April 2017

VISIT

US AT SASSNET.COM

Cowboy Chronicle Page 1

April 2017

VISIT

US AT SASSNET.COM

Cowboy Chronicle Page 2

April 2017

The Cowboy
Chronicle
Editorial Staff
Skinny
Editor-in-Chief

Misty Moonshine
Managing Editor

Tex and Cat Ballou
Editors Emeritus
Adobe Illustrator
Layout & Design
Mac Daddy
Graphic Design

Square Deal Jim
Advertising Manager
(410) 531-5456 • Cell:(703) 728-0404
chronicleads@sassnet.com

Staff Writers
Big Dave, Capgun Kid,
Capt. George Baylor,
Joe Fasthorse, Justice Lily Kate,
Larsen E. Pettifogger,
Tennessee Tall and Rio Drifter,
Texas Flower, Yuma Jack

The Cowboy Chronicle is published by
The Wild Bunch, Board of Directors of
The Single Action Shooting Society.
For advertising information and rates,
administrative, and editorial offices contact:
Chronicle Administrator
215 Cowboy Way • Edgewood, NM 87015
(505) 843-1320 • FAX (505) 843-1333
email: SASSCHRON@sassnet.com
http://www.sassnet.com

The Cowboy Chronicle (ISSN 15399877) is published
monthly by the Single Action Shooting Society, 215
Cowboy Way, Edgewood, NM 87015. Periodicals
Postage is paid at Plattsburgh, NY and additional mailing offices (USPS #032 Permit #20591).
POSTMASTER: Send address changes to The Cowboy
Chronicle, 215 Cowboy Way, Edgewood, NM 87015.

DISCLAIMER - The Single Action Shooting Society
does not guarantee, warranty or endorse any product
or service advertised in this newspaper. The publisher
also does not guarantee the safety or effectiveness of
any product or service illustrated. The distri bution of
some products/services may be illegal in some areas,
and we do not assume responsibility thereof. State and
local laws must be investigated by the purchaser prior
to purchase or use or products/services.

WARNING: Neither the author nor The Cowboy Chronicle
can accept any responsibility for accidents or differing
results obtained using reloading data. Variation in
handloading techniques, components, and firearms
will make results vary. Have a competent gunsmith
check your firearms before firing.

Cowboy Chronicle Page 3

CONTENTS
4, 6
8-11
12-15
16-29
30-35
36-49
50, 51
52
53
54, 55
56, 57
58-65
66, 67
68, 69
70

FROM THE EDITOR Guest Editorial ... Skinny’s Soapbox
COVER FEATURE Dispatches From Camp Baylor (SASS For RVers)
COSTUMING CORNER B-Western Films & Costuming
ANNUAL REPORTS The 2016 SASS Western Regional Championship
HISTORY Nikola Tesla ... Little Known Famous People
COWBOY FICTION Small Creek: Kid Galena Rides
PROFILES Scholarship Recipient 2016
TRAIL MARKERS Always To Be Remembered
SASS AFFILIATED MERCHANTS LIST
SASS MERCANTILE
GENERAL STORE
SASS AFFILIATED CLUB LISTINGS (Annual / Monthly)
SASS NEW MEMBERS
POLITICAL Shall Not Be Infringed
ADVERTISER’S INDEX

Visit our Website at

SASSNET.COM
SASS® Trademarks

SASS®, Single Action Shooting Society®,
END of TRAIL®, EOT®,
The Cowboy ChronicleTM,
Cowboy Action ShootingTM,
CASTM, Wild BunchTM,
Wild Bunch Action ShootingTM,
The World Championship of
Cowboy Action ShootingTM,
Bow-legged Cowboy Design, and the
Rocking Horse Design
are all trademarks of
The Single Action Shooting Society, Inc.
Any use or reproduction of these marks
without the express written permission
of SASS is strictly prohibited.

VISIT

B

-Western is a
popular category among Cowboy
Action Shoo ters™,
as documented by
Kathouse Kelli in
this issue, and one of
the inspirations for
B-Western
dress
code is Gail Davis,
whose portrayal of
Annie Oakley on television in the 1950s
inspired young girls
and boys and led to
many
successful
franchises, including
this period coloring book. (Note the double action Colt.)
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Regional
Allocation

The Single Action Shooting Society ® is proud to announce a new Regional structure beginning in 2018.
The SASS Regional Championship allocation has a
history of evolution as the need arises. Due to several factors that arose within the program in 2016, it was time
(again!) to reexamine the structure. This time around the
SASS Board of Directors (The Wild Bunch) enlisted the
feedback of those directly impacted by the changes—our
members. The process took two rounds of voting and
elimination, and after hundreds of emails, discussions,
and SASS Wire Forum threads, the votes are in.
The 2018 reallocation eliminates one region, the
Mideast, bringing the total number of regions down from
eight to seven. The states previously in the Mideast Region
have been distributed to their neighboring regions. The re-
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Misty Moonshine,
allocation also addresses nuSASS #83232
merous petitions from states
that requested to be moved to a different region.
The elimination of the Mideast Region comes with
the reality that its Championship event, Guns of August,
will no longer be a Regional Championship match.
SASS would like to recognize and send our sincere
thanks to the organizers and hosts of Guns of August for
their many years of hard work, dedication, and support.
We are certain the fantastic match that is Guns of August
will continue for many years to come.
A huge thanks to all the Territorial Governors who talked
to their clubs, polled their members, and cast their votes on
the reallocation of the SASS 2018 Regional structure.
—Misty Moonshine
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By Skinny, SASS #7361

RVs and SASS
This issue, Capt. Baylor has devoted his monthly
column to a subject I know we’ve all turned over in our
minds once or twice—the idea of spending much or all
of our time traveling the country in an RV and dedicating our lives to Cowboy Action Shooting™. For those
of us who have achieved the freedom of complete retirement it sounds like a good life indeed. For those who
still work regular or—like myself—semi-regular hours
it may still be a dream and for still others, the notion of
living full time in a motor home may just not be that appealing. But one thing’s for sure, the luxury of attending
our chosen events and being able to comfortably camp
on or near the shooting facility is appealing.
I took the plunge a couple of years ago and acquired
a used 21-foot Winnebago built on a VW Eurovan chassis
and I haven’t regretted it. My choice is small enough to
still be maneuverable in most circumstances and still be
capable of driving to stores with large parking lots without much more difficulty than a large van or pickup. Additionally, the six-cylinder Eurovan engine delivers
reasonable gas mileage for an RV (around 15 MPG). The
downside is also the smaller engine, however, as it does
not have the gumption to tow even a small car, so when
I can’t stay on site I’m usually obliged to rent a car, which
generally comes to about the same amount it would cost
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me to rent a motel room. As a
consequence, the appeal for me
Skinny, SASS #7361
boils down to the ability to camp
near a match and to be able to take my cat, Willy, with me
to many events. (One day I may write a book and title it
Travels With Willy.) Just a few observations for those of you
who are considering an RV purchase to keep in mind.
Small Creek: Kid Galena Rides
We’re experimenting with a new idea in the pages of
our printed Cowboy Chronicles for the next several issues—
a serialized Cowboy novel. This work of fiction is the
brainchild of The Capgun Kid, one of our most faithful supporters and contributors.
I’ve actually been sitting on Capgun’s novel for a little
more than a year. He approached me sometime back and
asked if I’d be interested in reading two books he’d completed and possibly printing one or both someday. I said
sure and I found them to be enjoyable reads, but at around
45,000 words each, I just couldn’t feature ever being able
to publish either—at least not in its entirety. Then the idea
struck me to serialize the first book, a la some of the old
magazines of the 1800s and early 1900s, such as The Strand
or Argosy. I’m hoping this idea will be well received. If it
is, we’ll look towards serializing Capgun’s second work,
Small Creek 2: The Return of Nevada Ned in the future.
—Skinny
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DISPATCHES FROM
.CAMP BAYLOR ,

SASS For RVers

By Captain George Baylor, SASS #24287 Patron Life Regulator
Captain George Baylor,
SASS Life / Regulator #24287

J

udge Roy Bean (SASS #1) invited me
up to the ranch house at Founders Ranch
after one of the monthly match down
below. He wanted me to write an article
aimed at getting RVers interested in SASS.
Hmm, SASS has gotten a lot of shooters
interested in RVing, so turnabout…
In the Beginning…
The Redhead and I got interested in
RVing at the 2006 END of TRAIL World
Championship of Cowboy Action Shooting™ at Founders Ranch near Albuquerque, New Mexico. The Redhead
wouldn’t come with me unless (a) she
could bring our dog, George S. Patton and
(b) she didn’t have to stay in a hotel. The
solution was to rent an RV. After much
searching we rented a 31-foot-long trailer
from what I now call Satan’s Trailer
Rental. We would come to call it the
Trailer From Hell. Virtually nothing
worked, and the AC would not work with
any generator we could rent smaller than
9000-watt and it sounded like a squadron
of B17s at take off. We got noise com-

Camp Baylor shop, a 20-foot enclosed trailer custom made for supporting
a SASS shooter. Yes, it’s small, but it has worked for 10 years, loading four calibers
and 12-gauge shotshells as well as firearm maintenance and cleaning.

plaints from three rows away in the middle
of the day. It was small and uncomfortable
and cold showers got old almost immediately (but did help conserve water).
You enter Founders at the top of a hill
and the “town” and the shooting ranges are in
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the valley below. In between are 15 rows for
RV parking, capable of accommodating 600plus RVs. The view of the town below is
pretty spectacular. The 2006 END of TRAIL
was the 25th Anniversary and attracted 900plus shooters. The RV parking was pretty full.

Camp Baylor, a 2006 Newmar Dutch Star 40-foot diesel pusher motor home with an enclosed shop/car hauler trailer. The Jeep goes in the trailer.
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Some RVs at the 2015 END of TRAIL.

Dispatches From Camp Baylor . . .

Something strange happened in the Trailer From Hell.
One morning The Redhead walked outside with her first morning cup of coffee, turned and took in the 360-degree view and
fell in love with RVing. By the end of the match we had talked
to everyone there who would talk to us about RVing and Cowboy Action Shooting™ and we looked at a lot of RVs. Eventually we found some full-timers and talked to them. Their
chosen RVs ranged from fifth wheel toy haulers to 35- and 40foot motor coaches. Notably, we talked with Silver Heart and
Pecos Clyde, who had been full-timing for two years in a 40foot, four-slide diesel pusher coach with a 20-foot enclosed
trailer that housed their Jeep and Clyde’s shop with reloading
machines. I went with Clyde to the trailer first, while The Redhead went into the coach with Silver Heart.
When we finished the tour of the trailer I walked into the
coach and The Redhead turned to me and said, “You need to
retire. We need to sell the house, buy a motor home and go to
SASS matches full time.”
My first thought was, “Who are you and what did you do
with my wife?”
To shorten the rest of that story A LOT, in June 2007,
about five years ahead of schedule and after I had undergone
cancer surgery, we left Houston in our 40-foot motor home
and have been living in it ever since, going to SASS matches
(and a few SASS Conventions) all over the western United
States from Louisiana to Montana.
RVs at SASS Matches
Founders Ranch is the model for how RVing at SASS
matches should work. There are a lot of RVs there from tents
to 45-foot diesel pushers. Normally they’re in rows facing
west, uphill, but some friends get together and make
“squares” with RVs at 90 degrees, their curbside inside making a patio of sorts. Inside the square picnic tables and such
are set up, sometimes with an EZUP for shade, sometimes
VISIT

At END of TRAIL 2011 The Pooley Gang had a swimming pool.

with seating for 20 or so. Parties and group dinners occur—
sometimes spontaneously, some, like the Arizona Cowboy Action
Shooters party, are anticipated and very popular. If you’re lonely
at the RV Park you can walk around and eventually someone will
invite you in to talk, drink, snack, clean guns, fix a water pump,
and so on. Or you can put out your awning and a few chairs, put
a Margarita machine on the table, and start it. You will have
friends you didn’t even know within a few minutes.
A few years back, The Dooley Gang, a Texas-based group
known for their parties, had a big, very successful, and occasionally noisy square. This provided inspiration to others. A group of
Germans, calling themselves The Pooley Gang had a swimming
pool, with water in it. You just don’t see that at a match every day.
END of TRAIL has shuttle service from the rows up the hill
to the range below and back up. You can also take your “Toad”
(Continued on page 10)

US AT SASSNET.COM

Page 10

Cowboy Chronicle

April 2017

—END of TRAIL 2015—
Two of the four members of the square have arrived, saving spots for the other two.

Dispatches From Camp Baylor . . .
(Continued from page 9)

down to the shooters’ parking lot. If you
have a golf cart or four-wheeler you can
use that.
Like END of TRAIL, many big SASS
matches, state championships, Regionals,

Divisionals, and the National Championship Winter Range have at least some
on-site RV parking. Some, including Winter Range, even have hookups or at least
electric power. But dry camping isn’t a
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problem. Most matches are three or four
days. END of TRAIL, if you shoot everything from Wild Bunch through the main
match shoot-off, is about 11 days, but
water and sewer trucks make the rounds
daily. You pay at the SASS registration
office and post a big, brightly colorcoded receipt on the windshield, and the
appropriate truck stops. After a few years
we have learned the tricks to go the distance without either truck. It’s a challenge. I treat it as such and revel in
making it with water and black tank to
spare and still manage to shower daily.
But then, 40-foot coaches have big tanks.
An RV is the best vehicle for accessing a lot of activities at these matches.
The nearest hotel might be 30 miles away,
but your RV spot is 100 yards from the
Belle Union, where parties start Wednesday night. Your friends are sitting around
after the match sipping Margaritas. You
can join them after you finish cleaning
your guns, and if you realize you didn’t
bring something, just ask around until you
find someone who has it and borrow what
you need. SASS people help each other.
If your toughest competitor breaks a gun,
you offer one of your spares. It’s SASS,
where “The Cowboy Way” means something, not a sport where the winner gets a
new six-shooter and the bottom of the fin-

The view of END of TRAIL below at the edge of the RV Park. You don’t get this at hotels.

April 2017

Camp Baylor Square at 2012 END of TRAIL.
Four RVs made a square, making a meeting and partying area in the middle.
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Big Rigs were put on the end of the RV park
at Hell On Wheels Regional in
Cheyenne, Wyoming in 2007, enabling
the biggest of RVs to fit—and get in and out.
A few hundred more were down
the hill in front of the range.

Trigger Happy Ted’s
beautiful motor home.

Dispatches From
Camp Baylor . . .

ishing list gets ignored or razzed. We still
win new six-shooters, but they’re given
away in drawings and raffles. The guy in
last might win one of them, etc. If you’re
in an RV up the hill, you can stay at the
party until late and not worry about the
affect of the Margaritas or Moonshine.
SASS people help each other in
many ways. Twice at matches I’ve gotten
the 40-foot 34,000-pound coach stuck. In
one case, the host club produced a 16-ton
earthmover that pulled us out. In the
other, we learned how to free the coach
with a Jeep, a winch, and a post-hole digger. Note both of those occurrences were

Most RV get-togethers are outside, but we had 11 inside our home
at END of TRAIL 2016.

during the first year or so. We have
learned the value of reconnaissance, and
since then we haven’t gotten stuck.
There are times we both wish we had
a house (with a garage for the shop), but
we get to spend time where we want to
be. Phoenix is great in the winter, too hot
for an RV in the summer. Albuquerque is
great in the summer, too cold for an RV
VISIT
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in the winter. If we decide we want to
spend the summer in Nebraska or traveling from match to match and the winter
in south Texas, we can do that. It’s not for
everyone, and I don’t try to “sell” anyone
on it. But it is a lot of fun for us. RVing
is an adventure. So is going to war. After
10 years we still consider it an adventure.
We would do it all over again.

B-Western
Films&Costuming

Costuming Corner
Page 12
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By Kathouse Kelli, SASS #72384

arlier this year I wrote in my blog about
B-Westerns, as I undertook my next
sewing projects. For more on B-Western
category requirements, you can refer to the

SASS® Handbook, pages 16-17, but B-Western also relates to TV westerns and the silver
screen era—John Wayne, Tom Mix, Roy
Rogers, Dale Evans and the like—so a little

Shirts and boots for Jackaroo and Kathouse Kelli.

VISIT

US AT SASSNET.COM

Kathouse Kelli,
SASS #72384

research got me looking further at the term.
Westerns were the most popular TV and
film genre in the 1930s through 1960s. Film
production in the late 1920s and into the 30s
and 40s saw the double billing. The B movie
would be inexpensive, shorter, sometimes a
continuation of the same character in a series, and added to fill a program. B-Western
movies accounted for 25-30 percent of production. B movies made it much more viable
for theater rental and running costs for management and staff, benefiting theater-goers
as well. More bang for your buck!
Getting back to costuming though, its
mostly about the smiley pockets, piping,
fringing, different colored cuffs and yokes,
brightly colored fabrics, embroidery, with a
little bit of bling thrown in for good measure. There are many fine examples of such,
with the most revered being those created
by Nudie Cohn, in particular for country

April 2017

Porter Wagoner and the Wagonmasters

B-Western Films and Costuming . . .

music artists over many years. Now, the
country music artists are an extreme look
at a type of B-Western costume and you
wouldn’t see anyone shooting in these
suits, but I seem to recall Handlebar Bob
(SASS #4650) having a most spectacular

outfit in this realm for an evening banquet.
I have now had the pleasure of creating a few B-Western costumes and still
have a few more to be done. Pictured in this
article is Lil McGill (SASS #85754) from
Texas in her Annie Oakley inspired cos-
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Country music star
Ernest Ashworth
wearing his
“Talkback Trembling Lips” outfit.

tume (as worn by Gail Davis in the TV series Annie Oakley in the 1950s). We saw the
original on display in the National Cowboy
Museum and Hall of Fame in Oklahoma
and it just had to be an outfit for Lil! A ded(Continued on page 14)
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Robb and Co. and Katie Younger.

B-Western Films and Costuming . . .
(Continued from page 13)

icated B-Western costumer, Lil even went to lengths to match her
hat, boots and belt to the deerskin we procured for the outfit. Yes
the yokes and fringe are deerskin, with many hours of bling placement and setting. She won Best Dressed B-Western Lady at Winter
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Sonora Blaze at Winter Range 2016.

Range 2015, END of TRAIL 2015, and Red Dirt Rampage 2015,
the Southwest Regional. Other beautifully dressed ladies from Winter Range 2015 are Sonora Blaze (SASS #69510), who won Second
Place and Paniolo Annie (SASS #71269), Third Place—fine examples of costuming.
The Aussie’s can be partial to a bit of B-Western flair as well
and when Katie Younger (SASS #61370) and Robb and Co. (SASS
#61369) hit the USA in 2015 they wanted an Australian-themed
getup. So the national emblem, flower, kangaroos, the Southern
Cross, and the Australian flag were the order. They won Second
Place Best Dressed Couple at END of TRAIL 2015.
Sonora Blaze from Colorado was after a show stopper and we
got to doing a Dale Evans-inspired number in turquoise rather than
the original coral color worn by Dale. White pigskin and bling
rounded out this hand cut shapes and fringes number. Sonora placed
Second at Winter Range 2016.
Flat Top Okie (SASS #80827) from Oklahoma required a shirt
to match some stylish boots, and after searching for the right color
we found the perfect match. Add in some custom styled design, a
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Lil McGill in her out fit inspired by Gale Davis as
Annie Oakley (inset).

Lil McGill’s next outfit.

B-Western Films and Costuming . . .

little bit of bling and we were there.
And so we come to the most recent creation in this genre. Another beautiful outfit for Lil McGill, with bits of Patsy Cline and inspiration from the Annie Get Your Gun costume for Betty Hutton,
Lil will be the ultimate ray of sunshine on the range in this number.
Made in Australia, the pearl snaps and embroidered triangles were
the final touches added in the US earlier this year. I can’t wait to see
this one revealed at a match with Lil’s personal touches added.
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Two more colorful shirts were completed once I got back
to Oklahoma. Tom Mix-inspired designs are underway for
Jackaroo (SASS #29989) and myself at the moment, and some
more shirts for others.
Don’t feel this is the only way to do B-Western/Silver
Screen though. There are many other options for costuming in
this genre. There are 1940s Mexican-inspired señorita costumes, gingham dresses, turned up denim jeans, check shirts,
and more. So many opportunities exist to create the perfect BWestern costume, it just takes a little research.
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When the Fog Lifted
q
on
the Central Coast

q

The 2016 SASS
Western Regional Championship

W

By Roger Rapid, SASS #96080
Photos by Deb Mann Images

e’ve had balmy mornings, as we always do on California’s Central Coast, but on August 10, 2016 shots
rang out before the morning sun melted through the coastal
fog, and we were at a full gallop down the trail to the beginning of the Twenty-Second Chorro Valley Regulators ShootOut and 2016 SASS Western Regional Championship.
“We had just under 300 shooters,” said Sinful (SASS
#73672), Sheriff of CVR and Co-Match Director, “and
from what I heard from folks at the event, and in emails that

Roger Rapid,
SASS #96080

followed, our attendees had a fantastic time.”
“The Western Regional featured 12 main matches, warmup matches, speed events, cowboy trap, 100- and 400-yard
long range, speed pistol/rifle/shotgun events, RO1 and RO2
classes, Plainsman and Wild Bunch mini-matches, and a blackpowder night shoot,” touted Sinful. “There were a lot of shooting activities to keep our Cowboys and Cowgirls busy,
challenged, and excited.”
Temperatures ranged in the high 70s during the day down

Founded by Ruby Jewel (SASS #96154), 33 Ladies of Cowboy Action Shooting (LoCAS) who were present at the Western Regional
gathered for a group photo (capturing Badman Bob—SASS #70751—in the middle). LoCowboy Action Shooting™ has more than
850 members and
uses Facebook
as its communication
VISIT
US AT SASSNET
.COM tool to share
Cowboy Action Shooting™ ideas, Cowgirl shooting experiences, costuming, and more.
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After he got done boiling the barrel of his ’73, El Lazo grabbed
four at a time from his bandolier for the shotgun sequence.

When the Fog Lifted on the Central Coast

to the mid-50s at night. “The weather made the event very
comfortable,” said El Lazo (SASS #13116), our Territorial
Governor and the Match’s other Co-Director, “but it was
the club’s members that made it happen, and I’m really
proud of our CVR team. Running an event this size requires devoted folks who contribute a lot of their time and
energy to bring it all together and provide our shooters
with a great Cowboy Action Shooting™ experience. And,”
he added, “I get real pleasure when shooters come up to
me to say what a great time they had.”
“This event drew shooters from all over California,”
said Horned Toad Tom (SASS #83604), CVR’s past
deputy and 2015 Cowboy of the Year. “We had Cowboys
and Cowgirls of all ages from Arizona, New Mexico, Utah,
Oregon, Washington, Colorado, and a few from Texas. It
was fun to see familiar faces return from previous years.”
“We had shooters of all levels,” said El Lazo, “including our young shooters, who are exciting to watch and
very important to us. A bunch of these young guns are
fast; they really hold our hands to the fire and make us
work harder,” he chuckled. “We work diligently to enlist
young shooters – they are the Cowboys and Cowgirls of
tomorrow and they are vital to the future of our sport.

(Continued on page 18)
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At the end of the day, the Last Chance Saloon
was the place to collect one’s thoughts, tell a few tall tales,
down a cold one, and try your hand at Texas Hold’em.
An old-time wooden bar and mirror, canvas tent,
and honky-tonk piano helped us step back in time.

he Chorro Valley Regulators (CVR) is a 25year-old Cowboy Action Shooting™ range located in San Luis Obispo, about halfway between
San Francisco and Los Angeles, and just five miles
from the Pacific Ocean. CVR neighbors with the famous Hogue Action Shooting Range, a popular regional and national speed pistol range where the
best-of-the-best have competed for top gun. The
CVR range sits among 440 grazing acres that were
used by the US Army in 1941 as a grenade, 3.5 "
rocket, and 100- and 500-yard rifle ranges.
Founded in 1992 by Cole Younger and Johnny
Waco, CVR today boasts more than 90 members
with regular monthly two-day matches. CVR is a
time-honored range with seven permanent stage
façades, an open multi-purpose range, and a longrange stage featuring targets at 100 and 400 yards.
The range features an adjacent camping area for up
to 200 trailers as well as easily accessible housing
in nearby Morro Bay and San Luis Obispo. And, to
ease those tired legs, the CVR hay wagon makes
regular runs from its “town” to the camping area.
Come shoot with us!

When the Fog Lifted on the Central Coast
(Continued from page 17)

With such a mix of shooters, Sinful and I put a lot of time
into the scenarios and targets to ensure we had a herd of challenges and fun for everyone.”
On Wednesday (Day One) we had an RO1 training class
led by Snakebite (SASS #4767) and an RO2 class led by Cole
Younger (SASS #4237), a Wild Bunch mini-match, Cowboy
Trap, and three stages of warm-up mini-matches. Wednesday
evening featured the flash, bang, and smoke of our blackpowder night shoot with about 25 participants hoping they
could see the targets. Cowboy Trap continued through Day
An 8,000-square-foot tent served as the meeting place
during the day and the perfect ambiance for the
Saturday night Five-Star Dinner and Dance.

Two, along with more warm-up mini-matches, Long Range,
speed events (pistol, rifle, and shotgun), and a Plainsman
shoot. We had 24 posses broken down into two waves of
shooters. Led by Sinful and El Lazo, Friday morning (Day
Three) was kicked off with a mandatory shooters’ meeting
for the first wave, during which they set the rules and expectations for the match. A second shooters’ meeting was
VISIT
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As we do at all matches, folks wore red shirts on Friday
to honor our veterans. Here, Chance McCall (SASS #34488)
is showing off his outfit.

When the Fog Lifted on the Central Coast

held at high noon for posses that shot in the second wave.
Our Western Camp came alive as the 24 vendor’s tents
were erected. Vendors came from all over to provide a wide
range of goods and services, from leather to clothing, boots
to spurs, hats, Cowboy Action Shooting™ guns, gunsmithing,
ammo, and everything in between. Our on-site chuck wagons
included food services and Hawaiian shaved ice.
The black-powder night shoot—a colorful highlight of
the SASS Western Regional—featured three stages that

(Continued on page 20)
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(Continued from page 19)

CVR is very proud of its Young Guns program.
Nicky Nine Fingers (SASS #86190) and his fellow shooters
are posting excellent scores, showing great promise,
and giving us old-timers a real fun for the money.

VISIT

were trail-bossed by Trapper McDaniels (SASS #79238),
CVR’s 2016 Cowboy of the Year. “We’re happy to have
folks join us even if they don’t regularly shoot black powder,” he said. “We hope they’ll load up some black powder
rounds or dust off those cap-and-ball pistols and come
make smoke with us!” Shooting black powder during the
day is fun, but shooting it at night, when you can just barely
see the target in the dark and smoke, and when the coastal
fog moves in to keep smoke low, stirs up a lot of excitement. Minimal lighting was used to help the shooters see
the targets, but once the flash and smoke started, it was anyone’s guess exactly where the targets were. There was a
point where a “clang” was a spotter’s only clue of how well
the shooter did.
Scoring for the Regional was done electronically on a
system called the Cowboy Action Simplified Scoring system that was developed by CVR member Tex Wayland
(SASS #95549) and has been used by CVR for almost three
years. “To be sure things ran smoothly during the match,”
said Sinful, “I requested all of our CVR members to learn
how to use the system during our monthly matches, so
49’er

Winners

Coyote Carson
SASS #91660
CA
Lady 49’er Molly Magoo
SASS #74540
CA
Buckarette Little Ace
SASS #102945 CA
Buckaroo
Sassparilla Shooter
SASS #103005 CA
B-Western Maddog Mark
SASS #77911
CA
L. B-Western Whirlwind Wendy
SASS #79889
CA
Cattle Baron Roger Rapid
SASS #96080
CA
Classic C.
Dutch Dalton
SASS #44089
NV
Cowboy
Soutpaw Gringo
SASS #74217
CA
Cowgirl
Pinky MacRae
SASS #93559
CA
Duelist
Pecos Nick
SASS #94945
NV
L. Duelist
Querida
SASS #63039
CA
Sen. Duelist Aimless Lee
SASS #49904
CA
E. Statesman Cold Iron Charly
SASS #40009
CA
F. Cartridge Nicky Nine Fingers
SASS #86190
CA
L. F. Cartridge
Leia Tombstone
SASS #73339
CA
Sen. F. Cart. Snakebite
SASS #4767
CA
FC Duelist Coffee
SASS #7008
CA
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FC Gunfighter
Lefty Eastman
SASS #20645
CA
Frontiersman
Taggart
SASS #14398
CA
Grande Dame
Paniolo Lady
SASS #28694
CA
Grande Patron
Old Lawdawg
SASS #39821
CA
Gunfighter Bobcat Tyler
SASS #10767
CA
L. Gunfighter
Calgary Kate
SASS #33287
CA
S. Gunfighter
Fanner Fifty
SASS #59504
NV
L.S. Gunfighter
Cruzan Confusion
SASS #39081
CA
Junior
Deadwood Dalton
SASS #100343 CA
Junior Girl Bonnie MacFarlane
SASS #92385
CA
Senior
Royal Flush
SASS #78333
CA
L. Senior
Bella Coola
SASS #82744
CA
Silver Senior Dead Eye Maverick
SASS #4434
CA
L. S. Senior Prairie Weet
SASS #778
CA
Wrangler
Lead Ace
SASS #87176
CA
L. Wrangler Mame
SASS #83535
CA
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Almost ready to release the hammer, CVR member Lead Astray Sue (SASS #101245) was one of the more than three-dozen Cowgirls
who graced our stages (and shot very well). The hand holding the timer belongs to Snakebite.
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When the Fog Lifted
on the Central Coast

April 2017

(Continued from page 20)

every posse at the Regional would have
at least two or three folks who were
knowledgeable in its use to assist the
scorer if need be.” During the Regional,

Bobcat Tyler
is smokin’
during the
Men’s Top Gun
event.
How many
fired cases
can you count
in the air?

we scored on both regular time cards
and our electronic system and ran them
in tandem just in case. “But it was flawless,” he said, “and we were able to display real time scoring results on a 50”
screen outside the Sheriff’s Office. Of
course, we didn’t reveal any category
ratings or ranking, just scores. The system eliminated any possibility of math
errors by the scorers and ensured the
scores were transmitted immediately to
our server with deadly accuracy.”
“For 2017, we’ve taken a giant leap
forward.” said Sinful, “I asked Tex
Wayland and his sidekick Bruce Martin
to apply their computer genius to develop an on-line registration system
that would make it totally painless for
our attendees to register for the match.

The on-line system, available at
www.chorrovalleyregulators.com,
lets the shooter register for the match,
pick their category, and then—if they
are camping with us—they can go
into the camping reservation system
where they will see a complete site
map of all our camping spots.” Sinful
snapped his fingers. “It’s as easy as
that. They will see camping sites in
green, yellow, and red. The green
sites are available, the yellow sites
are reserved with a deposit, and the
red ones are paid in full. And what is
even better, if they run their cursor
over the yellow and red squares they
will see the alias of the shooter who
has reserved that site! Then they go
back to their shopping cart where

SASS
Scholarship

•

Help Educate
Our Youth
VISIT
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they can pay with either PayPal or credit card and
they’re done!” He snapped his fingers again. “Just like
that. And within minutes they will receive a confirmation via email.”
“Well, maybe Wyatt Earp didn’t reserve a card table
at the Oriental Hotel this way, but I’ll bet he wished he
could!” chided El Lazo.
At the end of the day, CVR’s Last Chance Saloon provided the right place and ambiance for peanuts, pretzels, and
a cool one. The tent was reminiscent of a Wild West saloon,
including background honky-tonk piano music. It was a
great time to catch up with old friends and listen to tales of
how “the big one got away,” “why that old ’73 keeps jacking out live ones,” and other such questionable tales. As the
evening wore on, it was time for our poker tournament,
where Texas Hold‘em dragged a bunch of cowpokes to their
knees, and when the smoke cleared, Callahan (SASS
#12298) was sitting in the number one saddle.
On Saturday night, CVR’s heralded Five-Star Dinner,
one of the icons of this event and a title not to be taken
lightly, topped off four days of great shooting. The menu
included a choice of prime rib or chicken (or both if you
wanted) and shrimp along with all the trimmings, on real
plates and silverware. Both the preparation and the service
was top notch, as was the ambiance and table settings prepared by CVR’s Jacq Neat (SASS #93557) and her team.
Dinner was followed by a selection of desserts and live
western music lead by the highly touted Monte Mills and
his Horseshoe Band. Great food, friends, music, dancing,
and folks dressed to the hilt made Saturday night a pretty
darn special event.
Sunday morning started with Cowboy Church at 7:45,
led by CVR’s Bushy Blonco. That was followed by an
8:30 team shoot, and at 10:30 we kicked off the Top-16
Men’s and Ladies’ Shoot Offs. The competition was pretty
fierce, with Bobcat Tyler (SASS #10767) winning the
Men’s Top Gun and Bonnie MacFarlane (SASS #92385)
winning Ladies’. At noon, CVR’s Roger Rapid emceed
the awards ceremony, where winners were recognized and
honored with the presentation of well-deserved trophies.
Then came the sad looks as we realized that our escape
into the Wild West was coming to an end, at least for now.
But the magic of Cowboy Action Shooting™ never really
leaves us, we just leave it for awhile. Handshakes, hugs,
and farewells signaled the time to pack up and begin our
treks back home, until next time. Mark your calendars for
the Twenty-Third SASS Western Regional that will be
held August 9-13, 2017. For on-line registration and camping, mail-in registration and camping forms (PDF), a
schedule of events, or more information about the TwentyThird SASS Western Regional, please visit
http://www.chorrovalleyregulators.com.
VISIT
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First Ride of
Roughshod
Raiders

By Tennessee Tall, SASS #49245 and Rio Drifter, SASS #49244

Little Man (SASS #98721), an up-and-coming Young Gun,
shoots well and dresses the part as well.
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Tennessee Tall, SASS #49245
and Rio Drifter, SASS #49424

When – April 2014
Where – Gainesville Target
Range, Gainesville, Florida
What – The beginnings of the
Roughshod Raiders SASS Cowboy
Action Shooting™ club, thanks to
Delta Glen, Roughneck Rod, Hawkeye Gin, Major Mishap, and Sage
Siren, who hosted the first match for
the Roughshod Raiders.
Now – Monthly shoots run by
Delta Glen, Hawkeye Gin, Rooster
Ray, and Johnny Showchaps, held the
fourth Sunday of each month. The
club averages 40 shooters each
match. Santa Fe River Stan is their
TG.
WHAT’S THEIR SECRET?
January 27, 2017. we rolled onto
the range to help with set up, but as it
turned out, we were relegated to al-
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The First Ride of The Roughshod Raiders

most spectator status! The preplanning was excellent.
Major Mishap had built loading/unloading tables (which
were actually level enough, ammo didn’t roll off). Johnny
Showchaps and Tornado Timmy made props bringing the
flavor of the old west alive. Miss Patty, Deadly Sharpshooter, Sage Siren, Pistol Whipping Patti, Cassalong
Hopidy, Delta Glen, High Springs Drifter, Rocky Creek
Shooter, Hawkeye Gin, Zack McGee, and Rooster Ray
were on hand putting everything in order. Amazing!
What’s their secret for getting everyone out to
work? (Could be the fried chicken they served the workers for lunch!)
January 28, 2017. The First Ride of the Roughshod
Raiders—their first annual event—drew 87 registered
shooters. Match Director Delta Glen and Assistant
Match Director Rooster Ray can be proud. Although I
never heard a title for Hawkeye Gin, it is safe to say she
is a major contributor. Among her many chores she created and maintains www.roughshodraiders.com with
tons of videos, photos, and up-to-date information.
Gunshots rang out in the frosty morning air. Rooster
Ray and Johnny Showchaps came riding in carrying the
Stars and Stripes and Don’t Tread on Me flags. The
cheers of the crowd almost spooked the horses. Elaine

(Continued on page 27)
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First place Buckarette Lefty Lucy (SASS #101552).
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Over 11,000 items

49’er

Winners

Lady 49’er
Buckarette

L. B-Western

Big Country
SASS #89731 GA
Oakley Mouse
SASS #34428 FL
Lefty Lucy
SASS #101552 FL

Lady Rimfire
SASS #60553 FL
Classic C. Mount Zion
Yellowboy
SASS #44074 SC
Cowboy
R.P. Slim
SASS #81400 FL
Cowgirl
Hawkeye Gin
SASS #44595 FL
L. Duelist
Sassy Teton Lady
SASS #47525 FL
Sen. Duelist Lake City Kid
SASS #95019 FL
S. Sen. Duelist
Yadkin Hawks
SASS #65386 FL
E. Statesman Knot Hardly Dunn
SASS #43113 SC
F. Cartridge High Springs Drifter
SASS #92057 NH
L. F. Cartridge
Kay Sadeea
SASS #93732 FL
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FC Duelist

Confederate Colt
SASS #31216 FL
FC Gunfighter
Chance Ramsey
SASS #18962 FL
Frontiersman Amarillo Rattler
SASS #68423 FL
Gunfighter Cassalong Hoppidy
SASS #39703 FL
L. Gunfighter
Shamrock Sadie
SASS #78511 SC
S. Gunfighter
Deadly Sharpshooter
SASS #35828 FL
Josey Wales Chicken Scratch
SASS #96425 FL
Senior
Charlie Covington
SASS #64728 FL
L. Senior
Purdy Sharp
SASS #59649 FL
Silver Senior Shoulda Dun Gun
SASS #59889 FL
L. S. Senior Tennessee Tall
SASS #49245 FL
Wrangler
Santa Fe River Stan
SASS #36999 FL
L. Wrangler Greta Dee
SASS #63811 FL
Young Gun Little Man
SASS #98721 FL
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Raiders’ flavor of knockdowns, plenty of movement, and
engaging sequences. (Progressive Nevada sweep anyone?)
Each stage was written about one of the Raiders, with the
theme of how the raid party came to be—fun stages with a
great group of shooters.
After shooting the eight stages we loaded up and drove
over to Rena’s Ballroom for pulled pork, chicken, and all

(Continued on page 28)

The First Ride of The Roughshod Raiders
(Continued from page 25)

Blount (daughter of Johnny Showchaps) sang the national anthem and Rocky Creek Shooter offered up a
prayer. An impressive opening for The First Ride of the
Roughshod Raiders.
Delta Glen’s eight stages included the traditional
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The First Ride of The Roughshod Raiders . . .
(Continued from page 27)

the fixins, complete with sweet tea, y’all! Awards ceremony
was unlike any we have seen. A huge thank you to Sage
Siren whose loop of pictures of the day’s shooters entertained us during the presentation of the First Ride
Roughshod Raiders Spoils bags. The Spoils bags were
filled with chocolates and beautifully designed First Ride
collectors’ commemorative coins. Bringing one of the coins
to a monthly shoot entitles the shooter to five dollars off

VISIT

the monthly shooting fee. Oh, yes, beats dusting plaques.
Top Gun was Sante Fe River Stan and Top Lady was Hawkeye Gin. They were presented Yeti tumblers engraved with the
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Hawkeye Gin (SASS #44595),
Beck A Boo (SASS #49857),
and Ramblin Rider (SASS #93749)
placed first, second, and third
in the Cowgirl category,
and they’re cousins.

Overall Man and Lady
Santa Fe River Stan and Hawkeye Gin.

The First Ride of The Roughshod Raiders

club logo, another very useful trophy! Check their website www.roughshodraiders.com
for all the scores and pictures by Sage Siren Photography.
This concludes chapter one of the Roughshod Raiders saga, more excitement
is to come. Their logo speaks for itself: “Action is our middle name.”
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NIKOLA TESLA

America’s Mad Scientist
By Big Dave, SASS #55632

Big Dave, SASS #55632

I

Though Tesla never created a monster from dead body parts, he might have tried if the idea
had struck him. Note the Tesla coil used as a prop in the classic film, Frankenstein.

f you were to picture a man in a laboratory filled with weird inventions that
nobody but he could really understand,
then Nikola Tesla would definitely fit the
bill. However, the image doesn’t really do

justice to him or his inventions. He was far
ahead of his time. Many aspects of modern
day life we take for granted were developed, perfected, or at least imagined by
Tesla. Like many creative people, Tesla
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was eccentric to the extreme. His
oddness makes his story all the more
interesting. He was an American genius who didn’t get the credit he deserved, as well as a fascinating
example of the thin line that separates
a visionary from a lunatic.
Nikola Tesla is associated with
the induction motor, the Tesla Turbine, the Tesla Coil, neon lights,
early experiments with radio and
radar, robotics, the magnifying
transmitter (a form of wireless transmission) and a host of other things.
In addition, Tesla promoted the AC
current we use in our homes today.
He was granted more than 300
patents. Nevertheless, he gets scant
credit in history books. One reason
is, he wasn’t much of a self-promoter; his passion was more for discovery than wealth. Another reason is,
Tesla didn’t fit anybody’s mold. He was
pretty weird.
Tesla was born in Similijan, Croatia—part of the old Austrian Empire—in
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Tesla believed electricity had health benefits.

Nikola Tesla • America’s Mad Scientist . . .

1856, one of five children. His father was a
Serbian Orthodox priest who hoped Nikola
would follow in his footsteps. However,
Tesla was more interested in science than religion. By the time he was 15 years old, he
could do integral calculus in his head. Eventually he went to the Polytechnic Institute in
Graz, Austria and the University of Prague.
Tesla never officially graduated from the
University of Prague and did not receive
grades for his final semester. During that period he argued with his professors and developed a gambling addiction. He dropped out
of college. Later, he suffered some kind of
nervous breakdown.
By 1881, Tesla had pulled himself together and got a job in Budapest at the city’s
telegraph company. The work wasn’t all that
interesting for him. The next year he moved
to Paris and worked for the Continental Edison Company. His job there was to make im-

provements to electrical equipment. In 1884,
he left Paris for New York City.
Tesla went to work for the Edison Machine Works in June 1884, about two days
after he arrived in America. Though Tesla
worked hard and put in 16-plus hour workdays, Thomas Edison proved to be a skinflint
when it came to granting raises. According to
Tesla, Edison had insinuated that if he could
improve the company’s generators, which
were inefficient, Edison would give him a
$50,000.00 bonus. After Tesla spent countless
hours working on the generators, he finally
fixed them. Edison claimed the figure $50,000
was a joke when Tesla asked for the money.
Though Edison granted Tesla a raise, it wasn’t
a very big one and Tesla resigned.
The good news was, Tesla was granted his
first patents after leaving Edison Machine
Works; he even got backers who financed an
(Continued on page 32)
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Nikola Tesla • America’s Mad Scientist . . .
(Continued from page 31)

electric company in his name, the Tesla Electric Light and Manufacturing Company. The bad news was, Tesla was eventually
forced out and lost control of the patents. He was in desperate
straits and had to do stints as an electrical repairman and even a
ditch digger. The winter of 1886/1887 was not one of the best periods of Tesla’s life.
Things began to look up during the following year. Word had
gotten around that an inventive genius of some sort was reduced
to shoveling dirt and Tesla met two influential men, Alfred Brown
and Charles Peck, who agreed to put up the money for a second
electrical company which became known as Tesla Electric. A laboratory was set up at 89 Liberty Street in Manhattan where Tesla
could go to work on improving and inventing new types of electric motors, generators, and other devices.
Tesla’s greatest breakthrough during this period was the development of an induction motor that ran on an alternating (AC)
rather than a direct (DC) electric current. People were skeptical
about alternating current, but Tesla proved that it was not only
safe but more practical than the direct current, which was the industry standard at the time. He wasn’t able to convince everybody, especially Thomas Edison, and a terrible rivalry between
the two was about to develop.
The industrial giant George Westinghouse had been experimenting with alternating current and was quickly convinced that Tesla was
on to something. In 1888, he bought Tesla’s patents and Tesla Electric
was absorbed into Westinghouse Electric. Tesla’s partners, Brown and
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Nikola Tesla

Peck, negotiated a shrewd business deal and Tesla became a
wealthy man. He then went to work for Westinghouse.
Meanwhile, Thomas Edison, who favored direct current,
was threatened by the competition with Westinghouse and
Tesla’s alternating current. He set out to prove it was dangerous by setting up a series of shocking (excuse the pun) demonstrations. This began the “War of the Currents.” (In the event
you’re an animal rights activist, you should read no further.)
Edison enlisted Harold P. Brown, a professor at Columbia
University’s School of Mines, to go on a lecture circuit where
he would culminate his presentations by electrocuting dogs and
horses with AC current. It’s difficult to imagine audiences paying
to see something like that, but they did. In a bizarre twist to an
already unsettling story, the “proof” of AC’s lethality led to the
first execution by electric chair in 1890. The execution was neither swift nor painless. (This singularly unedifying event was
covered in the January issue of The Cowboy Chronicle.)
Westinghouse and Tesla won the War of the Currents, but
unfortunately, Tesla’s role in the whole thing is often forgotten.
This is probably because Westinghouse Electric became a famous company and Thomas Edison is America’s most famous
inventor. Edison wasn’t gracious about losing. Ahab-like, he
continued to electrocute critters with AC current. He even electrocuted an elephant in hopes he would get in the last word.
In 1989, Tesla patented an invention he called the
“teleautomaton.” It was the first radio-controlled device. He
demonstrated it during the Electrical Exhibition at Madison
Square Garden by using the device to guide a small boat to
the amazement of onlookers. Today we use the term remote
control and robotics to describe the teleautomaton. At first, it
was considered to be an elaborate toy and it took time for en-
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thusiasm to gather for the gadget’s potential. Tesla himself
saw his creation as “the first of a race of robots, mechanical
men which will do the laborious work of the human race.” It
was obvious to the inventor that the teleautomaton would
have military applications, but the government official to
whom Tesla offered the device erupted with laughter.
The next year Tesla moved to Colorado Springs, Colorado.
He was now experimenting with wireless transmission and
hoped to send wireless telegraph signals from Pikes Peak to
Paris. Fortunately (or maybe not), he had people there who were
willing to grant him access to all the power he needed without
requiring him to pay for it. He had invented the Tesla Coil in
1891 as part of a plan to power cities wirelessly. The thing wasn’t
good for much at this point except it could shoot lightning bolts,
create electron winds, and pass electricity harmlessly through
the body. However, Tesla saw a great future with it and began to
conduct experiments using his eponymous coil at his laboratory
near East Pikes Peak Avenue. Near the lab was an 80-foot mast.
One fine summer evening, people walking on the sidewalks
near Tesla’s laboratory saw sparks coming off their shoes.
Twelve million volts of artificial lightning with bolts almost 150
feet long emanated from the strange looking mast. Thunder was
heard nearly 40 miles away and horses panicked in their stalls.
According to one story, moths and butterflies became incandescent with St. Elmo’s fire. The power generator was shorted out
and, in general, the people of Colorado Springs were not pleased
with their new citizen.
Tesla fixed the generator free of charge and managed to
persuade the superintendent to allow him to power his lab
again. However, he didn’t remain in Colorado Springs much
longer. In 1900 he moved back to New York, this time settling
near Long Island.
He continued his experiments with wireless transmission
with financial backing from J.P. Morgan. Tesla was working
on the development of the radio. Unfortunately, most of
Tesla’s funds were lost in the Panic of 1901 and Morgan’s enthusiasm for the project dried up. As a result, Guglielmo Marconi won the race to become the first person to send a
wireless transmission across the Atlantic and most people
consider Marconi to have invented the radio. There is an ongoing debate about who really invented it with both sides having passionate defenders.
During this period, Tesla performed another experiment
that almost became a danger to public safety. He had invented
a steam-powered oscillator (the Tesla Oscillator), which
caused vibrations so powerful it threatened to destroy the
building that housed his lab. Nearby structures were also affected and Tesla was forced to terminate his experiment with
a sledgehammer. The police arrived shortly afterwards. Fortunately, Tesla was able to smooth things over enough to
avoid being hauled off to jail.
Tesla thought exposure to electricity was beneficial to a
person’s health. In 1912, he came up with a plan to make
“dull students bright” by wiring a classroom so it was imbued
with “infinitesimal waves vibrating at high frequency,” according to a 1912 edition of Popular Electricity magazine.
The electrical waves would form a “health-giving and stimulating” environment for learning. The idea aroused the interVISIT
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est of the New York State Superintendent of schools, but it was
never put into practice.
I once had a student who inserted a paper clip into an electrical socket while he was in a colleague’s class. (It wasn’t in my
class, thank God.) The good news was, “Sparky” only received
a minor shock from the experience. The bad news was, he never
became any more intelligent. He still had the same dull, confused
look on his face and his grades remained abysmal. In other
words, I doubt Tesla’s scheme would have worked. (Sparky’s
parents became outraged when they found out about his nickname. It took a great deal of patience and tact to calm them
down. However, I digress…)
Tesla moved to Milwaukee in 1919 and began working for
Allis-Chalmers. He stayed with them for three years. During this
time he perfected the Tesla Turbine. By 1923, Tesla was back in
New York, again working for Westinghouse Electric. He took up
residence in the New Yorker Hotel, where he remained for the
rest of his life. His room number was 3327, on the 33 rd floor.
Particularly as he grew older, Tesla needed his life to be ordered around the number three. This is where the story about him
becomes increasingly weird. It’s a pretty good bet a modern psychologist would diagnose him with obsessive-compulsive disorder or OCD. He washed his hands three times before considering
them to be clean. Tesla needed to walk around a building three
times before entering it. Things had to at least be divisible by
three to work for him, hence Room Number 3327.
Tesla never married and is believed to have lived his life
(Continued on page 34)

US AT SASSNET.COM

Page 34

April 2017

Nikola Tesla • America’s Mad Scientist . . .
Cowboy Chronicle

(Continued from page 33)

celibate. He justified this with a comment that married men
weren’t as inventive as men who remained single. (This doesn’t
hold up to examination.) A more probable explanation is his
phobias stood in the way of his having a relationship.
He was horrified by human hair and got upset by the thought
of a strand of hair falling into a bowl of water. In addition, Tesla
couldn’t abide the prospect of any kind of jewelry that involved
pearls. That would make things difficult to hook up with most
women back then. Nowadays, a person could find a website to satisfy almost any stipulation, but in Tesla’s time a newspaper ad saying, “Wanted: Hairless Woman with Aversion to Pearls” would
receive few responses. One can only imagine the appearance of
anyone who might have responded to such a request.
He also needed to clean his plates and silverware with eighteen napkins before a meal. It made sense to Tesla (eighteen is divisible by three), but it might have been the “straw that broke the
camel’s back” for the hairless woman who shared his aversion to
pearls, if she happened to have dinner with him. Another impediment in Tesla’s path to a relationship was his extreme horror of
germs and infections, which could make intimate matters difficult, if not impossible.
Tesla was, at any rate, very fond of pigeons. (They don’t
have hair and aren’t fond of pearls.) Though pigeons aren’t the
cleanest of animals, they don’t get bent out of shape if you have
to clean something eighteen times and I guess Tesla could let a
couple of things slide. After all, he didn’t actually have to converse with them. The ideal date would involve seeds, bread, and
a minimum of conversation.
There was a special pigeon in Nikola Tesla’s life. She was
white with gray tips on her wings. According to Tesla, “I loved
that pigeon as a man loves a woman, and she loved me. As long
as I had her, there was a purpose to my life.” Unfortunately, the
pigeon died and Tesla was heartbroken. According to one article,
she died in his hands.
Though Tesla could be very entertaining and made some lasting friendships, he was mostly a workaholic loner. He rarely slept

more than a couple of hours at a stretch. He usually dined alone
at the Waldorf-Astoria at precisely 8:10 p.m. and was waited
on exclusively by the head waiter. Tesla phoned his order in
advance so he could dine at the correct time. After all, 8:10 is
divisible by three. After dinner, he would work until 3:00 a.m.
In the late 1930s, Tesla claimed he had invented a “death
ray,” which he called the Teleforce. Not much is known about
the device because Tesla made no drawings or blueprints of it.
He believed his apartment had been broken into and preferred
to keep the details of the Teleforce in his head. Since Tesla had
a photographic memory, he could very well have managed to
do this. Whether or not the thing would have worked is another
story. Many of his ideas never got past the theoretical stage.
Nikola Tesla died in 1943 at the age of 86. In the last
years of his life, he didn’t get out much except to feed the pigeons. A maid entered his room and found his body. Apparently he’d been dead for a couple of days. An autopsy
revealed he’d had a heart attack.
To be on the safe side, the FBI seized all Tesla’s research
notes and any object which might be related to his purported
death ray. An examination revealed he’d produced nothing that
would pose a military threat if it fell into the hands of a hostile
nation. (After all, WWII was in full swing when Tesla died and,
mad scientist or not, Tesla’s ideas were to be taken seriously.)
These days, the work of Nikola Tesla is becoming more
widely known. Some of it has to do with the new electric car
company named for him. In addition, with the rise of computers and the Internet, there are more people who are appreciative of his ideas and predictions. If Tesla were alive today,
he’d look at our laptops and say, “I told you so.” We’d probably have some sort of death ray and it’s also a sure bet
Tesla’s doctors would have him on some kind of medication.
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J

Joe Fasthorse,
SASS #48769

– Way Out West –
By Joe Fasthorse, SASS #48769

ohn “Portugee” Phillips was born Manual Felipe
Cardoso in 1832 near the town of Terra on the island of Pico, in the Azores. At the age of 18, he left
the Azores and headed for California to join the ’49
Gold Rush. Phillips followed the lure of gold from
California through Oregon and Idaho to
Montana. In the summer of 1866 he was
prospecting in the Big Horn Mountains
when heavy winter snows forced him
to seek shelter at Fort Phil Kearny.
That winter, the Second Battalion of
the 18th Infantry Regiment, under
the command of Captain William
Fetterman, was stationed at the
Fort. In December, a band of
Cheyenne and Sioux, under the
leadership of Red Cloud and
Crazy Horse, lured Fetterman and
80 soldiers into an ambush outside
the Fort, where 2,000 Indians attacked them. Fetterman and his entire command were wiped out.
Following the defeat of Fetterman, Phillips volunteered to ride
190 miles in subzero weather to
deliver official dispatches to
Horseshoe Station. The first
stop was Fort Reno, which Portugee reached on December 23.
There, he received additional messages to carry from Fort Reno to Fort
Laramie. Phillips reached Horseshoe Station at 10:00 a.m. on December 25. The dispatches were wired to the headquarters of the
Department of the Platte in Omaha and to Washington,
DC. Phillips then went on to Fort Laramie to deliver
VISIT

the messages he had received at Fort Reno. Phillips was
carrying mail back to Fort Phil Kearny from Fort
Laramie in April 1867, when he found himself surrounded by sixteen Sioux warriors in war paint. The report he wrote of the incident read “without aid of my
faithful horse and good revolver, I would have lost
my hair, the part of my body I feel most anxious about on the prairies.” Portugee continued to work as a mail courier
until he moved to Elk Mountain,
where he supplied ties to the
railroad in addition to furnishing the army with
goods and transportation at Fort Laramie
and Fort Fetterman. In
1870, he married Hattie
Buck and the couple established a ranch on
Chugwater Creek. During a
visit to Milwaukee in 1876,
Phillips attended a parade in
honor of General Ulysses S.
Grant, who was running for the
presidency. Upon seeing the scout in
the crowd, Grant stopped the procession and insisted that Phillips
ride with him in his buggy. In
1878, he sold his ranch holdings and moved to Cheyenne. He
remained there until his death in 1883.
Hattie died in 1936 at age 94. As the man credited for carrying the news of the Fetterman Disaster
through hostile Indian country 236 miles from Fort Phil
Kearny to Fort Laramie, John “Portugee” Phillips has
long been celebrated as Wyoming’s frontier hero.
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By The Capgun Kid, SASS #31398

Chapter One
Nebraska Ned and
Black Jack Dan
Danbury Connecticut, 1869
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The Capgun Kid,
SASS #31398

hen Noah Dobbs IV opened
the door to his boot making
shop he noticed his hired man, Andrew, was not there. Although it was
well past nine o’clock in the morning, the oil lamps were lit. This was
something he considered unforgivable when left unattended. When he
stepped inside the shop he began
mentally noting all the things that
were wrong. He might have admitted
this was peevish and small-minded
in a more reflective moment, but for
now he was annoyed enough to forget himself. There was a belt strap on
the counter that he could see Andrew
had cut crookedly. An awl blade was
broken in plain sight and some of the
hand wax had begun to run on the
workers seat because the man did not
take the time to put it back into the
tub of water beside the shoe bench.
This was going to be a bad day.
The sun was already rising past the
point of burning the morning mist
and taking the temperature into the
very humid nineties. Residual odors
from the hat factories would hang
heavily in the air. People would be a
little crabbier. Mrs. Clarke would be
by around ten to nag him about her
high-topped shoes, which were not
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going to be done today. She always paid handsomely, but she always nagged him, reminding him
the days of doing business with his father were more
predictable and reliable. He wondered if he should
contact his fellow shoemakers and harness makers
because he may have invented a new market ploy.
He wondered if anyone else had the foresight to use
a new phrase, “It’ll be ready Tuesday.” The ledger
book, long and narrow, was wide opened on the
countertop, something else he thought unforgivable.
Andrew would have to be spoken to most forcefully.
The Store was at the end of Main Street, where
it ran into South Street in the City of Danbury, Connecticut. Noah’s Father owned the store, and his father before him, and his father before him. Noah, the
youngest of six sons at twenty years of age, took it
as inheritance because none of the other boys wanted
to hang around. He was not more than five foot nine.
Brown eyes, brown hair, brown moustache, and so
on. His plainly contoured face offered no striking
features. This suited him, though, because his father
had taught him not only the value of building business on references and relationships, but also the
value of remaining prudent and unobtrusive. “The
shrewd man observes before he acts.”
It was a simple store of Cedar and Pine construction, with stout and reliable beams that had already
withstood the test of time. It was painted Slate Blue
trim on white clapboards and the same family sign
had hung there by the door for generations. It was a
simple picture of a shoe. The name Dobbs was
printed in black. Nothing fancy here, because the
family rule for generations was to rely on quality
rather than sales pitch and blow-hard marketing.
There was no back room to speak of, but rather a
partition divided the back of the store from the front.
The counter, on the left side of the store, had a big
metal cash machine, and shelves underneath which
hid products ready for their customers. Noah, the
craftsman, needed and liked the light, so there were
big windows on all four walls. He had made easternand western-styled saddles, boots that were either
stylish, rugged, or intriguingly like those of the western cattlemen, and gun leather… more and more gun
leather as the Danbury Residents shared the new
Dime Novels about the wild and woolly west.
The family’s wealth, amassed back in colonial
times in Brookfield, Danbury, and Wilton, could modVISIT
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estly carry him through slow times. Slow times were
growing since well before his father and mother had
passed away. By the time the War Between the States
ended it was even worse. Soldiers returned home poor
and the growth of mass-produced goods threatened the
business with increasing pressure. Noah’s brothers left
one at a time between 1865 and 1868. When his father
then his mother died within six months of each other, he
began to wonder why he himself was staying at all.
Noah found relief from the monotony and stress by
reading more and more as the summer passed. Under
the counter, near the wall where he kept a rush chair
with a high back, were a half-dozen of the dime novels
about the wild frontier that were just beginning to permeate Connecticut. There were also some exotic-looking pictures of Indians and several scenes of Kansas.
He kept a stamped leather holster with a prototype for
the new Colt cartridge-firing revolver in it. The one-ofa-kind gun was stored in a hatch-like drawer where Andrew could not see or get to it, because it was not there
for emergencies or protection. It was there so Noah
could touch and hold it when he wished, so he could
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strike up images of this emerging
wild and woolly west. He was
doing so more and more lately. He
could stop what he was thinking
mid-task and immediately conjure
up images of the wild, romantic
west: a good horse, a roguish, wide
brimmed hat, a striking bandana
and a blazing revolver.
He sat down, and looked at the
worn cover of a dime novel. The
salesman who sold it to him said
this was the very first copy by some
gentleman named Williams. The
picture on the cover showed a
blonde woman, amply bosomed
and tied to a stake. She was to be
shortly saved by a handsome man
with a black frock coat and blazing
Colt cap-and-ball revolver who was
dropping most of the Sioux Nation.

The scene stood out and grabbed
Noah every time he looked at it. He
tripped the lock on the wooden
hatch and pulled out the revolver.
He was given it directly from the
factory in Hartford when he was
there last month. It was one of the
first of its kind to be made. It was
not yet in production and indeed,
this was an early demonstration
model. According to what they told
him at Colt, he should not have
even seen it because he was not a
dealer of fine firearms. The salesman who idly stopped by to order
some holsters had only shown the
revolver to facilitate that. When a
case of apoplexy caught up with the
drummer and he fell down dead
right in the store, Noah thoughtfully
tried to return the revolver and his
other traps to the Hartford Plant as
part of a related business trip. The
Vice President he met with was
very grateful. Curiously, he did not
think this design was going anywhere in lieu of the competing designs by Remington and Smith and
Wesson, so they gave him that
piece and some of the truck that
went with it. Noah left not remotely
suspecting that the executive lost
his employ within a week.
The ivory grips were striking.
Unlike other cap-and-ball revolving
sidearms made by Colt, this one
had a single, thin strap of steel connecting the top of the barrel to the
back of the frame. It was a flat,
strap-like piece that seemed to be
welded, then smoothed and polished, as if it were put there as an
engineering afterthought. The vice
president had pointed to it as if it
were a flaw, and the central reason
why Colt would not penetrate the
VISIT
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brass cartridge-firing revolver market yet. Noah stroked the piece,
flipped the new-fangled, brass cartridge loading gate open and
checked the back of the cylinder.
He spun it. Safely empty. Snapping
the gate shut he spun the piece
around on his finger twice, the way
Nebraska Ned had done before
shooting down two rival villains.
Hit a dime and give you two cents
change. Then he snapped it forward
and when it spun over his hand he
cocked the hammer and stopped the
spinning in the same instant. Someone had told him that Wild Bill
Hickock could do that proficiently,
even in the heat of combat.
Noah Dobbs… the deadliest
pistoleer in Danbury. He put the
holster on, noting how much he enjoyed having the thick cartridge
belt and stiff brown holster low on
his hip, around back by the top of
his rear end. He had resisted the
urge to put silver spots on the rig,
and had hand-sewn everything instead of using the trundle-operated
patcher sewing machine from the
shop. He enjoyed making it, and
now could savor a piece that had
drawn a lot of admiration from his
fellows in the rod and gun club.
The barber bought a scabbard like
it and the two blacksmiths from up
the street also picked up some holsters. Now he drew the gun and
snapped off an imaginary shot. He
whirled left and fanned off two
more. He holstered the piece and
drew it again by allowing it to drop
out the back of the holster. That
way he could twirl it around before
shooting to the right, border rolling
the gun into his left hand, cocking
it while facing to the left, bringing
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it to bear on Jesse James, the Missouri Outlaw; Nebraska Ned, the terror of Kansas; Black Jack Dan,
the heartless killer in Old California; or one of the
other henchmen he’d seen in these new dime novels.
For some unknown reason, one of the carpenters in
Noah’s club had taken a fancy to the Nebraska Ned
Character, and painted an image of him on a plank
for use as a target in their regular Sunday match.
That image of their shooting match is what seized
Noah’s imagination and took his mind from the reality of the shop.
It was an ungodly eternal second or so before he
noticed he was facing the door with a cocked revolver pointed at none other than Andrew himself.
That man was standing there slack jawed, eyes wide
with fear, trying to stammer out enough words to
save his life, which he would later tell his children
was in mortal peril at that moment. Noah was too
surprised to move. He could barely think of the
apology due. In that split second Andrew spun his
stocky little frame around, bolted down the street,
and completely lost the crumb cake fetched from the
bakery he had brought back with him for their late
breakfast. Panic swept over Noah as he thought of
the terrible fear the poor man must be feeling, and
the injustice of thinking so ill of him.
He tossed the gun into the hatch-like drawer and
took off after Andrew. That man was, by now, leaving a trail of dust as he hurtled toward Main Street.
Noah was more limber and spry than the stocky little
man, but he made slow progress in catching up while
imploring Andrew to stop. Andrew had a look of fear
that seemed to be a reflection of his very soul and
Noah was very uncomfortable as he began to think
of the man as nothing more than a frightened little
boy whom he had just bullied. On the other hand, the
dairyman, neutrally noticing this event, thought it
funny when Andrew flew by him, trying to shuck his
apron. The dairyman’s lack of any sense of urgency
was due to the fact he did not see Noah. Noah did
not see the dairyman. Looking over his shoulder, Andrew did not see the maple tree. It was over in a
crashing instant. Andrew, after staggering in a small
circle around the tree and falling like a sack of grain,
was out so cold his feet twitched. When Noah caught
up to him he became even more deeply alarmed. He
almost vomited over the thought he might have
VISIT
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caused the death of this simple man, whose only crime
seemed to be lapses into addle-brained moments. The
dairyman turned his rig and headed for the police station. He did so at a pace his horse was not at all used to,
and the ensuing rattling of the wagon jarred loose several bottles of fresh milk and cream. Soon several milk
puddles, left amid the cobblestones as the rig rushed
away, attracted what appeared to be every alley cat and
rogue dog in Danbury. The small riot of rival species
dispersed soon enough, but was enough to arouse the
barber, the butcher and the tailor.
Although this whole scene had taken but a moment,
several of the townspeople were beginning to take notice and point to the police station in search of relief to
the small crisis. As Noah rose and turned to hail some
of them he also began running toward said police station. Noah forgot about the maple tree.
Andrew left town that night, convinced he was the
target of a notorious killer. He moved to New Milford
to live with his sister. She was a long time friend of the
family though, who tried to reassure Noah he should
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not be so conscience-ridden. After all, he was clearly
not a violent man and was, in fact, quite sweet and
harmless. She was downright moved when she saw
Noah had broken his nose during the run-in with the
maple tree. It would be forever flattened a little, although it would not impair his breathing. He had no
idea the flattened nose gave him a completely different look. In fact, in later years he would state he
wished he’d known what impact on his lineage this
would have. It became his only distinguishing feature and would separate him from other men at first
glance. Whereas he once looked placid and affable,
now he looked like a stern man to be reckoned with.
It took all that day at the doctor’s and the police
station to put an end to the affair. The Chief of Police, a strapping man who seemed perennially redfaced in over-exertion even when standing still,
handed all the paperwork over to the local Constable
who had known Noah Dobbs IV for years. The Constable had the neighborly foresight to act and closed
up the shop before joining the newspaper interviews
which documented the misfortune. Danbury had not
seemed right ever since that Colt salesman died in
his store not too long ago. Now even the Constable
was beginning to show some impatience in these
breaks in the quiet routine of Danbury, Connecticut.
Noah closed the shop the next day and left the lamps
unlit on their mountings, content to sit in his chair
behind the counter after doing most of the packing.
He began arranging finances and set up a special
bank account from which he could transfer funds.
He read the newspaper and his dime novels and it
was well toward evening each day before he’d go to
eat. It was over dinner he recalled how he saw, for
the first time, the advertisement for all the land a
man could handle west of the Mississippi. There was
a town called Small Creek. It was said to be right in
the heart of the cowboy epicenter of Kansas. There
was fertile soil and crop potential worthy of Eden itself. Men, women and children were invited to begin
a new life under the watchful protection of the US
Army. Merchants and craftsmen were so in demand
that special rates and good encouragement would be
enthusiastically offered them. There were only nominal fees for processing and mortgages for substantial homes were more than reasonable. Why, the
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ground could hardly wait to be tilled and would eagerly
give up crops under the bright sun, nurtured further by
the freshest air on Earth. There was room for craftsmen
and merchants who had a fortune there for the taking.
Catholics, Quakers, and Mormons need not apply.
It was well into June of 1869. Noah Dobbs IV, with
newfound conviction, signed the papers with the representative of the banker and real estate agent from
Kansas. He sent some money to the bank at Small
Creek, but thought it prudent to reserve the balance of
his money elsewhere, closer to where his brothers lived
in New York and Bridgeport. He sold the entire shop to
none other than Andrew, via his sister. Her business
sense quickly perceived that Noah’s conscience could
be turned into a pretty penny. Andrew, however, remained a little fearful of Noah, possibly perceiving he
had fleeced the man because Noah gave such an attractive price. In spite of his sister’s reproach, he talked
about how Noah would soon see through the situation
and seek revenge. For his part, Noah took half the boot
and shoe lasts, a box of his personal tools, which was
quite a sizable collection of awls, knives, floats and
files, pincers, punches, stamps and a mallet, thread and
hand wax, several bundles of pig’s hair bristles and an
equal number of the new, polished harness needles, two
bone folders and several burnishing irons, a small stitching clamp, his patching machine made by Singer and his
block and stirrup, his copy of John Rees’ book of 1813,
which described shoemaking, and three hammers. Of
course he took his guns and their scabbards. He had one
of those “Yellow Boy” lever action rifles, so called because of its shiny brass frame, a second .44 Colt capand-ball revolver, and his new center-fire revolver.
The rest of his personal inventory included the cowboy-styled felt hat he had bought downtown (it was
gray with a high crown and a crease in it’s center), two
sets of working clothes, a suit of finer clothes with three
shirts and collars and a pair of ties, two pair of shoes
which, of course, he’d made for himself, and a pair of
brown, unadorned cowboy-styled boots which he had
tried to make look as natty as those in the dime novels.
He arranged for the purchase of one “Parson’s Boot,
Shoe, and Harness Shop” in the western metropolis of
Small Creek. He was told it was a thriving, large-scale
business enterprise. He wondered, though, why Parson
was selling it. No matter. He was sure there was a sound
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business reason, likely the man had already made his
profit and was ready to move on. Noah packed everything and shipped most of it per the instructions of
the all-too-helpful real estate man who was funding
all the migration, within one week after the purchase.
Unfortunately, Noah Dobbs IV had no idea the
banker had recently left Small Creek just ahead of its
irate citizenry, prompting the Boston bankers to frantically install a man named McSweeney to restore
order and preserve funds.
Once Noah concluded his travel plans, the west
did not seem all that far away. He’d go through Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, then to St. Louis, then into the
frontier via Sedalia or Kansas City, then onto Abilene, the famous cow town. Lastly, there’d be a single stage ride to Small Creek, his new home.
Small Creek, Kansas was about thirty miles north
of Abilene, at a point due west of where the bending
creek that carried the town’s name met the Mud
River. Abilene itself was on the Mud River. There
might be an overnight stop for the stage line passengers if the weather demanded such, but it was not out
of the question for a man alone, on horseback, to be
able to make the trip in substantially less time. Although Small Creek had a stockyard, it was remote
and small and certainly no threat to draw any of the
Texas herds to the town, thereby making it relatively
quiet compared to the more wild and wooly Abilene

Noah found himself having to pay for tickets that were
reserved, but not prepaid after all. People were smirking
as he, an Easterner and a Yankee, would learn and question why a ticket was not prepaid or a hotel room reserved. Noah began to realize the hardship of being a
foreigner as he’d stand in a dusty train station, plain and
devoid of decoration, where chipped paint and soiled
floor boards made him feel all the more dismal and
alone amidst people who were familiar with each other
but cast sidelong glances at him. The further west he
went, the more dust there seemed to be. There was not
a cobble-stoned road to be found and he found he had
to have his suit brushed daily and at great expense. He
took note of the demeanor of the surrounding residents,
changed out of his suit of clothes and donned garb of a
simpler, plain cut and tucked his trouser legs into the
simple, brown cowboy boots. It did not really help the
dust situation much, although he felt a little more comfortable. People were still a little distant, the smells and
odors unfamiliar, and the wallet still grew thinner.
Furthermore, as time dragged and complications and

Chapter Two
The Road to Small Creek, Kansas

It did not bother Noah that the real estate man
disappeared just after the papers were signed. He
was, in fact, intoxicated with the images of the west
to the point where he was constantly skimming the
dime novels written by Williams and every newspaper article he could get his hands on regarding doings
west of the Mississippi. It was to be expected people
like real estate salesmen would come and go. That
was not cause to worry. Why, Hell, sir, there’d be so
many people building a future out there, it’d be necessary to think of building a complete boot and shoe
factory before long.
It proved, however, somewhat of an unnerving
process of endless detail to manage his chattels and
himself to the Mississippi. Money seemed to want to
jump out of his pockets at every step of the journey.
VISIT
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expenses grew, he noticed he was losing patience altogether. It started on the railroad through Sedalia,
Kansas City, and Abilene. The advances he had issued
the real estate man were, in fact, not applied at all, so
Noah had to pay for everything all over again every
time he found a reservation with a balance due. As
suspicion grew, he made a point of observing everything, especially during the layovers and overnight
stays in the dusty cow town of Abilene. The terrain of
the plains and prairie grew monotonous, wholly lacking the lush forests and noble visages of Indians as
shown in the illustrations with the ads.
He was growing concerned over the daily and intensifying fact there was less of a west such as he
saw in the dime novels and more of a west he did not
expect. In addition to experiencing the smirks and
elbow nudging he’d see out of the corner of his eye,
he was learning these people had a different sort of
body odor than those of the east and a different way
of speaking as well. There was more of a southern
drawl mixed with a consistent chopping off of consonants such as the ‘G’ from the end of words. Moreover, they’d chop up words and shorten them, such
as “t’weren’t” or “t’ain’t.” There seemed to be more
of the foul tobacco juice aroma around their vestments, as well as a lot more whiskey available to
them. The women, far more scarce then back east,
were also not as well dressed. There did not seem to
be a buxom blonde heroin within a thousand miles.
He did not relish standing behind these folks any
more than he had to either and they all smelled of
cattle or horses or some other signature of animal
husbandry above and beyond that of simple farmers.
Many of the rough-looking men he’d seen apparently had a penchant for flatulence and scratching
themselves. He wondered if he could stave off fleas
and ticks whilst in such an environment.
Although he made sure he ate regularly, he was
careful not to get into saloon crowds or thick groupings of the dirtier people he noticed. The fare seemed
to be growing in the volume of beans, beef, coffee,
and potatoes at the expense of the vegetables, fine
salads, and pleasant desserts served east of the Mississippi. On one occasion, he watched as a party of
cowboys rode through town firing their pistols in the
air. Their mounts thundered by, hooves pounding
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deep rhythms in the hardened, packed, dry street as the
men wobbled a mite in their saddles and loosed their
shots. Most irresponsible. On another, he watched two
men shoot each other over what had to be the ugliest
woman who ever donned a feathered headpiece and a
coat of paint. He took to wearing his new felt hat, fresh
from the hatters in Danbury, to keep the sun out of his
eyes, and thought about wearing his gun.
He had been told about Abilene along the way to
that town, but was amazed at the size and scope of the
cattle based economy once he arrived there. Hardly an
hour passed without the appearance of another wagon
of foul-smelling buffalo hides or a small knot of impatient cattle coming down the street, and the language
and bellicose nature of the cowboys and hunters permeated the air. From Abilene, with its massive new
stockyards, he resolved to quickly take the stage line to
his destination, Small Creek, up the Mud River. When
he got to the stage office there was a mob of people
there. He was finding out this trend was due to the fact
that knots of travelers had to put up with an unreliable
schedule, bandits, and general equipment failure due to
the poor business management of the owner. That man
had an affinity for spirits, the passengers told him, and
the saving grace of this company was the experienced
and honest drivers. Even more distressing than the daily
grind of events came when he found out several of
these people were not going to Small Creek, but rather
were fleeing from it. They all knew the real estate
agent. They all knew the banker.
Now, in the close air and heat of this Abilene stage
office, he finally lost patience with the west in general.
He had arrived in the morning and sat there through
most of the day waiting for service in spite of the reassurances of the office manager. One by one, frustrated
refugees told him their life story. He was only slightly
reassured by the fact he paid only deposit amounts instead of full fares the real estate agent originally suggested. He was also glad he had only paid a partial
finder’s fee to the scoundrel and kept a close watch on
his own cash reserves. There was an argument between
a group of soldiers on leave in which the office manager became more than unnerved. A burly driver with
eyes deeply rung with an obvious lack of sleep refused
to stop spitting on the floor and also refused to leave
the office. He did not look at all like an honest sort
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humbly holding this company together. The woman
who was occupying his attentions, a blatant woman
of ill repute, also refused to stop spitting on the
floor in spite of the ring of spittoons that surrounded
the pair. Finally, the office manager handed a list to
the driver, threw up his hands and left the office.
Noah was in the outhouse briefly and missed
most of the abuses the driver handed out in arranging the passengers and their baggage on and in his
coach. In a bull-like voice he reminded a corporal
of the cavalry he did not respect uniforms. Then the
driver challenged and snapped at a woman who was
later proven to be a school teacher and daughter of
an influential rancher. He was bullishly insistent she
should never have traveled alone. He refused any
and all responsibility for her safety, insisting that
she needed to be taught a lesson. His sneak attack
on her was so sudden, the poor little creature suffered to have tears well up in her eyes. Noah saw
that exchange, resolving to prevent any repetition
of it, forcefully if necessary. He did not hear the first
time his name was called out because he was just
emerging from the outhouse in the back.
“Noah Dobbs… I said Noah Dobbs the Guldurned fourth!” The burly driver was looking around
the room as he bellowed. “Gul-durn it, I ain’t goin’ to
wait all frikkin’ day! Noah Gul-durned Dobbs!”
Noah heard that part as he emerged through the
back door, behind the driver. His temper rose immediately. He was now very tired of all this, especially of spending way too much money, and
particularly of the dust and smell of the West. When
he heard the invective as if it were his middle name
he felt himself becoming quite unmanageable and
wished he had his sidearm from the bottom of his
personal bag. The driver was bellowing something
about how he wouldn’t wait but one more time before scratching the son-of-a-bitch and was turning
slowly on his heels when he yelled out, “WHOOO
the hell is Noah Dobbs The stinkin’ fourth?!”
Noah now suffered one of the first changes in his
demeanor and character he later learned happened
to all who made their way out west. The driver was
full facing Noah when the angry shoemaker stepped
up to him. The burly, unkempt man with the dark
rings under his eyes never saw the overhand right.
It landed so solidly mid-face as to cross his eyes. The
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papers slid from his hand, his entire body stiffened, and
he fell straight backward, landing on the pine board floor
so heavily the building shook. There was an immeasurable moment of stunned silence, which later storytellers
would claim brought the entire town to a halt. When the
driver sat up and blinked, Noah answered in a low voice,
clearly laced with deadliness, “I’m Noah Dobbs IV. If
you raise your voice again, I’ll stuff your head so far
into your collar that all you’ll see is the inside of your
vermin-ridden shirt. Understand?”
The driver, who had killed men maybe twice as
fierce as this one, was paralyzed by his own astonishment. Maybe it was the flattened nose or the fire in the
eye, but the glaring face almost scared him. He didn’t
really know, but he was certain it was a fascinating face
full of a violent past.
“Y-Y-Yessir,” he managed weakly through the blood
that gushed from his nose.
“And one more thing.” Snapped Noah, still not raising his voice.
The driver looked at him like a schoolboy waiting
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for orders. In one motion all the spectators to this affair, who had their eyes on the fallen driver, shifted
their astonished stares to Noah.
“You spit on a floor again and I’ll kill you.”
It was out just like that. Noah had to take a second
to ponder whether or not he had said that out loud, but
the odd way the folks around him murmured convinced
him he had. He’d threatened to kill a man, as if there
were more than a remote possibility he could rise to
such an action. What amazed him even more was his
every action seemed to be taking place while he
watched as if he were a spectator trapped inside his
own body. He was already regretting his actions. There
was not a lick of satisfaction at the obvious justice he
had just dispensed. Moreover, when Noah turned his
eyes briefly to the schoolteacher, she deliberately
avoided his glance. When the driver began to recover
himself and thought about getting up (he was not at the
point of self control where he considered retaliation),
Noah took a forceful step forward with fists clenched.
Noah never thought of himself as being able to do
something like this. It was as if he was powerless to
stop himself. He was astonished when the man stopped
all sense of movement as if he were waiting for the
next thing Noah would do.
“Do you understand me?” he said, trying to keep
his regret from overtaking his stern demeanor.
“Why, shore… didn’t mean nothin’… yes Sir! I understand…”
“Good. Now shut up and get my baggage on this
coach.”
The man scrambled into action. The crowd turned
to stare at Noah, who walked out the front door as if to
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take in some air. When he was standing on the steps
at the street, a single hushed voice from the still
numbed crowd whispered, “I seen him before… I
know I seen him before… That face… He’s… a…
pistoleer. Yeah, that’s it, a deadly pistoleer!”
The man, whose name was Roberts, was a
paunchy little man with a derby hat and a frayed, albeit clean, checked suit. His big red nose was made
even more pronounced by his watery eyes, amazed
into wide, round globes by what he had just seen.
When the driver came back in, that same man—
Roberts—turned to him and said, “You all right
Rufus?”
“Yeah, I think so. Who is that feller?”
The man answered back as the schoolteacher
gave Rufus a glass of water. “Dunno, but I know I
seen him before. I think he faced down Bill Hickock
onc’t. Don’t mess with him anymore, Rufus.”
“Well,” said Rufus as he accepted the glass and
some ministrations from the woman, “I just dunno
about that… I can’t ‘low myself to be so whupped…
My mama din’t raise no coward…”
Then he set his head back and looked at the
school teacher, who was rubbing the blood away,
“Miss Alice, I’m so sorry for the way I spoke to you.
Please don’t pay me no mind…”
“It’s all right Rufus, only I wish you wouldn’t
make so many of these trips without sleeping. A man
can’t drive a stage for four days without sleeping.
You know what happens to you when you don’t
sleep, and now you have paid too heavy a price.”
“Yes Ma’am… I know… and you told me so before. But the simple fact is there ain’t… I mean
isn’t… nobody to run these folks back east to get
their money from that feller who sold them wrong
unless I do it. Oh! Looky here, Ma’am. By the way,
here’s my homework on them vowels you was
showing me last week. I can work ‘em now and I
think I’ll be able to write my name soon…”
“All right, Mr. McCorkindale,” she replied quietly, with a matronly sigh that belied her earlier tears,
“don’t change the subject. You behave yourself. I’ll
read it when we get to Small Creek. Now, are you
sure you can see well enough to drive this coach?”
Rufus winced. When she called him Mr. McCorkindale he knew he was in trouble. “Yes, Ma’am,
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I’m sure.” Alice Mason nodded. “All right, then.
You just call on me if the road gets too rough and
I’ll come up there and help you drive.”
“Yes, Ma’am, I surely will.” He picked up her
canvas bag with a tip of his hat and escorted her
through the door. When the door closed, the crowd
left behind turned back to the office manager and
again churned up the din. The incident might never
have happened.
As Noah approached the coach, he noted with
satisfaction how the big bully of a driver was doting
over the woman to whom he had been so abusive
not much earlier. Noah thought smugly to himself
that he would be well received by these passengers
for having emerged such a hero. He was more than
surprised when the entire group gave him a relatively cold shoulder in spite of the service he had
done them. One of the soldiers muttered something
about how a man ought to be able to spit when he
has to spit. Another muttered something about how
easterners were always less than friendly. Only the
red-nosed man stared at him as if overwhelmed with
awe. The driver, whom he had seen answer to the
name Rufus, eyed him cautiously, but Noah was not
sure about the degree of malice he harbored. As far
as the soldiers were concerned, there were no other
people in the coach and this was a time for sleep.
They both nodded off immediately, and barely
roused all day. The woman was another matter.
There was a clear chill coming from her. There was
not an ounce of friendliness nor a hint of overt disdain, but she remained coolly distant and insultingly
apathetic. It amazed him.
In spite of this, Noah found himself mildly intrigued by her neatly bunned red hair, her soft green
eyes, and slightly sun-reddened complexion. Any
affinity he might have had for the woman turned
quickly cold as her mannerisms made it quite clear that
he might as well not have been there. Imagine! Lord
only knows what abuse from which he had saved her,
and she could not see fit to give him the time of day.
He half thought she would strike him with her short
parasol if he dared to speak to her. Imagine!
The coach left Abilene just ahead of its own
swirling cloud of dust. Noah tried to use every moment to note the features of the terrain, but it soon
occurred to him there were not that many distinctive
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features. The droll and decidedly empty look of the
prairie was seemingly unending. The ground heaved and
swelled in gentle, grass-covered waves, with occasional
rock outcrops and ledges or small knots of cottonwood
trees. When the coach stopped by a small stream which
ran through a grove of trees to feed the Mud River, Noah
was more than unpleasantly surprised when the hand he
held outstretched to help the school teacher off the stage
was met by an icy stare. She just hovered there, framed
by the stage door, staring him down until the paunchy
man with the checkered suit intervened.
“Here Miss Mason, Let me help you down.”
When she answered with a friendly thank you and
spoke his name as Roberts, Noah was both stung by his
repudiation and mildly angered that this man Roberts
appeared to be part of an organized shun. The driver,
whom people were now addressing in friendly exchanges that clearly showed they had known each other
for years, became devoted to the idea of getting his passengers to their destination. His nose was black and
blue, a discomfort with which Noah was more than familiar, but he moved about his tasks alertly and competently. Noah even caught a nod of greeting from the
man. Was there no end to the surprises here!
The passengers stood in a small group by the clear
stream. Some of them began gracing themselves with
handkerchiefs dipped in the stream and applied tenderly
to their faces and necks. More and more of the sky was
giving way to a darkening, slate-gray cloud mass, but
the heat and humidity were not abating. Noah was beginning to really appreciate his light canvas trousers,
ordinary cotton shirt, and wide-brimmed hat. He started
to think about fetching his pistol and holster from his

US AT SASSNET.COM

(Continued on page 46)

Page 46

April 2017

Small Creek: Kid Galena Rides . . .
Cowboy Chronicle

(Continued from page 45)

bag when the voice of the driver broke the quiet in
disgusted swearing.
Roberts asked aloud what was wrong. Rufus held
up the reins of the left lead horse for view. They
were clearly frayed down by the bit to the point of
breaking. Although the passengers showed little
more than concern, Rufus quite clearly understood
the peril in which the coach resided because they
were more than halfway to the way station. It would
be equally risky to keep going or turn back, and there
was some uncertain country ahead. It was hot, and
it was going to rain soon. With mounting impatience,
Noah walked over to the scene. He asked to see the
reins and Rufus gave them over with a curious look
of fear, resentment, and straight curiosity on his face.
“I think I can repair them. Can you get my box
off the top of the coach?”
Rufus spat off to the side. “Mister, I am plumb
out of spares. Iff’n you can fix these I’ll get whatever you need from yore poke.”
Noah nodded and started to remove the harness
section that contained the strained leather. As Rufus
climbed up Noah looked the piece over carefully. The
upcoming breaks were close enough to the rings that
he could shorten the rein and re-stitch it. It would
cause only minimal shortening of the overall rein. He
knew he had some alum paste, but he was also frustrated for lack of a stitching clamp. He pictured a new
loop in the strap, which he would want to stitch for
about three to four inches. When Rufus brought the
box he quickly set it down and began pulling his materials from it. He’d use some pre-spun flax thread
from the factory. He tapered the ends on the pad of
his thumb by scraping and pulling with his blade (this
was to be a quick job, not a seam on a brogan) and
waxed up the thread. He fetched some needles and a
good stout stabbing awl from the small box.
“Here, Rufus. You hold this piece like this when
I glue it, all right?”
The man looked strangely at Noah and nodded.
Noah set up quickly and began stitching at a fast
clip, trying to settle between ten stitches to the inch,
maybe less. That’d do for today. Stab, left needle,
right needle, draw closed, stab, left needle, right needle, draw closed. One by one the passengers straggled over to watch. The intermittent hot sun was
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difficult, but there was nothing they could do about
that. Here was something that began as mild interest,
unrivaled by anything in the area and thereby attractive
by default. Noah finished the first rein in quick time
and was working with the second when Rufus became
somewhat less reliable in holding the piece steady. At
first Noah tsked once or twice, then he stopped and
gripped Rufus’ hands to firm them. He thought the gesture to be reprimanding enough and was surprised to
notice Rufus’ hand wander again. The third time he
looked up he saw the burly driver staring off into the
distance. The return glance Rufus offered upon shifting
his eyes to meet Noah’s was somewhat alarming. When
Rufus again looked past Noah’s shoulder there was
more than a little apprehension on his face. Noah turned
and peered quickly, suddenly aware there appeared to
be some banditti or outlaw riffraff nearby. He worked
faster, but kept his seam straight. His heritage of generation upon generation of shoemakers emerged as he
became living proof of what all cordwainers took for
granted; time was money. In this case, time may have
meant the avoidance of danger. Rufus and the passengers were amazed at how fast his hands flew at their
task. In a few moments it was done. Rufus made no
bones about urgency as he re-strapped the harness and
shooed everybody into the coach. Noah thought there
might have been traces of a smile or two for him, but
now he was worried about banditti and rain and could
not break any ice however it may be melting.
Once the box was secured on top, Noah went to the
rear baggage hold and searched out his carpetbag. He
strapped on his revolver on and loaded it hurriedly before again embarking. As he approached the door,
Rufus stopped him. “Mr. Dobbs… could ya’ see fit t’
ride on top with me… I might need yore gun before
we’re through.” Noah nodded. He was beginning to
think this Rufus fellow was not what he had initially
seemed to be. He suddenly felt a little presumptuous.
His throat was bone dry, else he would have answered. He was afraid he’d be shaking. He climbed up
on top and became uncertain with the newfound height.
He lost his footing, but caught himself just before Rufus
poked his head up while mounting the coach. The driver
was thus unable to take notice of Noah’s clumsiness.
Noah did not even get to seat himself before Rufus
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shoved a cut-down shotgun at him. He mumbled something about hoping there’d be no need to use it. Inside
the coach, Roberts was becoming fairly insistent. He
suddenly snapped his fingers as if locked in a moment
of significant discovery. He blurted out, “Kid Galena.
That’s it, by God! His name is Kid Galena. He’s in from
Sedalia. He’s a foreigner, though. Yeah, I knew it! I
knew it all along! Kid Galena.”
As Roberts became more and more talkative, Alice
began to get a little nervous in that she sensed something was not right. When sober, Mr. Roberts would almost always get chatty when frightened and nervous…
and he was always frightened or nervous whenever he
was sober. The soldiers simply nodded gravely, attempting to carry the notion they knew of the danger all along.
Miss Alice was less than impressed, but said nothing.
“It’d sure be a tale to tell if Nebraska Ned and Kid
Galena shot it out, now wouldn’t it?” speculated
Roberts as they settled in their seats. A hasty glance
into the eyes of each of the other passengers quickly
told Roberts that the value of his conversation was
thinning fast, so he adjusted his hat, smiled, and gazed
out the window. That was the other feature about
Roberts that struck Alice Mason as a bit odd. He was
prone to long, distant stares off into space as if his
mind was working at a pace not experienced by common men. It was just another reason to keep his acquaintance at a distance.
The coach jostled and rocked as if moving forward
with only the greatest of agony. The dust began to get
obnoxious. The only thing that could make it worse was
a rainstorm that would turn it into mud. Indeed it was
that very same weather occurrence that yielded the difficult ruts in the road when the mud from the last storm
hardened as it dried, leaving harsh and deep gashes in
the road that marked a previous stage coach’s trail. Fortunately for the passengers, it did not rain until they
were in sight of the relay station so they were spared
the alternative hazard of a quagmire on the road.
Noah had found another area of the Wild West
about which he could not think highly. The top of the
coach was not at all kind to him. He almost dropped
the shotgun several times, but the strain on Rufus’ face
told Noah why the driver had missed each incident.
There was no let up in the violence of the coach’s pace.
He thought on two occasions he was going to fall off
and he felt the bottom of his spine being beaten raw
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until he took notice of how Rufus rode with the
bumps. By that example he learned how to ride shotgun. He could barely hear anything for the noise. He
could not possibly have been party to the conversations inside the coach, where he was the center of
speculative conversation. In fact, once he had settled
into the rhythm needed to ride on the coach, he
found himself getting more sensitive to what was
going on in the surrounding area. The sky was blackening fast. There was a constant cloud of dust off to
the rear on the drivers side, about a mile or two
away. They both knew it was riders.
In spite of this, Rufus did not whip the horses. At
this point, the team was moving at a moderate pace.
It was not long before Noah saw the corrals and
building that made up the way station. The first heavy
drops of rain began to slam into the awaiting earth
just as the team pulled the stage into the front yard.
The building appeared to be half soddy, half logs and
was quite large for such a structure, even to the eyes
of an easterner. It held enough rooms to provide
ample sleeping quarters. The soldiers doubled up in
a room because they were used to it and Miss Alice,
of course, had her own room. Noah Dobbs slept
alone, but Rufus and Mr. Roberts opted to share a
room. That left the remaining room to the strangers.
They rode in shortly after Rufus and the way station crew had stabled and fed the horses. There were
three of them, all with scruffy-looking whiskers and
soiled from obviously hard travel. Two had dusters.
All carried their rifles into the main room where they
parleyed for some sleeping quarters. They went immediately to their room and were not seen at the dinner table. Supper turned out to be a thin beef stew
adorned by large, albeit dry, biscuits. The coffee was
also a little thin, having a burned taste due to being
on the stove too long. Noah assumed the passengers
were all quiet because of the obvious pall the
strangers cast over the group. There was no doubt
about the tension between the two groups, in spite
of the fact not a word had been exchanged between
them. Noah strapped on his revolver. He tried to do
so with minimal fanfare, but was put out as soon as
he realized the man Roberts had not missed it. Watery eyes and all, that man seemed to be fascinated
with the shoemaker and it made him uncomfortable
and self-conscious.
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Several oil lamps and a set of candles on the
crude plank table kept the room from being totally
dark. The light was just bright enough to see each
other in detail, but it was easy enough to be brought
to brooding by the pounding of the newly-arrived
rain. The passengers ate with little conversation.
Noah thought it was because of the apprehension
over the strangers, but the simple fact of the matter
was, with the exception of Noah and the soldiers,
everyone here knew each other well enough to be
taken for granted. Conversation was indeed not
needed at all. Moreover, hundreds of mean-looking
sorts like these drifted in and out in the course of a
year, making them commonplace. There was little
else to do except eat and shuffle off to sleep. Noah
slept with his handgun under his pillow, dreaming of
chasing a green-eyed maiden with flaming red hair
and shooting down Nebraska Ned and Black Jack
Dan as they harried her.
After coffee and biscuits the next morning, the
passengers quietly boarded the coach at about seventhirty. There was almost no talking, except Roberts
chatted quietly with the strangers. Those fellows
seemed to mumble, grunt and nod as the extent of
their conversation and Noah could not help feel they
were talking about him. In fact, he was the main
topic of their conversation. Roberts had asked them
if they’d seen this man somewhere before and asked
where they were headed. One of them prepared to
reply at this and Noah was intrigued at the thought
these men knew each other. The obvious leader of
the pack, an imposingly tall and dapper man of the
prairie named Nebraska Ned, touched him with the
back of his hand to quiet him. Roberts noticed that,
and began apologizing… he did not mean any harm.
“It’ll keep,” muttered Ned, looking away, not
particularly enthused about talking to Roberts.
“Sure, Sure,” sputtered Roberts, almost in a
whisper, “but I just wanted to see iff’n you knew Kid
Galena over there.”
“Who the hell is Kid Galena?” answered the most
oafish looking of the strangers.
“Well, he’s… a… foreigner… you know, a
deadly pistoleer from… somewhere…”
“What’s Galena?” whispered the same man,
harshly. At this point, Ned lost patience with the man.
“Don’t you know nuthin’, Monte? Galena’s the
Gul-durned Capital of Gul-durned Spain!” There was
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an uncomfortable pause.
“Yeah, that’s it.” Piped Roberts, “Spain. I knew it!
You better watch him, Ned.” Nebraska Ned looked impatiently at Roberts and then turned away, walking towards the horses with Monte in tow.
Noah heard little more than the word Galena, as he
was looking at the work he’d done on the reins just to
make sure it would hold. He had his spectacles on. He’d
take them off as soon as he was done with the close in
inspection. What was this “Galena” topic, anyway?
The station fell from view before the strangers
mounted and rode away. The rest of the ride was more
of the same, except Rufus almost got conversational,
talking about the weather at least once and complaining about the food at the station on another occasion.
The riders did not seem to be following. Rufus remarked—almost casually—he thought the desperados
likely to take to their crime and lowly behavior at a
later date. He judged they were simply trailing the
coach to see its route and the manner of its travel. Noah
thought it curious he could feel them not far behind.
Perhaps he did have some of the pistoleer instincts he
had read about in the dime novels.
—To be continued in the July edition—
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Killer Rabbit, SASS #101430
Edited & Adapted by Justice Lily Kate, SASS #1000
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Justice Lily Kate,
SASS #1000

ork, PA. My name is Stephanie Leedom, but when
I buckle on a set of holsters I go by Killer Rabbit. I
have been shooting with my dad, Lee Ridgeway (SASS
# 101429) for about five years and shooting Cowboy
with him for two years. We first got interested in the
sport after attending a match one sunny afternoon just to
watch We weren’t standing there more than five minutes
before a Cowboy came over to say “hello” and explain
the rules of the game. Everything came together after
that; a year later we were practicing our draws and wearing our cowboy boots just about everywhere we went.
My dad and I are members of the Perry County Regulators in Ickesburg, Pennsylvania, and the West Shore
Posse in Lewisberry, PA. We also shoot with the Elstonville Hombres in Manheim, PA. and with the Welsh
Mountain Regulators in Gap, PA. Shoutouts go to some
of the great Cowboys and Cowgirls we have met along
the way: Tuscarora Slim (SASS #28616), whose kind
heart and endearing rabbit comments always make me
smile; Annie Dote (SASS #84318); Slim Chance Pistolero (SASS #84317), who have given me valuable
shooting advice; Letort Lawman (SASS #12300), whose
matches always have variety and challenge; Hud McCoy
(SASS #56721), who cheered me on for my first ever
clean match; and Trusty Sidekick (SASS #32866), who
crafted a “partner shoot” I will remember forever because I had the chance to shoot side-by-side with my
dad; and to all of the other amazing people who have become good friends to us.
This fall I will be entering the Honors College at
Millersville University to pursue a degree in Biology
with a possible minor in Environmental Biology. I also
plan on entering graduate school in four years to study
Microbiology, from where I hope to work in the research field. I would like to thank SASS and all the
Cowboys and Cowgirls who make the scholarship a reality for young shooters. I am honored to have received
this scholarship and I hope my hard work in college and
a career will serve in humble gratitude.
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SASS® and shooting in general have provided me
with both confidence and responsibility that is insurmountable—confidence and grace in shooting competition, and responsibility in promoting the Cowboy
tradition as well as doing my small part in helping to protect the rights of responsible, gun-bearing Americans.
There have been quite a few people in my life who
have impacted me in such ways that have changed the
ways I think or act or even dream. Among these individuals are my family, teachers, and the other enthusiastic shooters I get to see each match. Yet, there is one

person I cannot imagine my life without—my dad, who
is my greatest company, has encouraged and supported
me in everything that I do, and of course who introduced me to the shooting sports. It is truly a pleasure to
shoot every match with him, and I am happy to share
something I care about with someone I care most about.
Thank you again to the scholarship committee and
fund-raisers for giving me the chance to go after my career aspirations through this generous scholarship and
to all of the Cowboys and Cowgirls out there who make
the Cowboy sport what it is.

What Gun Ownership Means
to the Individual
By Killer Rabbit, SASS #101430

Adapted & Edited by Justice Lily Kate, SASS #1000
afety and security are aspects of life that
should be granted to all law-abiding citizens
no matter where they choose to live, and while
this basic concept is provided for us by military, police, and counter-intelligence, no one can have eyes
on everything at every time. This is why the right of
US citizens to bear firearms is absolutely critical to
personal protection and freedom.
Advocates for widespread bans on firearms argue
that taking away guns from all people would actually
make everyone safer. This type of irrational thinking
is pervasive in the anti-gun community and is highly
unlikely to succeed in turning all criminals into lawabiding citizens.
What then can be done if it is nearly impossible to
change the mindsets and actions of criminals and proponents of gun bans? The answer is simple—put in
place a sufficient deterrent. The prospect of going to
prison is enough for most of us to stay on the right path,
but this is not true for those who disobey the law. There
may not be a deterrent that will definitely stop criminals
in their tracks, but certainly the knowledge that private
citizens may own firearms will make them think twice
about committing a crime against the public. Recent
media coverage of criminal activity involving guns has
shown that criminals are deterred from committing
crimes in areas where they may encounter gun owners
and instead seek out areas where they know responsible
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citizens will follow restrictive rules. I believe expanding the areas where responsible gun owners can legally
carry would present a sufficient deterrent.
Those of us who do not support such “blanket”
bans on firearms view gun ownership as a self-defense
issue as well as a basic right belonging to the people
and have few options when it comes to protecting
themselves and those we care about. There are physically fit individuals who practice martial arts as a
means of self-protection, but for most of us that isn’t
an option. Sure, no law can take away an individual’s
chance at survival through hand to hand combat, but
it can take away a person’s right to own a firearm,
which for many is the single greatest hope for coming
out alive. As the argument goes, “God created man,
but Samuel Colt made them equal.”
Our fundamental right to keep and bear arms lies
with the court system, which in 2008 in the case of
District of Columbia v. Heller, ruled in favor of the
second amendment. There will always be little middle
ground surrounding this topic, narrow victories, and
some lost battles, but the focus of why it is important
for individuals to own guns should never be lost.
Gun ownership is a right that our founding fathers
set forth to protect when they drafted the US Constitution and it remains an issue that must stand firm. It
is our responsibility as gun owners to protect this right
in order to give every citizen a fighting chance.
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. A SASS ICON HAS PASSED ON ,
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By Miss Mary Spencer, SASS #55147 Life/Regulator

V

General Custer and Erik.

ictoria, British Columbia. Erik, the thespian
pony, has crossed over the Rainbow Bridge. Star
of stage, screen, and arena, and famed for his exploits
in Wild West Shows for six years, as well as his fundraising abilities for various good causes, Eric passed
away on February 4, 2017 at the age of 32 years, 10
months and 2 weeks.

Grey Fox on Bron.

Erik was one of the trio of horses that introduced
Cowboy Mounted Shooting to Canada in the summer of
1998, when Grey Fox (SASS #223), mounted on Bron;
Tony Austin (aka General Custer), mounted on Erik; and
Patrick Licciardi, mounted on
Reno; put on an exhibition of
mounted shooting at the Victoria
Fish & Game Protective Association, Victoria, BC Canada.
Grey Fox employed Erik as a
gun cart during the early days of
SASS competitions. Erik was an
expert trail horse, having carried
Grey Fox thousands of miles. He
also was the mount for Tex
(SASS #4) on a tour of the hills
and trails of rural Metchosin, BC
in August of 1995.
Erik had a long and illustrious career. He was well known
and cherished by all. May he rest
in peace.
Mounted Shooting Headquarters, circa 1998
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Company Quartermaster

/

Masonic Cowboy lapel pin 1-inch $7
shipped. You can use Paypal at

t.schultz5@roadrunner.com
Or email me. Nickel City Dude

Phone: 716-693-3237
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Shall Not Be Infringed
Cowboy Chronicle

By Colonel Dan, SASS #24025 Life

T

Colonel Dan, SASS Life /
Regulator #24025

he book by David A Keene (past
president of the NRA, former
Chairman of the American Conservative Union and columnist), along with
Thomas L. Mason (attorney, Oregon House of Representatives, associate professor at Portland State
University and author), is a very educational, enlightening read.
Keene and Mason provide an
in-depth, well researched encapsulation of historical events
which have impacted gun owners everywhere, shaping our
gun laws and the Second
Amendment into what we
have today. In short, it links
“isolated” events and actions,
tying them together thus giving the reader a clear view
of how we got from the
original “…shall not be infringed” to the more than
20,000 infringements with
which we are forced to
live today.
Not only do they outline America’s internal
political push for increasingly restrictive
gun control, but they
clearly show how the
push for global governance and
international actions have and will continue to tighten the noose around our SecVISIT
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Shall Not Be Infringed . . .

ond Amendment. They particularly illustrate the
dangers imposed by the UN Arms Trade Treaty if
America signs on to it, surrendering yet more of our
sovereignty to international governments. They go
into detail regarding this dangerous treaty, which
former President Obama called an “agreement” in a
feeble attempt to circumvent the treaty clause of the
Constitution, thus sidestepping the required Senate
approval for all such treaties. They also outline
Obama’s and Clinton’s roles on the world scene in
this regard and tie in the relationship to the Benghazi fiasco.
Keene and Mason not only point out the dangers
of such glacial international movements and the
pressures placed on America to comply, but provide
a good recounting of the on-going NRA actions designed to thwart such freedom-robbing initiatives
and thus preserve, protect, and defend everyone’s
Second Amendment rights.
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They conclude by summarizing their thoughts
and recommendations in answering the universal
question of “what can I do?” Keene and Mason
provide nine common sense actions all of us can
take that will strengthen our position and aid significantly in the fight to preserve, protect, and
defend America’s cherished right to keep and
bear arms… not only for us, but for generations
yet unborn.
In summary, Shall Not Be Infringed is a truly
enlightening “connection of the dots.” It is intended to be historically factual, educational, and
revealing while providing effective actions gun
owners (in fact all patriots) can take to join in the
fray for the preservation of freedom built on a
solid foundation of American constitutionalism.
I highly recommend this work to all in the SASS
family and encourage each to share it with as
many others as possible.
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