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During Early Days
By D. J. (N-Bar-N Kid) O'MALLEY

UCH HAS been said and print-
ed concerning pioneer sher-
iffs in the west during the
days of the miner, buffalo
hunter and the cowboy. The

position of sheriff, deputy sheriff, stock
Inspector, or town marshal, was one
filled with danger to the man holding
them, especially when the officer was
making an arrest. For there were num-
erous men in the west during the 10's
and '80's who were desperate, and who
thought nothing of killing a man who
tried to bring them under control of the
law. The more efficient an officer was
the more danger he was in, for the
horse thieves, road agents, rustlers, and
other crooks who operated in the coun-
try, always had friends who were ever-
ready to kill an officer who had ar-
rested one of their number and the
officer was never free from the lia-
bility of being shot in the back in re-
prisal for an arrest of a crook.
Many anonymous letters were received

by these officers, warning them to leave
certain men alone, and threatening
their life in case they paid no heed.
W. D. "Billy" Smith, a stock inspector,
had a collection of 100 such letters in
spite of which he died a natural death
after making a gre,at many arrests.
Custer county, Montana, has had

among its many officers, several men
noted for bravery and good judgment
in dealing with outlaws that infested
that section of the state. Among the
most outstanding men in this number
were: Henry Wormwood "Long Haired
Hank" who w,as town marshal of Miles
City during 1878-79; Tom Irvine, who
was sheriff from 1879 until 1881 and
later from December, 1866, till No-
vember, 1889; Lem Wilson, who was
often sworn in as a deputy sheriff and
W. D. "Billy" Smith, who was stock
inspector and detective for the Mon-
tana Stockgrowers' association for many
wears. These four men were often
quoted as being men who had more
nerve and judgment than Any of the
state's peace officers. Four particular
arrests made by these men (in each
case single handed), have long been
called by old-timers of Montana as
being the best exhibition of nerve ever
made in the state. Two of these ar-
rests I happened to witness, one by Tom
Irvine in 1888, the other by Billy
Smith in 1889 And in my opinion, the
credit for nerve was well located.
Henry Wormwood, known as "Long

Haired Hank," was town marshal of
Miles City in 1878-79. He was the first
officer the city had. Miles City at that
time was filled with a motley popula-
tion. Freighters, buffalo hunters, sol-
diers, gamblers, and rounders were in
the majority. Among them were many
who before coming to Montana had as-
tablished a reputation as being "tough"
and handy with a gun. Several had
been heard more than once to openly
boast of having from two to five notches
on their gun handle. With a population
of this kind and the prevalency of
drunkenness, the office of marshal was
no sinecure.
When the Broadwater and Hubble

bull trains arrived in Miles City from
Bismarck, Dakota, and their cargo of
freight had been delivered, it was the
custom of the bull-whackers, who had
been on the road for two or three
months, to turn themselves loose and
"paint the town red," and on these oc-
.m.sions they were not very stingy with
the paint.

It was during one ox these painting
lobs (in September, 1879). that Worm-
wood made the arrest which brought
him into prominence as a nervy man.
Among the bull-whackers was a man
named Tom Hazen, generally known
as "Bismarck." He had the reputation
of being A bad man with a gun, and
was always looking for trouble when
drinking.
This particular night, Bismarck, who

had filled up on cheap whisky early
in the evening, was very drunk and
quarrelsome. He was going from place
to place trying to creat a disturbance
and had used his revolver several times
with which to break window lights and
the glass on several saloon back bars.
He seemed very anxious to locate
Wormwood and asked frequently as to
his whereabouts. "Why didn't he show
up in front of a man? He (Bismarck)
would be glad to give Hank A few les-
sons in how to be a real marshal," and

to know an as to the whereabouts
other alurriximarks. No one seemed

of Wormwood. Lamarck was terroriz-
ing the town and it looked as though
someone would be forced into taking
the law into his own hands and kill-
ing Bismarck before he killed someone
else. About 10 o'clock p. m. Wormwood
rode into town with a man he had ar-
rested on Tongue river about 35 milea
south of the city. He had been after
the man all day. He took his prisoner
to the jail and while he was locking the
man in a cell, the jailer told him of the
situation in the town. Hank left the
jail at once and went to the Cottage
saloon on the corner of Main and Park
streets. Bismarck had left that place
but a very short time before. A man
came into the Cottage and said that
Bismarck was up at Kit Hardiman's
place and was raising the devil, and it
Wolced as though someone would be
shot as Bismarck was flourishing his
gun full-cocked and calling for "-Long
Haired Hank" to show up. Hank un-
buckled his belt and handed it with
his six-shooter, to the bartender ask-
ing him to take charge of It for a short
while. Speaking to those present, he
said, "You men stay here. A crowd
might cause trouble," And left the place
going straight to Kit Hardiman's place.
He opened the door, walked to the

bar and cast a quick glance over the
barroom. There were about 20 men in
the room and Bismarck was at the
back end swaying drunkenly and wav-
ing his cocked six-shooter and shout-
ing. Hank walked toward him and the
crowd fell back. When Hank got with-
in a few feet of Bismarck the latter
turned around and found himself look-
ing squarely in the face of the man
he had been looking for so earnestly
All evening. The sight of Wormwood
Deemed to paralyze Bismarck. His hand
holding his gun dropped to his side
and he stood staring with his mouth
wide open. Hank said, "Well, Bis-
marck, here I am. I understand you
have been very anxious to see me all
evening. I am sorry I could not show
up any quicker as I have been out of
town all day. If you have anything to
show me as to how to run my office
begin now. I've had no supper, and I
am hungry." Bismarck never moved,
but stood and stared at Hank who
spoke again and said, "All that Is the
matter with you is you haven't got
the nerve to raise that gun. Give it to
me And be sure you hand, it to me butt
first. Bismarck hesitated a second or
two and then slowly handed it to
Wormwood butt first. Hank then said,
"Come on Bismarck, we will go."
He took his man to the Cottage sa-

Nervy noests by Peace Officers in lantana
secalled by Range Rider

Livingston Resident Was Student at
First School in Yellowstone Valley

By ELNO
HE FIRST school district in the
upper Yellowstone valley was
organized 61 years ago, and the
second school was established a
year later. And there still re-

side in Park county two men who at-
tended these first pioneer schools. Also,
there are still living throughout the
west others who received their first
instruction there. The first district was
established in 1876, embracing the re-
gion west of the Yellowstone river and
extending from the northern boundary
of Yellowstone park to Duck creek, 20
miles north and east of Livingston. The
district was almost 80 miles long and
at no point more than 15 miles wide,
the eastern boundary being the Yellow-
stone river and the west side the crest
of the Belt range which forms the
present line between Park and Gal-
latin counties.
The second school was organized at ,

the mouth of Emigrant gulch. This I
school, however, was within the Crow .
Indian reservation and was confined '
to the Chico community, home of thel
miners in the gulch.
Jack Ferrell, still residing in Tom

Miner basin near Gardiner, was a pu-
pil in the district school west of the
river, and Lon Swan, for many years
a rancher in the Yellowstone valley

was a stopping point and the last con-
tact base after leaving Bozeman. In
1871, when the Hayden party surveyed
the park, a postoff ice was established
at Bottler's. It was named Hayden, and
Fred Bottler was made postmaster,
with Gen. Lester Willson of BOZelnan
and George L. Batchelder of Emigrant
gulch as bondsmen.

Postoff ice Moved
By 1876 the postoffice had been

moved to Trail creek and Mrs. James
Farrell was postmistress. By 1882 the
community had moved across the Eight
We flat to a point near the Yellow-
stone river. In 1882, when he died, Dr.
Don L. Byam was postmaster and

Riverside,storekeeper at  the com-
munity. Dr. Byam in 1863 was judge
of the miners' court at Nevada City
which tried and executed George Ives,
road agent, a trial which precipitated
the Vigilante movement that brought
law and order to pioneer Montana.
The Chicago school, established in

1877, represented, of course, the oldest
community in the Yellowstone valley.
Yellowstone City was established in
1864 by the first miners in Emigrant
gulch. Two years later the town was
moved nearer the mouth of the gulch
for better protection against possible
Indian raids. In the summer of 1866
George Huston and a party from Vir-

EMIGRANT GULCH—Where the second schoolhouse in Park county was
established.

and now a resident of Livingston, at-
tended the first Chico school.
These two schools probably were not

exceptional in surroundings and op-
portunity offered pupils during the
earliest mining clays, but their story
offers a picture of the primitive facili-
ties for education in a vanishing wilder-
ness.

No Oiled Highways
With a district 80 miles long, the

school district west of the Yellowstone
contained 16 children of school age in
1876. Two established communities were
In the district: Benson's Landing, a
trading post community four miles
northeast of the present Livingston, and
the community at the mouth of the
Trail creek canyon, 25 miles up the
river, where coal prospects had brought
together several families. There was
virtually no road connection between
the two communities, and very little
Intercourse between them, due to dis-
tance, slow-modes of travel, and wide
divergence of interests.
The school was established on Trail

creek. The schoolhouse was located on
land now owned by Sam H. Nesbit. Mr.
Nesbit states that only A few years
ago he filled in the depression left from
the foundations of the building to level
up a hay field. The old depression is
still to be seen, however, marking the
apot clearly.
John T. Lilly, who brought one of

the first wagon trains over the Boze-
man Trail; James Ferrell, father of
Jack Ferrell, and Howard Sprague were
the trustees. The first teacher was John
Caldwell, who remained in the re-
gion until comparatively recent years.
For several years prior to the es-

tablishment of Livingston, this Trail
creek community and a spot on Eight-
Mile creek near the river on the road
to Emigrant gulch held an important
place in the lives of the early settlers.
The Bottler ranch, south of the pres-

ent Emigrant, was the first important
point in the Yellowstone valley, aside
from the Emigrant gulch mining camp.
Fred and Phil Bottler took up a ranch
In 1867. When the Yellowstone park
exploration parties of 1870-71-72 start-
ed their expeditions the Bottler ranch

loon, got his own gun. and then they
went to the jail where Bismarck was
locked up and Hank went to a restau-
rant for supper.
Bismarck was tried for disturbing the

peace and fined $100 with the alterna-
tive of leaving town or remaining in
jail 90 days. He left town and was
never seen in Miles City again.
The bartender at Hardiman's, com-

menting on the affair, said it was the
greatest exhibition of pure nerve that
he had ever seen and added, "and I've
been tending bar for 17 years, too."
Wormwood's arrest of Bismarck was
called the bravest arrest ever made in
Miles City, but there were a couple of
other arrests made in that town, that
seem to have been equally As nervy.
Arrest of Two Road Agents by Willson
One afternoon in the fall of 1881,

Tom Irvine. sheriff, was standinog on
the street talking to a couple other
men, Lou Dear and Steve Taylor, when
V. Biedler, United States marshal and
famous man-hunter of western Mon-
tana in the Vigilante days joined them.
"Don't turn around and look," he said
to them. "but when you get a chance
notice those two fellows who are sitting
In front of John Chinnicks. I want both
of them but don't really know just how
to go about getting them. They both
know me so well and if I were to start
over there they would spot me in a
minute. This game leg of mine would
give me away, (Biedler was crippled in
one leg and walked with A limp), and I
wouldn't live to get half way across
the street. If I don't get them now, by
night they will be out of town again,
bound for no one knows where."
John Chinnick's saloon where the two

men wanted by Biedler were sitting,
was on the opposite side of the street
and a block and a half from where
Bledler and the others stood. It would
be impossible for anyone to have got-

girlie. City had traversed that part of
the present Yellowstone park between
the Madison and Yellowstone rivers,
and stopped at Yellowstone City en-
route home. In the party was a Meal-
can named Chico who was the butt Of
all practical jokes his companions could
dev,ise. When the miners moved Yel-
lowstone City a new name was de-
sired. Someone remembered the Mexi-
can, suggested Chico, and by that name
the community has been known since. I
It was more than 10 years after min-

ers first came to Emigrant gulch that
a school was considered necessary. I

Besides Lon Swan, now of Livingston,1
Jesse Braden taught the first term.

there were perhaps a dozen pupils, In-
cluding one young veteranf the
cent Confederate army who realized his
educational shortcomings and, though
far past school age, paid tuition for
Instruction Available in the three R's.
In 1927, the 50th anniversary of the

school, there were still living in Park
county five of the original 

 Sam and Newton 
pupils: Lou

and
Milla
Swan

rd and Frank McGuire. &arias
Muf fly, grandson of Dr. Byam and in
recent years a prominent mining man
and state senator from Broadwater
county, also attended the Chico school
in 1877.
Today the nearest school to the old

Trail creek site is the Nesbit school,
two miles away. The original Chico
school building, added to, remodeled
and many times repaired, is still serv-
ing its community.
In Park county today, serving the

area covered by these two pioneer in-
stitutions, are 70 school districts, each
with one or more teachers. The Liv-
ingston school system, superintended
by B. A. Winans and employing some
35 teachers, is the educational center
of the county.

ten across the street without being seen
by the two men. Biedler was too well
known to them to try and make the
approach and hope to live.
Tom Irvine looked the ground over

carefully, and said, "I can't get those
fellows for you X. They know me as
well as they do you and if I try to get
over there I doubt if I would be able
to get any nearer to them than you
could. However," he continued, "don't
take any notice, but there is a fellow
standing just across the street who can
get them for you if anyone can."
"Who is he?" asked X.
"Lem Wilson," replied Tom, and add-

ed. "He Is one of the Dobe Wall boys."
That in itself was a convincing recom-
mendation. The Dobe Walls was a
place in Kansas where a small party of
buffalo hunters had in the early 10's
stood off an overwhelming force of In-
dians for a week without thought of
surrender. "But how?" asked X., "are
we to get word to him? If those fellows
see us talking to him or acting in any
way suspicious, they will shoot him
too." The difficulty was overcome by
sehding word to Wilson in a round-
about way through Fred SclunaLsle, an
old Indian fighter who had walked up
to Tom and his party. He was acquaint-
ed with the situation and scarcely paus-
ing he continued on his way and got
across the street a couple of blocks
further on and managed to return and
give Wilson Irvine's message.
Lem Wilson that day looked more like

a professional tramp than he did like
a man who was going to arrest two men
wanted by the federal authorities for
murder. His overalls were dirty and
torn, as was his shirt; his hat was an
old slouched black affair. He had Just
arrived in Miles City that morning
from a long sojourn on the buffalo
range.
When he got Irvine's message he se-

cured two revolvers which he con-
cealed in the waist of his old overalls
and slouched toward Chinnicks saloon,
watched closely by Irvine and the
others. The two men hAd risen from
the bench on which they were sitting
at the edge of the sidewalk and were

. evidently preparing to enter the saloon,When Wilson came up to them.
"WhaL do you want here?" asked oneof them. Lem replied, "I'm going tosee Chinnick" and walked past them.When he had gained a position be-tween them and the door of the saloon,he spoke again and said, "You men putup your hands and start walking up the' street. Start!" The two men gave a

quick look behind them and found theywere looking squarely into the muzzlesof two full-cocked .45 caliber six-
shooters behind which they saw a de-
termined looking face, and their handswent up—fast. Wilson marched them up
the street to the Diamond R. corner,
where he was joined by Schmalsle who
after passing Irvine's message r to 

had gone around a
and come back to the corner and was
waiting for Wilson. Together they took
the outlaws up the street and turned
them over to Biedler, who then told
Irvine and the others that the men
had been traced as the road agents
(bandits now) who had held up the
United States army paymasters' train
a short time before and who had killed
one of the members of the escort. They
were tried at Helena for the crime,
found guilty and hanged.
Arrest of Five United States Soldiers
That part of Miles City now known

as "Riverside Park," was for many
years a part of the Fort Keogh mili-
tary reservation, and over it civil au-
thorities held no jurisdiction. It was
entirely under military rule, and this
fact caused trouble on different oc-
casions when an officer attempted to
make an arrest within the park.
Park street was the dividing line, one

side of which was in Miles City, the
other on the reservation. On several
occasions men had been known to
evade the law when miied up in a
brawl on Park street by hurrying
across the street before an officer ap-
peared on the scene, and riding away
toward Keogh and getting off the re-
serve again at some point on Tongue
river south of town. But this fact did
not deter nor prevent Tom Irvine from
making an arrest of five drunken sol-
diers who had been shooting up the
town and who had crossed Park street
and taken refuge in the park.
In October, 1888, the soldiers at the

fort had been given two months' pay
and Miles City was full of drunken
swatties (as the soldiers were called)
who were making a lot of noise and in-
c.:teeing in frequent fights on the street
and in the different cheap joints on
Park street. Quite a number of them
had been arrested and locked in jail.'
One party, five in number, seemed to ;
have banded* together for the purpose
of raising a row and ganging up on
whomever they were fighting. Three of
them carried army revolvers which
they displayed frequently and dis-
charged occasionally.
On the night of Oct. 12, about 10

o'clock, a fight started in the saloon
known as The Gray Mule, at the cor-
ner of Main and Bridge streets and sev-
eral shots were fired. Several cowboys
who happened to be on the street at
the time, hurried toward the saloon. As
they neared the place they saw five
soldiers come out of the saloon and run
across the street and gain the shelter

' of the darkness in the park. They fired
several shots as they ran.

Miles City's streets were at that time
lighted by an occasional kerosene lamp
and most of these had been shot out
at various times by hilarious cowboys,
and the park was entirely dark. While
the five soldiers were shouting and
making a lot of noise out in the dark,
Tom Irvine, the sheriff, appeared and
Inquired as to what was going on. While
he was talking one of the soldiers dis-
charged his pistol and shouted, "Say.
send that old gray-headed sheriff out
here, we would like to talk to him."
Tom said, "Those boys evidently want
to see me, guess I'll make a call on
them," and he started back up the
street toward Main. Several of the
cowboys volunteered to go with him
but he refused their aid saying, "No,
too many is worse than not enough.
One is plenty here."
He continued walking saong Park

street till he had nearly reached the
corner when he suddenly darted across
the street and disappeared in the dark-
ness. For about 10 minutes those on the
sidewalk heard nothing from him or
from the soldiers. Then someone said,
"There they come," and we saw the
five soldiers, their hands held above

and Irvine with his six-shooter follow-
ing

their heads, coming out of the

close behind. He had managed in
the dark, to get to a point where the
five were between him And the street,
and spoke to them as though he had
just been awakened from sleep, and
asked, "What in blazes do you fellows
mean by waking a man out of his sleep
with all this noise? You fellows elevate
your hands and walk toward that light
so I can see who you are, or I will turn
my old shotgun loose among you and IS
is loaded with BB shot." He had no
shotgun, but the soldiers did not know
that. The dumbfounded soldiers did as
he told them, and he marched them to
the sidewalk and then said, "Boys, you
are in Miles City now. I am old Irvine
and I arrest you for disturbing the
Peace." Speaking to Hank Cusker and
myself he continued, "Kid, you and
Hank gather in their artillery and I
will herd them up to jail."
The five were tried next morning and

given a 60-day sentence each in the
county jail. When their term in the
county jail was served they were taken
by the military authorities at Keogh
and tried by a general court martial for
desertion from the army, as they had
been absent from the fort without leave
for 60 days which constituted desertion,
and each of them was sentenced to
serve a year in the federal prison at
Port Leavenworth, Kan.

Billy Smith's Arrest of Win Roberts
In 1889 I was on the trail for the N-N

and was with a herd driven from Am-
arilla, Texas, to the Big Dry creek in
Montana. One night In July we were
ramped between the Mizpah and Pump-
kin creeks in Montana, and when the
saddle bunch was brought in the fol-
lowing morning it was found that three
head of horses were missing. As I was
fairly well acquainted with that part
of the country, the foreman directed me
to attempt to locate the runaways while
the herd moved on to Pumpkin creek.
I found the trail of three horses that

were pointed south and as it is a well
known fact that a horse coming from
the southern ranges always tries to
drift back, I concluded the trail was
that of our three saddle horses. I fol-
lowed the trail for quite a distance.
when it split as though the horses had
gone to grazing. I then rode the ridges
on the lookout for loose horses. After
I had ridden several miles, I saw quite
a bunch of horses evidently under herd
as I could see a man with them, and

hand and to my astonishment I saw
that Roberts was looking squarely into
the muzzle of a double action revolver.
Smith said, "Put up your hands, Rob-
erts. I want you." Then to me: "Kid,
watch those other men." Then again
to Roberts. "Put them up," and I saw
the hammer of his n begin to raise
as he pressed the trigger. Roberts saw
this too and elevated his hands. Smith
ordered him to turn around and when
he did he took Roberts gun from its
holster and snapped a pair of hand-
cuffs on Roberts' wrists.
Smith was after Roberts for horse

stealing, but knew Min only by repu-
tation, nor did Roberta know Smith
except in the same manner. Roberts
was known to be a killer and had shot
a couple of deputy sheriffs before he
came to Montana. Smith had come in
sight of Robert's camp at about the
game place I did. He had here dismant-
led and taken off his coat, removed
the rifle and scabbard from his saddle
and his guns from the shoulder and
waist and hid them by a sand rock and
then had ridden around the camp and
come into sight from the opposite side.
There were nearly 100 head of stolen

horses in the bunch Roberts had. Rob-
erts exonerated both his helpers from
any complicity In the stealing of them
and Smith made arrangements with
them to drive the bunch to Powder-
rifle and turn them over to a deputy
sheriff stationed there. We got my
three horses out of the bunch and
started back, I to the trail herd, Smith
and Roberts to Miles City. Roberts was
tried, convicted and sentenced to 10
years in state's prison. I asked Billy
once afterwards when I was working
for him as deputy inspector, where in
thunder he got that gun that he held
on Roberts and he told roe. He had
fastened a strap around his right arm
above the elbow and a heavy strip of
rubber from it to the handle of the
gun which held the gun out of sight,
and when he made that sudden down
jerk the weight of the gun threw it-
self down into his hand. He assured me
if he made a thousand more arrests
he'd never use that rig again. He said
he had practiced on the move a long
time, but that the most anxious half
minute of hislife was just as he got the
gun on Roberts, fearing the band or
gun would not work and he knew if it

More Protection Is
Provided Motorists
Yellowstone Park

Motorists in Yellowstone national
park during the 1937 season will re-
ceive more protection while on the
highways than ever before due to the
installation of a fleet of four motor
patrol cars which will constantly cruise
over the park roads, according to the
park's superintendent, Edmund B.
Rogers.
Although the highways have been

patrolled in previous seasons, three new
fully-equipped light cars have been ad-
ded to the one purchased last year
to complete the contingent. Because
there are less than 350 miles of high-
way within the park area, each patrol-ling ranger is given less than 90 milesof territory, and the roads will be more
thoroughly covered than almost any
section of the United States, Superin-
tendent Rogers reports.
The duties of the patrol will consist

primarily of aid to the thousands of
motorists in the park. Each car carriesfirst aid equipment, tow ropes, andfire fighting apparatus. Eliminating
traffic jams will be one of the moreImportant tasks.
In addition to aiding motorists, the

rangers in the cars will enforce parkspeed limits which have been revisedfor the season. On primary roads thelimit will be 45 miles per hour for or-dinary motorcars and 30 miles per hourfor trucks and cars towing trailers. In
restricted areas the limit is 15 miles
per hour. On the Norris canyon cutoff
a 25-mile per hour limit has been es-

failed Roberti would get him. He also
said another anicious minute was when
he rode to the camp and saw me, for
fear I'd recognized him and speak his
name.
I have always considered this as nervy

an arrest as the one ."Long Haired
Hank" made of "Bismarck" at Kit
Hardiman's saloon.
Smith knew that Win Roberts was a

bad man and would not hesitate an
instant on killing him if he could get
a chance, yet he took the chance on a
small band of rubber to help him make
the arrest of one of the worst horse
thieves that rode the range in eastern
Montana.

Cowboys Arrest Sherifrs Posse
On Christmas eve, 1884, the floor of

the dance hall at the place known as
Dode Reeses in Miles City was crowded
with dancers, cowboys and dance hall
girls. Among the cowboys who were
dancing was one known As Bob Rob-
erts. A square dance was in progress
when a cowboy known as Bob Sullivan
came in. He looked around and walked
out on the dance floor till he reached
Roberts, when he stopped and held out
his hand and said "Hello, Bob." Rob-
erts started to shake hands with him,
when Sullivan drew a revolver and
fired. Roberts fell to the floor and in
the confusion that followed, Sullivan
gained the street, mounted his horse
and fled.
Two days later the sheriff at Miles

City received word that Bob Sullivan
was at the Burleigh ranch known as
the Bridle Bit, on North Sunday creek,
about 18 miles north of Miles City.
Travelers to and from Miles City often
stopped at this ranch overnight.
A posse was at once organized by the

sheriff and sent to the ranch to get
Sullivan, who, according to the ranch
tender, had been there a couple of days.
It was after dark when the posse

reached the ranch and the weather was
very cold. The posse divided, some of
them got behind the curb of a well that
was at the front of the ranchhouse and
some stationed themselves in the board

MABELLE GLENN

Director of music of the public
schools of Kansas City, Mo., who
spoke before student groups at
Montana State university's sum-
mer session on "Special Problems

of Public School Music."

a camp close by where there were two
more men evidently eating breakfast.
I rode to the camp to inquire if theyknew anything of the three horses I tablished.was in quest of. The men said they
did not know anything about, e Rangers who will man the cars during
horses nor had they seen any strays 

th
the summer are Gerald P. Yetter, John

,that morning. While I was talking to S. Bauman Joseph H. Fraser, and
cthe two the man on herd rode into Paul Utnbah. -v_camp and on hearing what I was after  

said,"Your ponies are in the herd. They
came in about an hour ago and if you
will wait till I get a bite of bre,akfast,
we will ride out and cut them out for
you." I got off my horse and got a cup
of coffee and sat down. The man from
the herd who seemed to be the one in
charge asked me some questions as to
where we were from and where we were
going. While the man was eating an-
other man showed up, coining from
the other side of the herd. He rode up
to where we sat, and said good morn-
ing. I recognized him at once at Billy
Smith the stock inspector, as I was well
acquainted with him. I was about to
speak to him when he flashed me a
peculiar look and I realized that some-
thing was up and I merely answered
his salutation. I noticed several things
that seemed very strange and fur-
thered my belief that something was
about to happen.

Billy was in his shirt sleeves and the
cuff of his right sleeve was unbut-
toned. He did not have a rifle nor did
he wear a revolver. I had never seen
him without a coat, nor a rifle on his
saddle, nor without a revolver in a
shoulder holster, yet here he was with-
out a sign of a gun of any kind. On an
Invitation from one of the men. Billy
dismounted, and walked up to the
camp fire. He did not look at me. I got
up and poured myself another cu of
coffee and sat down again in sucha
position that I could easily reach my
gun if necessary, as I knew I'd be
bound to help Billy if he needed as-
sistance. Billy asked, "Is Win Roberts
in this camp?"
The man who had been with the

horses when I came, looked up quickly
and asked, "What do you want with
Roberts, stranger?" at the same time
rising to his feet.

Billy replied, "I've got a letter for
him from Ben Mason." (Ben Mason was
• well known ranchman who lived near
Powderville). The man said, "Well, give
me the letter, my friend, and I will
see that Roberts gets it." Billy an-
swered, "No, I won't. Mason asked me

ht handed. The other said, 

to deliver this letter to Roberta him- corral back of the house. One of themself and as I don't know the man, I 
then called to Sullivan telling him towant to be sure that he gets it." The 
come out. Sullivan immediately grabbed

then said, "Well, stranger, I am Win
horseman hesitated an instant and 

a Sharp's buffalo rifle that was in a
Roberts; give me the letter." Billy rack on the wall and buckled a belt of
asked, "Is that right?" At the same time cartridges around his waist and got
pulling a doubled envelope from his v behind the heating stove. A sheep ownerest
pocket—with his left hand, and I knew from the Little Dry with his wife and
e was ri 4-year-old son had arrived at the ranchhg

"Yes, it is," and reached forth his hand late that afternoon and were staying.
or the night. The sheep man whosefor the letter. As he took hold of it for the

was Carlin, opened the door andBilly made a sudden downward and 
shouted, "Don't shoot, men, till I getupward jerking move with his right 
the woman and child out." He then
took up the boy and told his wife to fol-
low him. As he threw open the door and
started out, a burst of rifle fire met
him and he and the boy fell dead in
the snow. For a few minutes all was
confusion. Then the posse again called
to Sullivan to come out and he an-
swered from the creek bed fully 50
yards from the house. "I am out and
ready to talk business. I can see every
one of you, so don't make any false
move."
He had managed, in the short period

of confusion, to get through a window
on the west side of the ranch house and
make his way fully 50 yards across the
level ground and gain the bed of Sun-
day creek, where he secured shelter
under a cut bank.
The deputy in charge told him he was

wanted in Mlles City for shooting Bob
Roberts and Sullivan asked if Roberts
Was dead and was told no. He then
asked "Is Gus Adams in your posse?"
and on being told that he pas he said,
"Well, I will go into town wfth you but
I will ride behind Otis and all you men
will ride ahead of us. Otherwise, I
won't go." After a consultation among
the posse this was agreed on and Gus
Adams was told to disarm himself and
ride to where Sullivan was and the
rest bunched up on the road. Sullivan,
after satisfying himself that Adams
was not armed, got on the horse be-
hind him, still retaining his rifle and
ammunition and the posse started for
Miles City, Sullivan bringing up the
rear. When they reached Miles City,
they went to the jail in a roundabout
way at Sullivan's direction.
When the jail was reached, they all

went in, Sullivan still at the rear of
the posse with his rifle, which he did
not relinquish till he was in a cell, and
the door locked, when he passed the
rifle and cartridge belt through the
bars to the jailer. Roberts did not die
and refused to appear against Sullivan,
who was tried then for shooting Car-
lin and his son. He was acquitted on
this charge when it was found that
the bullet that killed Carlin and his
son was of an entirely different caliber
than that of Sullivan's rifle ,and he
proved he did not fire a single shot
during the row. This really was a nervy
arrest with the principals reversed In
order of authority.


