merchants gener-
ally were anxiously and ac-
tively engaged in their af-
fairs--striving who should 
first get his goods out of the 
custom house and obtain a 
chance at the hard chink of 
the numerous country deal-
ers, who annually resort to 
the capital on those occa-
sions.

The wagon trail was 
made obsolete by the Santa 
Fe railroad, completed in 
1880, which followed much 
of the old route.

The Santa Fe Trail

feel at ease. Besides Pete 
and Dona Rosa, other fam-
ily members included eight 
of his wife’s nieces, girls he 
treated as his own. If food 
was not already prepared, 
someone would get busy 
fixing the traveler a hot 
meal. He welcomed every-
one to stay as long as they 
wished and to come back as 

often as they wished...and 
this included all Apaches 
who came in peace. He be-
lieved that Apaches were 
human beings out to defend 
a way of life that had been 
theirs for centuries. He be-
came known as a champion 
for their cause, at the same 
time that he never ceased 
his vigil against attack. 

Still, year after year 
the Apaches attacked, try-
ing to destroy him or drive 
him away. They shot his 
pigs full of arrows, stole his 
horses and cattle, and drove 

away all his neighbors, but 
Kitchen held on. On one 
occasion, his adopted son 
of twelve went with the 
workers to the fields, where 
he fell asleep in the hay-
stacks. When the Apaches 
struck, the workers ran for 
the house, leaving the boy 
behind. His family could 
do nothing but watch help-

lessly as the 
Indians came 
upon the youth. 
The boy made 
the sign of the 
cross just be-
fore they killed 
him.

If Kitchen 
was known for 
anything other 
than his hospi-

tality, it was probably for 
his marksmanship. His rep-
utation for accuracy with 
pistol and rifle alike soon 
became legendary through-
out southern Arizona and 
northern Mexico. Years 
later, a favorite niece who 
had grown up at El Portero 
related the following story 
about Kitchen’s prowess 
with a rifle:

“One day my Uncle 
Pete saw an Apache up by 
the rock on the hill across
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Baron von Richthofen

A successful man is one who makes more money
than his wife can spend. A successful woman

is one who can find such a man.

One of the more 
flamboyant and 
least successful 

of Denver’s movers and 
shakers was a Prussian 
aristocrat with a penchant 
for business schemes as 
unlikely as his name: Bar-
on Walter von Richthofen. 
The freewheeling noble-
man arrived in Denver in 
the late 1870s and soon 
began throwing his funds 
and charm into bizarre 
ventures. The first of these 
far-fetched schemes in-
volved the promotion of a 
new suburb south of Den-
ver, in an area so remote 
that even the lure of an 
elegant beer garden and a 
special railroad link failed 
to produce customers.

Undaunted, the baron 
tried again east of Den-
ver with a suburb called 
Montclair. His new gim-
mick was to sell huge lots 
to newly rich Denverites 
as sites for posh country 

estates. The baron trundled 
his prospects to Montclair 
in horse-drawn carriages, 
and he galloped along-
side with a pack of wolf-
hounds to provide a taste 
of country living. The sales 
clincher was often a peek 
at the baron’s own impos-
ing castle, whose grounds 
were stocked with wild 
bears and wild canaries. 
The edifice took two years 
to build, but the busy baron 
and his English wife lived 
there only three years be-
fore departing for London 
and a stylish Regent Street 
residence.

Von Richthofen has-
tened back to Denver dur-
ing the financial panic of 
1893 and attempted to re-
coup his large losses by 
promoting the most am-
bitious of his projects—a 
luxurious health spa with 
mineral water piped in 
from a well twenty miles 
away. But when he died 

in 1898, his vision of a 
“Colorado Carlsbad” died 
with him. It remained for 
his nephew Manfred, the 
Red Baron of World War 
I, to immortalize the von 
Richthofen name with the 
deadly aerial flourishes of 
his “Flying Circus.” 

R
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Four Dead in Five Seconds

(See Gunfight on Page 14)

150 Years Ago in the Old West
September 22, 1869
The Cincinnati Red 
Stockings, one of the first 
sports teams to travel 
across the country by 
rail, arrive in San Fran-
cisco for some exhibition 
games.

September 23, 1869
Lieutenant T. W. Gibson 
reports that the 8th Cav-
alry killed 18 Indians on 

Arizona’s Red Creek.

September 24, 1869
During frenzied trading in 
New York, the price of gold 
rises to $162 an ounce be-
fore the U.S. government 
puts $4 million in gold on 
the market.

September 26-27, 1869
Samuel Strawhim leads a 
pack of drunken teamsters 

who bust up Oderfield’s 
Saloon in Hays City, 
Kansas. Sheriff Wild 
Bill Hickok arrives on 
the scene after midnight 
and orders the party 
stopped, but all hell 
breaks loose. Hickok 
blows Strawhim’s head 
off and the trouble stops 
immediately. Hickok’s 
deeds are cleared as 
“justifiable homicide.”

The “Four Dead in 
Five Seconds” Gun-
fight occurred on 

April 14, 1881 in El Paso, 
Texas. Arising from racial 
tensions between Mexicans 
and Whites after the murder 
of two Mexican vaqueros, 
the incident played out like 
a scene from 
a Hollywood 
movie. City 
Marshal Dallas 
Stoudenmire ac-
counted for two 
of the four fa-
talities with his 
twin .44 calibre 
Colt revolvers.

A tall, 
rangy, impres-
sive figure, Stoudenmire 
patrolled the teeming streets 
of El Paso with a brace of 
six-guns tucked under his 
coat in a pair of leather-lined 
hip pockets. He also carried 
a snub-nosed revolver as a 
hideout gun.

Stoudenmire was a 
walking arsenal, because 
trouble seemed to seek 
him out. As a 16-year-old 
in 1862, the Alabama na-
tive joined the Confederate 
Army and suffered numer-
ous wounds in combat. After 
the war, he moved to Texas 
and fought the Comanche 
with the Texas Rangers. Af-
ter leaving the Rangers, he 
shot an opponent in a pistol 
duel, then boldly walked 
over to watch him die. The 
next year he wounded sever-
al adversaries in a brawl, but 
was shot himself. In 1878, 
Stoudenmire participated in 
a vicious melee over own-
ership of a herd of cattle in 
which two members of the 
opposing faction were killed 
and another badly wounded. 
Matters would not change 
after Stoudenmire’s arrival 
in El Paso.

On the day of the gun-
fight, a posse of about 75 

heavily armed Mexicans 
galloped into El Paso look-
ing for two missing vaqueros 
named Sanchez and Juarique, 
who had been searching for 
30 head of stolen cattle. Ben 
Schucter, the mayor of El 
Paso, made an exception for 
the Mexicans, allowing them 

to enter the city limits with 
their firearms. Gus Kremp-
kau, an El Paso County 
Constable, accompanied the 
posse to the ranch of Johnny 
Hale, a local ranch owner 
and suspected cattle rustler, 
who lived some 13 miles 
northwest of El Paso in the 
Upper Valley. The corpses 
of the two missing men were 
located near Hale’s ranch 
and were carried back to El 
Paso.

A court in El Paso held 
an inquest into the deaths, 
with Constable Krempkau, 
who was fluent in Spanish, 
acting as an interpreter. The 
verdict was that Sanchez 
and Juarique had been in 
the vicinity of Hale’s ranch 
looking for the stolen cattle. 
The court determined that 
the American cattle rustlers, 
among them Hale, had feared 
that the men would discover 
the cattle and return with a 
larger force. Two American 
cattle rustlers, Pervey and 
Fredericks, were accused 
of the murders of Sanchez 
and Juarique after they were 
overheard bragging about 
killing two cowboys when 
they found them trailing the 
herd to Hale’s ranch during 

the night of April 13 or in the 
early morning of the 14th.

Meanwhile, a large 
crowd had gathered in El 
Paso, including John Hale 
and his friend, former town 
Marshal George Campbell. 
There was tension between 
some of the Americans, con-

cerned about 
the Mexicans 
being heav-
ily armed within 
the city, and the 
Mexicans, who 
wanted justice 
for their two 
murdered com-
rades. At the 
inquest, Pervey 
and Fredericks 

were formally charged with 
the murders and immedi-
ately arrested. The court was 
adjourned and the crowd dis-
persed. They were scheduled 
for trial at a later date. The 
Mexicans rode quietly back 
to Mexico with the bodies.

Marshal Stoudenmire, 
who had only started as town 
marshal four days earlier, 
was present in the courtroom. 
After the court adjourned, he 
walked across the street for 
dinner. Constable Krempkau 
went to a saloon next door to 
retrieve his rifle and pistol. 
There, a confrontation took 
place with George Campbell 
over remarks allegedly made 
by Campbell about Kremp-
kau’s translations and his 
apparent friendship with the 
Mexicans. John Hale, who 
was reportedly unarmed, 
was heavily intoxicated and 
was also upset with Kremp-
kau’s involvement in the 
matter. Hale grabbed one of 
Campbell’s two pistols and 
yelled, “George, I’ve got 
you covered!” He then shot 
Krempkau, who reeled back-
ward. Slumping against a sa-
loon door, Krempkau drew

El Paso 1n 1881

G



Page 11 Territorial NewsSeptember 18, 2019

(See Warrior on Page 13)

Red Cloud
Warrior

(From Page 3)

bound for Virginia City, 
Montana. When the war-
riors circled the wagons, 
they were surprised to find 
that two companies of 
U.S. infantry were act-
ing as an escort. From 
this encounter, Red 
Cloud and Dull Knife 
learned that a fort was 
being built to anchor 
the trail. The fort was 
called Fort Connor, 
named after General 
Patrick Connor, who 
was heading a major 
military expedition in 
the region.

Red Cloud decided 
that the stockade and 
artillary would render 
a direct attack on the 
fort too costly. Instead, 
a series of raids was 
launched against travelers 
and soldiers. The end result 
of Red Cloud’s successful 
tactics was the removal of 
General Connor from com-
mand. Fort Connor was 
renamed Fort Reno, and 
Connor’s expedition was 
terminated.

The Army returned in 
force, however, directing 
Colonel Henry Carrington 
and his 18th Infantry to for-
tify and secure the Bozeman 
Trail. Colonel Carrington 
met with Sioux leaders 
at Fort Laramie. Through 
an interpreter, Red Cloud 
bitterly recounted the en-
croachment of white men 
on tribal hunting grounds, 
moments before stalking 
out of the conference.

As Carrington oversaw 
the construction of a series 

of forts, Red Cloud con-
tinued to raid and to wage 
guerrilla war against travel-
ers on the trail. Red Cloud 
kept Carrington’s garrison 
in a virtual state of siege 
behind the elaborate fortifi-
cations of newly construct-

ed Fort Phil Kearny. In De-
cember 1866, the bloodiest 
battle of the war, called the 
Fetterman Massacre, took 
place. Captain William J. 
Fetterman was sent with 
two civilians and 79 cav-
alry and infantry-men to 
chase away a small Indian 
war party that had attacked 
nearby. Captain Frederick 
Brown accompanied Fetter-

man; the two were confident 
in their troops and anxious 
to go to battle with the 
Indians. They disobeyed 
orders to stay behind the 
Lodge Trail Ridge and in-
stead continued to pursue 
a small band of warriors 

led by an Indian on an 
injured horse. It was 
the wily Crazy Horse, 
who was only pretend-
ing to be a vulnerable 
target. He tricked Cap-
tain Fetterman and his 
troops into following 
him into an ambush of 
over 2,000 Arapaho, 
Sioux, and Cheyenne. 
Red Cloud’s warriors 
suffered only 14 casu-
alties, while slaughter-
ing the entire detach-
ment of 81 from Fort 
Phil Kearny. After the 
massacre, Carrington 
was removed from 
command. It had been 

the army’s worst defeat in 
the West up to that time.

The military presence 
was maintained along the 
Bozeman Trail, and Red 
Cloud continued to send 
his warriors against civil-
ians and soldiers at every 
opportunity. Finally, the 
War Department relented.

L
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Curly Bill Wounded
Galeyville

(From Page 4)

Wallace, Curly Bill and 
Breakenridge went across 
the street into Phil Mc-
Carthy’s saloon for more 
whiskey. After tossing back 
a few drinks, Curly Bill’s 
wrath bubbled up again. He 
took a gun from his holster 
and pointed at Wal-
lace. “I think I’ll just 
kill you anyway—
for good luck,” he 
said. When some 
of the other outlaws 
in the saloon sepa-
rated the two men, 
Curly Bill seemed 
to calm down. Wal-
lace shook his head 
and shrugged. He 
went back across 
the street where 
his horse was tied 
to a rail in front of 
Babcock’s saloon. 
He went behind the 
animal, took out 
his own six-shooter 
and waited. An-
other outlaw, who 
was observing what was 
going on, went into McCa-
rthy’s saloon to warn Curly 
Bill that the man from New 
Mexico was waiting for 
him in the street.

Curly Bill, filled with 
whiskey and blind rage, 
rushed through the batwings 
and back into the street. 
When he saw Wallace 
standing behind his horse, 
he drew a gun and walked 
slowly down the middle of 
the street. Wallace waited 
patiently. He put his pistol 

over the top of the horse’s 
neck. When Curly Bill was 
near enough, he fired. The 
blast caught Curly Bill 
by surprise. He fell to the 
ground with blood oozing 
from his face. The bullet 
had gone through one of his 
cheeks and out the other.

Wallace tried to mount 
his horse so he could get 
out of town as quickly as he 

could, but a couple of Curly 
Bill’s friends reached up 
and pulled him down from 
his saddle. Other outlaws, 
pouring out of the saloon, 
came and surrounded Wal-
lace. A few of them wanted 
to string him up immediate-
ly on the nearest tree. Har-
ry Elliott, an attorney from 
Silver City, had seen what 
was happening and tried to 
defuse the situation. Even-
tually, he was able to con-
vince the mob to let justice 
prevail.

Deputy Sheriff Break-
enridge arrested Wallace 
and hustled him down the 
street to the office of the 
town’s justice of the peace, 
a Mr. G.W. Ellington. Dur-
ing the hearing, no witness-
es came forward to explain 
what happened. Taking 
Wallace at his word, Elling-
ton had no other choice but 
to release the gunslinger 

from custody. Wal-
lace then borrowed 
ten dollars from the 
Deputy Sheriff and 
went back to New 
Mexico. He was 
never seen in Ari-
zona again. A few 
years later, he was 
killed in a gunfight 
in Roswell.

After the shoot-
ing, one of Curly 
Bill’s men rushed 
to Tombstone to 
get the best “gun-
shot physician” in 
the Territory—Doc 
Goodfellow. Most 
people thought it 
was going to be the 
end of the road for 

Curly Bill. But it wasn’t. 
Somehow, once the bleed-
ing was controlled, the out-
law chief pulled through. 
When the doctor arrived in 
Galeyville, he was surprised 
to find the outlaw king’s 
wound was not as serious 
as he was told. Except for 
losing a tooth or two, Curly 
Bill was still cantankerous. 
For the next several weeks 
after the shooting, Curly 
Bill had to wear a big ban-
dage tied around his head 
to keep his jaw in place. A 
month or two later, the ban-
dage came off. Except for 
the scars in his cheeks, Curly 
Bill looked the same as he 
always did.

Billy Breakenridge
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Red Cloud

The older I get, the earlier it gets late.

Warrior

(From Page 11)

In 1868, the Bozeman Trail 
forts were abandoned and 
the trail was closed. Red 
Cloud had engineered the 
only successful campaign 
waged by Native Americans 
against the U.S. Army. The 
triumphant chief rode into 
Fort Laramie in November 
1868 and signed the Treaty 
of Fort Laramie in which 
the U.S. agreed to 
withdraw its troops 
completely from 
Lakota territory.

Uneasy rela-
tions between the 
expanding United 
States and the na-
tives continued. In 
1870, Red Cloud 
visited Washing-
ton D.C., and met 
with Commission-
er of Indian Affairs 
Ely S. Parker (an 
Iroquois Native 
American and U.S. 
Army General) 
and President Ul-
ysses Grant. This 
trip, and several 
other visits to the 
capital, made him realize 
the extent of his enemy’s 
size and power. Although 
he had stated his intention 
to fight to the death rather 
than submit, his responsi-
bilties as a leader impelled 
him to bring his people onto 
reservations.

In 1871, the Red Cloud 
Agency was established 
on the Platte River, down-
stream from Fort Laramie. 
As outlined in the Treaty of 
1868, the agency staff were 
responsible for issuing ra-
tions to the Lakota weekly 
as well as providing the an-
nually distributed supply of 

goods. In the fall of 1873, 
the agency was removed to 
the upper White River in 
northwestern Nebraska.

Red Cloud settled at 
the agency with his band 
by the fall of 1873. He 
soon became embroiled in 
a controversy with the new 
Indian agent, Dr. John J. 
Saville.

In 1874, General 
George Armstrong Custer 
led a reconnaissance mis-
sion into Sioux territory 

that reported gold in the 
Black Hills, an area held 
sacred by the local Indians. 
Formerly, the Army tried to 
keep miners out but did not 
succeed; the threat of vio-
lence grew. In May of 1875, 
Sioux delegations headed 
by Red Cloud, Spotted 
Tail, and Lone Horn trav-
eled to Washington, D.C., 
in a last-ditch attempt to 
persuade President Grant 
to honor existing treaties 
and stem the flow of min-
ers into their lands. The In-
dians met on various occa-
sions with Grant, and other 
government officials, who 

finally informed them on 
May 27th that Congress 
was ready to resolve the 
matter by giving the tribes 
$25,000 for their land and 
resettling them into Indian 
Territory. The delegates re-
fused to sign such a treaty.

Although Red Cloud 
was unsuccessful in find-
ing a peaceful solution, 
he did not take part in the 
Lakota war of 1876-77 led 
by Crazy Horse and Sitting 
Bull.

In the fall 
of 1877 the Red 
Cloud Agency was 
removed to the 
Missouri River and 
the following year 
was removed to the 
forks of the White 
River where it was 
renamed the Pine 
Ridge Reservation.

Red Cloud 
continued fight-
ing for his people, 
even after being 
forced onto the res-
ervation. In 1889 
he opposed a treaty 
to sell more of the 
Sioux land He ne-
gotiated strongly 
with Indian Agents 

such as Dr. Valentine 
McGillycuddy, and op-
posed the Dawes Act.

Red Cloud became an 
important leader of the La-
kota as they transitioned 
from the freedom of the 
plains to the confinement 
of the reservation system. 
He outlived the other ma-
jor Sioux leaders of the In-
dian wars and died in 1909 
at the age of 87 on the Pine 
Ridge Reservation, where 
he is buried.

I
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Four Dead in 
Five Seconds

N

Gunfight

(From Page 10)

his own pistol.
Marshal Stoudenmire heard 

the shot. Jumping up from his 
dining chair at the Globe Restau-
rant and pulling out his pistols, 
he ran out into the street. While 
running, Stoudenmire fired once, 
wildly, killing an innocent Mexi-
can bystander who was running 
for cover. Quickly sobering up, 
John Hale jumped behind a thick 
adobe pillar, but as he peered out 
from behind it, Stoudenmire shot 
him between the eyes, killing 
him instantly.

Campbell stepped from 
cover with his pistol drawn, saw 
Hale topple down, and yelled to 
Stoudenmire that it wasn’t his 
fight. Constable Krempkau, mis-
takenly believing that Campbell 
had shot him, then fired his pistol 
twice at Campbell before losing 
consciousness. The first bullet 
struck Campbell’s gun and broke 
his right wrist, while the second 
hit him in the foot. Campbell 
screamed and scooped up his 
gun from the ground with his left 
hand. Stoudenmire whirled and 
fired. Campbell dropped his gun 
again, grabbed his stomach and 
toppled to the floor. Stoudenmire 
walked slowly toward Campbell 
and glared down at him. In ago-

ny, Campbell yelled, “You big son of 
a bitch, you murdered me!” Stoud-
enmire said nothing. Both Campbell 
and Krempkau died within minutes.

Just like that, four men lay dead 
or dying. Witnesses generally agreed 
that the incident lasted no more than 
five seconds after the first gunshot, 
though a few would insist it was at 
least ten seconds. Three Texas Rang-
ers were standing nearby, but did not 
take part, saying later that they felt 
Stoudenmire had the situation well 
in hand.

Three days after the gunfight, 
on April 17, 1881, James Manning, 
a friend of Hale and Campbell, con-
vinced former deputy Bill Johnson to 
assassinate Stoudenmire. Stouden-
mire had publicly humiliated John-
son days before. Late at night on 
April 17th, an intoxicated Johnson 
was hiding behind a pillar of bricks, 
but his wobbly legs gave in and he 
fell backward squeezing double trig-
gers of his double barrel shotgun 
into the air which narrowly missed 
Stoudenmire. Stoudenmire immedi-
ately fired his Colts and sent eight 
bullets at Johnson, killing him.

This began a feud between 
Stoudenmire and Manning and his 
brothers. Eventually, first Stouden-
mire’s brother-in-law Stanley “Doc” 
Cummings and later Stoudenmire 
himself died at the hands of the Man-
nings, who were acquitted in two tri-
als in which the juries were packed 
with their friends.

“We never did hang the wrong one but once or twice, 
and them fellers needed to be hung anyhow

jes’ on general principles.”
– A nameless judge in the Old West
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Deadwood
Dakota

(From Page 7)

strides toward respectabil-
ity. Incorporation came in 
1881, floods devastated 
many buildings in 1883, 
and another major fire oc-
curred in 1894.

But Deadwood’s repu-
tation stayed intact, and the 
town attracted the likes of 
the cigar-chomping Poker 
Alice Tubbs and Martha 
Jane Canary, The latter, 
better known as “Calamity 
Jane,” was buried in Mount 
Mariah cemetery next to 
Wild Bill Hickok, her true 
love, in 1903.

With the 20th century’s 
glamorization of the Old 
West, Deadwood adapted 
itself into a popular tour-

ist attraction. Beginning in 
1924, a “Days of 76” cele-
bration was initiated, featur-
ing parades, rodeos, and bar-
beques. Visitors could attend 
the theatrical “Trial of Jack 
McCall” and see Wild Bill’s 
“Dead Man’s Hand” framed 
in the saloon where Hickok 

drew his last breath.
A December 1987 

blaze severely damaged 
Deadwood’s 1876 Main 
Street, a registered na-
tional landmark. Yet again, 
the town’s 2,000 residents 
faced the monumental task 
of rebuilding.

Major Marcus 
Reno was a well-
known Indian 

fighter who fought with 
General George Custer at 
the Little Bighorn in 1876. 
His actions that day and the 
fact that he survived the 
massacre resulted in charg-
es of cowardice and an of-
ficial inquiry. The court 
exonerated him and even 
declared that he performed 
to the best of his abilities in 
a grave situation.

Some time after the 
battle, Reno got himself into 
trouble by taking “improper 
and insulting liberties” with 
a Mrs. Bell, a commanding 
officer’s wife. Reno had al-
legedly taken hold of Mrs. 
Bell’s hands, “attempting 
to draw her person close to 
his own,” and then put his 
arms around her waist.

Reno was ordered dis-

charged from the army, but 
in recognition of his past 
service, President Ruther-
ford Hayes reduced his sen-
tence to suspension from 
rank and pay for two years.

Only six months after 
his reinstatement, on No-
vember 10, 1879, Reno was 
caught peering through a 
window at Ella Sturgis, the 
daughter of his command-
ing officer at Fort Meade in 
Dakota Territory. Miss St-

urgis was sitting at home in 
the parlor when she became 
aware of the man staring 
at her through the window. 
The experience so unnerved 
the young lady that her par-
ents feared “she might be 
taken by something like 
Saint Vitus dance.”

Reno was ordered to 
stand court-martial. At the 
trial he stated that he had 
been peeping at Ella solely 
out of admiration for her. 
Indeed, a fellow officer 
testified that Reno “was 
dead in love with the young 
lady.”

This time, neither his 
past service nor his plea that 
he was merely a lovesick 
suitor was enough to save 
him. He was found guilty 
of conduct unbecoming an 
officer and gentleman and 
he was dismissed from the 
army for good.

Major Marcus Reno



Outlaws he shot and killed 
lay there, and Dona Rosa 
followed her Catholic tradi-
tions by burning candles at 
the graves of the men. Two 
of the men Kitchen buried 
were bandits he had hung. 

Several Apaches reposed in 
the cemetery. The railroad 
later laid down tracks past 
the cemetery, and it became 
somewhat of a popular tour-
ist attraction.

Despite the hardships 
imposed by the Apaches, 
Kitchen’s ranch prospered. 
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Pete Kitchen

Pete Kitchen

Pioneer

(From Page 8)

from the house. He always 
kept a rifle just inside the 
door for emergencies, and 
there were rifles 
in every corner 
of every room 
in the house. My 
uncle knew just 
where to aim 
at the rock, be-
cause he often 
shot at it for tar-
get practice, and 
he never missed. 
He was standing 
just outside the 
door at the time, 
and the door was 
open. All of a 
sudden the Indi-
an saw my uncle 
in the doorway, 
and jumping up 
on the rock and 
turning his back 
toward Uncle 
Pete, he bent 
over and flipped 
up his breech-
clout. By this 
time my uncle 
had picked up 
his rifle, and when the Indi-
an bent over he killed him 
right where he used to sit. 
God rest his soul.”

Out in front of his ranch 
house, Kitchen had his own 
private “boot hill.” He bur-
ied everyone, friend and foe 
alike, with Christian charity. 

When he finally sold it, he 
moved to Tucson, where he 
died on August 5, 1895. The 
Arizona Daily Citizen car-
ried the news of his death:

“The funeral was one 
of the largest ever seen in 

this city, for Pete 
Kitchen’s name 
has long been a 
household word 
in Southern 
Arizona. And 
so closes the 
earthly career of 
one of the most 
remarkable men 
that ever faced 
the frontier 
dangers of the 
far Southwest. 
Keenly alert to 
his surround-
ings, a quick 
and ready shot, 
he bore noth-
ing else than a 
charmed life and 
died in peace, 
and full of years, 
surrounded by 
the comforts of 
civilization and 
friends.”

Today, El 
Portero is locat-

ed about four miles north of 
Nogales on U.S. Highway 
89. Visitors to the restored 
stronghold can get some 
idea of the life of an early 
Arizona rancher and trader 
in the days when danger 
lurked around every cor-
ner.
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