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Millions find treasure of beauty 
Where early Spanish failed 

To find riches of gold

Half a century after Columbus discovered 
America, another group of Spanish explorers, in 
their quest for riches, chanced upon a mammoth 
chasm in northern Arizona. They doubtlessly stood 
on the rim, awed by the spectacle below.

History records that the more agile Spaniards 
attempted to descend the canyon, but were de
feated by the sheer cliffs. Their attempts thwarted, 
they abandoned the project with few regrets; they 
had come seeking treasures and none was to be 
found here!

Since that time 420 years ago, literally millions 
of people have found the spectacle one of the 
greatest treasures of all — a treasure unequalled in 
beauty and splendor.

Each year thousands of tourists swarm to north
ern Arizona for a view of the Grand Canyon, to 
see if all they’ve heard about it is true. Few can 
find words worthy of describing what they see.

The four centuries and one score years since 
Don Lopez de Cardenas, one of Coronado’s cap-

A late spring snowstorm was raging below the North Rim 
of Grand Canyon when the photo at the top of the page 
was taken. In the center, left, a visitor drinks in the vast 
expanse of beauty before him while, below, gnarled ever
greens stand as evidence of the severity of Arizona elements.



tains, discovered the Canyon may seem like an 
eternity to some. But compared to the actual age 
of the gorge, it is but a fleeting moment. Geolo
gists claim the great erosion process that started 
the Canyon probably began about seven million 
years ago.

At that time, geologists say, the Colorado River 
flowed in its present course over a great plain, 
almost at sea level. Then a general rising of the 
land occurred that caused the river to flow more 
swiftly. Going on at the same time was a slow 
and gentle upheaval of the earth’s crust, known 
as doming. The doming was localized in the re
gion of the Canyon and made it possible for the 
cutting of the Grand Canyon to its present depth. 
The swift river was able to “cut” at a rate faster 
than the rising of the dome. As a result, the river 
maintained its course as the canyon walls drew 
higher and higher above it.

The river itself cut only a narrow slot. The 
great width of the Canyon is the result of land
slides, the rock debris working its way downstream, 
cutting and widening the chasm as it went. Today, 
the river averages 300 feet in width and 12 feet 
in depth. It is the second longest river in the 
United States.

The gorge that makes up the Grand Canyon is 
one mile deep and averages 10 miles in width. 
The river follows a winding course of 105 miles 
through the 50-mile length of the park. In all, 
the chasm formed by the river totals 217 miles 
in length.

The United States acquired ownership of the 
northern Arizona territory in 1848 through the 
treaty of Guadalupe Hidalgo at the close of the war 
with Mexico. Tourism, especially in an unsettled 
country like Arizona, was unheard of at the time. 
But trappers who had passed the area waxed long 
and eloquently about the spectacle and interest 
quickened in the exploration of the phenomenon.

The first recorded successful transit of the Can
yon came in 1869 when Maj. John Wesley Powell, 
a Civil War hero, made a daring voyage down 
nearly a thousand miles of continuous canyons of 
the Green and Colorado rivers. The jaunt took 
more than three months, during which time two 
boats were abandoned and four men left the party, 
electing to fend for themselves rather than take 
their chances on the rapid rivers.

Upon the completion of the journey to the mouth 
of the Virgin river, Powell wrote:

“Every waking hour passed in the Grand Can
yon has been  one o f toil. Ever b efo re  us has 
been  an unknown danger, heavier than im m e
diate peril.’’

Tourist travel to the Canyon actually began in 
the 1880s when John Hance, a miner-tumed-dude 
wrangler, began to improve the Indian trails and

The mighty Colorado River appears to be only a ribbon of 
water when seen from the South Rim of the Grand Canyon.

to greet visitors with his tall tales of the area. A 
hotel was built at Grand View Point in 1892 and 
the first automobile steamed up to the South Rim 
from Flagstaff in 1902, taking two days to make 
the trip.

Many realized years ago the need to protect and 
preserve the Canyon. Senator Benjamin Harrison 
of Indiana introduced a bill in 1887 to make it a 
National Park. He met opposition and the move 
was delayed until 1893 when, as President, Harri
son established the Grand Canyon Forest Preserve. 
In 1908, President Theodore Roosevelt established 
Grand Canyon National Monument by proclama
tion. An act of Congress in 1919 made Grand 
Canyon National Park a reality.

Each year thousands of visitors from all over the 
world travel to Grand Canyon to marvel at its 
beauty. Most see the panorama from the rims, 
not bothering to venture into the depths of the 
chasm. But many others descend the Canyon where 
they are afforded unparalleled vistas of beauty.

Most who see it, however, are reminded of a 
Biblical phrase . . . “And the Firmament showeth 
His Handiwork . . .”



There’s a special kind 
Of legendary protection 

For Williams, Arizona . . . .

B U l l t

Certainly Williams, Arizona, would not be classi
fied a ghost town. It is very much alive with more 
than 3,000 regular residents and hundreds of tour
ist visitors plying its streets daily.

But as sure as the little city stands in the shad
ows of a famous mountain, the spirit of its name
sake hovers overhead, affording a special kind of 
legendary protection. Those who live in the city 
like to think that the ghost of Old Bill Williams, 
a noted trapper and scout, watches over them from 
his lofty mountain perch, silently appraising the 
activity below.

The city of Williams derived its name and prac
tically all its legend and lore from the famous 
trapper. But a town does not become a city by 
legend alone.

Probably Williams is best known to those un
acquainted with the area as the “Gateway to the 
Grand Canyon.” The city is proud of the label, 
but does not accept that as its only claim to fame. 
The area is rich in other scenic attractions and 
is vieing for recognition as an up-and-coming win
ter sports area.

Too, Williams would like to be nationally known 
as the home of the Bill Williams Mountain Men, 
an organization made up chiefly of business men 
who have banded together for the perpetuation 
of the Bill Williams legend, the lore, and the



The Bill W illiams Mountain Men will h e Arizona’s official representatives 
to the Presidential inaugural parade in January,
com plete with pack  mules, beards, muskets, buckskin clothing and all.

memory of early mountain men who played such 
important roles in the history of the town.

That history is somewhat unique in the annals 
of western towns. Fortunately, the city through 
the years has seemed to possess an innate ability 
to shrug off impending disaster by countering with 
a new industry that would leave it better off than 
before. Initially built as a rail center, Williams 
was threatened with complete collapse when the 
rail division point was moved in 1883. But the 
slump was quickly dissipated by an expanding 
livestock industry. Later, when drought threatened 
the livestock trade, the start of large scale lumber
ing operations again diverted economic disaster.

The next half century found that industry thriv
ing and Williams firmly established as a lumber 
town. Railroading and ranching also regained 
much of their importance to the town. But the 
timber supply eventually reached the point of 
exhaustion and dwindled into minor economic 
importance.

Once again, impending disaster was averted by 
the advent of tourist trade. The city had made 
its bid for this trade as early as 1899 by subsidiz

ing the Santa Fe and Grand Canyon Railroad. 
Then in the early 1930s, Highway 66 was opened 
along with a new access road to the Grand Canyon 
from a point just east of Williams. Slow at first, 
the tourist trade soon became big business for 
the city.

A few instances stand out to attest to the in
domitable spirit of some of the city’s forefathers. 
Undaunted by a proclamation that their original 
incorporation in 1895 was illegally contrived, some 
continued to strive for organized government. 
Others persisted in their claims there was no need 
for organization. Ironically, it was a catastrophe 
that jolted the die-hards from their complacency 
and welded the populace into a united group.

Recorded history of the Williams territory goes 
back to the Spanish expeditions of the early 1500s, 
but little is known about any settlers there before 
the first decade of the nineteeth century. Among 
the first Anglos to enter the territory was a number 
of trappers, or “mountain men” as they came to 
be called. The most noted among them was 
William Sherley Williams, later to be known gen
erally as Old Bill Williams.



Facts are somewhat cloudy concerning the life 
of the man who was to become a legend around 
the city and mountain that were to bear his name. 
However, it has been established that he was bom 
in North Carolina on January 3, 1787, and met his 
death at the hands of the Ute Indians in 1849.

Bill Williams was believed a part of a trapping 
party that entered the northern Arizona territory 
in 1826, eventually opening the way for future 
settlers. It was his activities as a “mountain man” 
that brought about the ghost legend and led H. M. 
Chittenden to write in his classic “The American 
Fur Trade of the Far West,”

“Little is known o f W illiams’ trapping ac
tivities in the southwest. H e flits in and out 
o f the old  narratives as mysteriously as a 
ghost.”

His antics and his cunning were also recorded 
by George F. Ruxton in a book entitled “Life in 
the Far West.” In it, Ruxton wrote:

“Acquainted with every inch o f the Far 
W est, and with all the Indian tribes who 
inhabited it, h e never fa iled  to outwit his Red  
enem ies, and generally m ade his appearance  
at the rendezvous, from  his solitary expedi
tions, with galore o f beaver, when numerous 
bands o f trappers dropped  in on foot, having 
been  despoiled  o f their packs and animals by 
the very Indians through the midst o f ivhom  
Old Williams had contrived to pass unseen 
and unmolested. On occasions w hen he had  
been  in com pany with others, and attacked  
by Indians, Bill invariably fought manfully, 
and with all the coolness that perfect indiffer
ence to death or danger could give, but always 
‘on his own hook.’ His rifle cracked  away  
merrily, and never spoke in vain; and in a

Williams’ new city-county building, constructed only 
recently, is evidence of continued growth of the city.

charge — if ever it cam e to that — his keen- 
ed g ed  butcher-knife tickled  the fleece  o f many 
a B lackfoot. But, at the sam e time, if h e saw 
that discretion was the better part o f valor, 
and affairs w ore so cloudy an aspect as to 
render retreat advisable, h e w oidd first express 
his opinion in curt terms, and decisively, and, 
charging up his rifle, w ould take him self off 
and ‘cache’ so effectively that to search for  
him was utterly useless.”

So was the nature of the name-sake of Wil
liams, Arizona. But other personalities featured 
into the growth and settlement of the town, too.

Sam Ball and John Vinton, a pair of prospectors 
who entered the territory about 1869, eventually 
sold their joint holdings to C. T. Rogers. Rogers 
proceeded to build the first permanent residence 
in the Bill Williams Mountain country in 1878, the 
property becoming known as Rogers Ranch.

It was on this site that the first Williams Post 
Office was built on June 14, 1881, deriving its name 
from the already famous Bill Williams Mountain. 
Rogers was named first postmaster.

The new town grew rapidly and by 1895 counted 
about 600 residents. The clamour grew for organ
ized government and on October 19, 1895, the 
town was incorporated.

A question arose over the ownership of the land, 
however, and the incorporation was declared illegal 
two months later. A long period of litigation fol
lowed and with it came an increased sense of 
complacency among the residents.

Despite this attitude, the town continued to grow. 
Churches, opera houses and private business houses 
were constructed. Dramatic clubs and lodges were 
organized and a telephone exchange was installed 
in the late 1890s.

Then came the event that proved a blessing,

This new modern and attractive Williams High School 
building is one of the city’s biggest sources of pride.



Trusty m usket in hand and with furs over his shoulder,
this bew hiskered  fellow , a m em ber o f the Bill W illiams Mountain Men,
is a replica o f  the mountain m en o f early days.

though guised at the time in the garb of disaster. 
It was about 2:30 on the morning of July 2, 1901, 
that fire broke out in a general merchandise store. 
An hour later, it had spread to 36 business houses, 
two hotels, and 10 homes. Only the Grand Canyon 
Hotel, built of brick, survived the ravaging blaze.

Undaunted, the townsmen saw in the smoulder
ing ashes a need for an organized fire fighting unit. 
But an organized city government was needed 
first. Seven days later, on July 9, 1901, the town 
was again incorporated. This time it was legal.

Williams has never known a “boom and bust” 
period although the population has fluctuated with

the coming and going of various industries.
“We do not have a rapid growth here,” says 

Margaret Wright, manager of the Williams-Grand 
Canyon Chamber of Commerce, “but our growth 
is steady and sound.”

New buildings are appearing in Williams at a 
fairly steady pace. A new City-County building, 
an ultra-modem high school building, and a new 
bank building are helping to change the landscape 
of this small northern Arizona city.

But above it all looms Bill Williams Mountain, 
unchanged through the years as the legendary 
home of Old Bill’s ghost.
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Among the great artists of the frontier who 
caught the challenge and the glory of that vital 
age in enduring color, the name of Frank Reaugh 
is now rarely mentioned. But when we consider 
the wide range of action, and the vivid and almost 
infinite variety of subject matter that invited atten
tion, it is not altogether surprising that historians 
and critics have sometimes ridden laggard horses.

The modest nature of the man, expressing its 
gentle genius through hundreds upon hundreds 
of tiny, poetic studies in delicate pastel, was hardly 
calculated to compete for public attention among 
people inured to riots of action and of color in 
their ways of life. The vigor and the violence of 
a youthful frontier preoccupied them. The deep 
perspectives — the long, peaceful and gentle vistas 
of land and life that come with contemplation and 
confidence — seemed of little moment or were far 
away. But not with Frank Reaugh, first great 
painter to see the artistic possibilities of the lanky 
Longhorn steer.

Standing sturdily in the uncertain era of historic

transition from zest and vigor to vulgar sophisti
cation, Frank Reaugh, disciplined, talented and 
sure, felt the waves of a chaotic future beating 
about him, but knowing that his work was honest 
and true, was content to wait.

At last, some eighty-five years after he began 
to paint the quiet and peaceful aspects of the 
cattle range, the largest collection of his work has 
been returned to the land of bright skies and long 
vistas which he dearly loved, given by the Trustees 
of the Reaugh Estate to the finest range museum 
in existence, The Panhandle-Plains, at Canyon, 
Texas, where the sordid “modernism” that he de
tested has never been allowed to intrude.

In the old world his people were Irish, going 
by the name of Castlereaugh. But in keeping with 
the readily adaptable nature of that irrepressible 
breed, they dropped the pretentious “Castle” and 
simply called themselves Reaugh, pronounced 
“Ray.”

In America they were pioneers of Kentucky, 
from where his grandparents moved into Illinois.
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His father was a sickly boy, the youngest of a 
family of ten. In 1849, as a desperate resort against 
illness, he was allowed to join an uncle on the 
gruelling overland trip to California. After five 
years, with health recovered but no fortune gained, 
he returned by boat, by way of the Isthmus, thence 
to New York, and back home to marry the gifted 
girl of his choice.

Near Jacksonville, Illinois, on December 6, 1860, 
Frank, the only child of George Washington and 
Clarinda Spilman Reaugh, was born. In 1876 the 
little family loaded their effects into a covered 
wagon and headed south, seeing little to impress 
the youngster until they dropped down through 
the hills to historic Van Buren, and caught the 
lovely vista across the Arkansas River — to where 
the trail led on, toward Texas. It was, as Frank 
Reaugh recalled many years later, “the first land
scape view that really impressed me.”

He already had “a liking for drawing,” in which 
his mother encouraged him. When his father out- 
spanned his team and settled on a small ranch, 
between Big and Little Highpoint Creeks, near 
Terrell, Texas, he found “motifs in plenty.” Of 
course there were no mountains, but, he said, 
“there was illimitable distance, and there were 
skies that were beautiful, grand or awe-inspiring 
as the case might be,” while “all around was open 
range; wild, and free.”

He had never seen an original painting. But 
he studied “carefully and with avidity engravings 
and photo reproductions of good work” — of Corot, 
Bonheur, Potter, and Turner, “and steel engravings 
of Scottish scenery by T. Allom and McCullough.” 
Thus all his “pictorial visions,” as he put it, “were 
in black and white,” and all the work he did dur
ing this period was the same — in monochrome.

Longhorns were still being driven to the north 
for fattening, and Frank Reaugh “had abundant 
opportunity to study their form, the working of 
their muscles, their character and habits, their 
characteristic spots and markings, and their won
derfully rich and varied color.” His “main depend
ence for close-up, detailed study” was their own 
team of oxen, old Tom and Jerry, “large, broad 
horned, muscular fellows, and very content to 
stand for measurements.”

Soon he was venturing west toward the Wichitas 
into the open lands where there were still no 
fences, and where the great herds were still swing
ing by, up the Chisholm and Western Trails to 
the cowtowns of Kansas. Like all venturesome 
men who love healthy life and vivid color, he was 
fascinated by what he saw.

Out of this experience, in later years, came his 
great sequence called “Twenty-Four Hours With 
the Herd” which was eventually placed in the 
Barker History Center at the University of Texas.

He scorned to waste paint upon the high-

blooded, pampered breeds, finding them “sadly 
lacking from the viewpoint of art and intellect.” 
While he loved all animals with a gentle passion, 
he found “the Longhorn to be the noblest and the 
most beautiful of all.”

As a young man he taught school for two 
months and, always frugal, invested his entire 
earnings, twenty-six dollars, in art materials. He 
worked and saved until he had enough money, 
with some local backing to take him to the School 
of Fine Arts in St. Louis. There, during the winter 
of 1884-1885, he had his first academic training. 
Back in Terrell, the ladies of the community 
organized the Frank Reaugh Art Study Club, and 
he began to exert that immense influence which 
he was to exercise upon three generations of culti
vated Texans.

Again he turned to the fascinating world of the 
Texas range and trail about him and applied him
self to catching its subtle, evanescent moods, its 
colorful vistas, its warm, bright lights and its long, 
cool shadows. He found what he saw to be infi
nitely lovely, and it never occurred to his clean 
healthy nature that it should be, or that it could 
be, painted in any other way.

The excitement, the violence, the furious action 
and the danger could be left to Russell, Remington 
and others who followed his discovery of the artis
tic promise of the Longhorn. For his was of a 
quiet, gentler nature whence came, in the seclu
sion of the little ranch, his “fondness for painting 
Texas cattle in their natural wildness, subjects free 
from any influence or suggestion of man.”

Such studies as his mighty Longhorn bulls limned 
in the early morning light, his cattle grazing into 
the wind, resting in the shade, and dozing in the 
sun seemed chance suggestions of contentment — 
little gems of composition and of color to prove 
that even Texas had scattered vestiges of beauty 
and of peace which no one then thought it repre
hensible to paint. After years of rigorous study 
and routine, his great opportunity came at twenty- 
eight.

When the steamship Waesland, of the Red Star 
Line, sailed out of New York to Antwerp, Novem
ber 3, 1888, Mr. Frank Reaugh was among its 
cabin passengers. He spent the winter studying 
at the Julian School in Paris, saw its world fair 
of 1889 and feasted his eyes and soul on its great 
collections of art. In the pastel room of the Louvre 
among the work of the court painters, especially 
La Tour ( “perhaps the greatest master who worked 
exclusively in pastel”), he realized the possibilities 
of this medium — “as fresh and bright, apparently, 
as on the day it was done” a century and a half 
before.

Of all the work he saw, that of the Dutch land
scape artist, Anton Mauve, who excelled in paint
ing the hazy atmosphere above Holland’s peaceful
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A GALLERY OF W ESTERN  ART

Reaugh was a noted lover of the Longhorn and often 
featured them in his art. One of his most noted 
works was a sequence of pastels depicting “Twentij- 
four Hours With the Herd." Reproductions of two 
of these are shown above and below. At right is an
other of his paintings which won a first place award 
at the Chicago World’s Fair in the early 1900s.
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A stampeding herd, frightened by an early evening thun
derstorm, inspired this piece of work from Reaugh’s brush.

meadows, influenced him most. In the spring of 
1889, he went to study Mauve’s work in the mu
seums in The Hague — work distinguished by deli
cate harmony of grays, greens, and blues.

He returned to the States in the summer of 
1889 and set off on another trip into the cattle 
country of West Texas — that harsh land with its 
distant views softened by its own opalescent haze. 
Periodically thereafter, he made his pilgrimages 
into the great range that stretched from the Cross 
Timbers to the caprock of the Staked Plains.

His work, shown frequently at the Chicago Art 
Institute and National Academies, and with dis
tinction in the World’s Fairs of 1893 and 1903 in 
St. Louis and Chicago, brought him national re
nown. But he would never consider leaving the 
land of the Longhorn — though the Longhorn 
disappeared.

In 1890 he moved to Dallas where he continued 
not only to teach but to extend his inquisitive 
interest and rare abilities into other fields. His 
exceptional mother bestowed upon him her taste 
and talent in art, as well as a love of the earth 
and the shining stars, of music and of literature. 
He kept a grand piano in his studio but was more 
accomplished with his stringed instruments, sang 
a rich baritone, read widely of the best poetry, 
and found regular solace in his well-worn Bible.

His simplicity and frugality became traditional. 
In the Oak Cliff section he built his quarters and 
studio of sheet metal, which his friends called 
“Old Ironsides.” When city expansion took it, he

TO FRANK REAUGH — MASTER PAINTER
You taught me how to sense aright 
The symphony of shade and light:
To read the score, with practiced eye,
Of branches traced against the sky.

To find the sweep of cadenced line 
In wind blown clouds, a rhythm fine;
To.catch the beat and accent true,
Of warmest tone and subtle hue.

And, lest I miss the grace notes rare,
You bade me seek them every where;
In beetle’s wing, in milkweed bloom,
In graceful flame of Texas Plume.

With patient calm and art sublime 
You struck each chord, until in time 
I  grasped the whole, with heart that sings — 
The miracle of simple things.

From a grateful pupil
Tom Freeman

built another to his liking which he called El Sibil
— “The Vault,” so named from the storage vault 
for his pictures that he built beneath it. Here he 
continued his teaching, painting and mechanical 
researches as he grew old with dignity and grace
— undisturbed by the cultural world that seemed 
to be losing its bearings about him.

His mechanical interests and endowment came 
from his father, a cabinet-maker by trade. Frank 
Reaugh, enlarging on the parental talent, framed 
his own pictures, patented a handy “lap easel” for 
outdoor sketching, invented a complicated pump, 
and exercised his peculiar genius in many ways.

But his studio and his life was the bright world 
of Spanish cattle, with all its evanescent moods 
and colors, where daily this deeply religious man
saw

“The H eavens declare the glory o f God  
And the firmament show eth His handiwork —”

When the commercial paint makers failed to 
meet his exacting standards in pastel, again he 
drew on the wisdom of the old masters, com
pounded his own colors and molded his own 
crayons — hexagonal in form to make them easier 
to hold and less apt to roll around. Thus he was 
a thoroughly practical man where the practical 
has its place, but, like all the truly great, he never 
allowed the practical to trespass upon the spiritual, 
or supersede the rule of principle.

He was not only an accomplished painter, but 
a teacher and a philosopher, gathering about him 
scores of students who went on to accomplishment



Reaugh posed  for this bust by Gladys Lew is Bush in 1939.

in the professions and business as well as in art. 
To his delight, two of these (Edward G. Eisenlohr 
and Reveau Bassett — that marvelous American and 
great painter of ducks against the glorious Texas 
skies that Frank Reaugh loved) were soon honored 
by admission to the National Academy.

At those infrequent times when he decided to 
set his thoughts down, he wrote well — a brief 
autobiography, explanations of his work, his reason 
for teaching art, and the history and advantages 
of his favorite medium, pastel.

Besides its permanence, he had found that “no 
other medium can so truthfully give the freshness 
and bloom of childhood complexion, or the feeling 
of air or landscape.”

It was the out-of-doors, “the feeling” of air and 
landscape, that Reaugh wanted. His subtle but 
powerful touch with landscapes and with students 
annually turned into Western adventures, and dedi
cated youngsters swarmed about him, tasting his 
love of nature, inspired by his wholesome philoso
phy and his impeccable integrity.

“Art should be taught with the view of training 
both the vision and the mind, and especially the 
mind,” he wrote. “No faculty is more used or 
more capable of development than the sense of 
sight — the practice of art renders it more accurate 
and enduring. No intellectual attainment is more 
valuable than the power of judging the fitness of 
things as to form, color and proportion. This 
power is the essential of art. Mere manual dex
terity follows as an incident.”

He was a modest, conservative man who never 
let the pressures of conformity bend or mar his 
individualistic nature and ways. Careful in busi
ness, he lived in simple if not Spartan style, pre
ferring to keep his paintings than to sell them — 
though he came to sell some to handsome advan
tage. He slept on a hard bed of boards, and firmly

believing that a man should stretch himself like 
a steer, upon getting up, swung two saddle stirrups 
from his bedroom ceiling at the proper height 
from which to stretch upon rising. He dared to 
be a rugged individualist, when, among the freaks 
in his field, individualism was deemed dangerous 
or peculiar.

Though admitting the attraction of women, he 
was wedded only to his art, and never married. 
He found no time for divided interests, philosophi
cally observing:

“No man can serve two masters, and do justice 
to either. The world needs her children of genius, 
needs them entirely! Fame exacts an undivided 
allegiance from those she favors.”

He died in Dallas, May 6, 1945, after having 
provided for the disposal of his vast collection 
through trustees made up of former students and 
friends. This collection, “dealing with one short 
period in the history of one country,” as he put it, 
but that “one short period and one country” fasci
nating “the world as no other period and no other 
country has,” warranted special provision and care.

In keeping with his high regard for “the fitness 
of things,” he wanted it to go into some South
western museum for the delectation of the clean 
young men and women of America, untouched by 
perversion of taste and morals. It is worth a 
Western pilgrimage into the land that Frank 
Reaugh loved for them to see.

His students were really his children, and he 
took pride in the fact that his life and work would 
continue through them. Their respect and rever
ence are always evident whenever they speak of 
“Mister Reaugh” — always “Mister Reaugh,” — and, 
whenever they think of him, their eyes shine in 
appreciation as their minds paint little pictures of 
character and of color in the bright pastels of 
memory.
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FLAGSTAFF
S C E N E R Y , R A IL R O A D S  

A N D  P O N D E R O S A  P IN E  
B U IL T  T H R IV IN G  C IT Y

Silhouetted against the evening sky, 
a lonely Navajo scans the bleak 

beauty oj the Navajo Reservation 
in northern Arizona.

If Flagstaff, Arizona, were to name one factor 
that has attributed most to its existence, it would 
probably be pinus ponderosa  — Ponderosa Pine. 
The northern Arizona city owes its origin, its re
construction, and much of its livelihood to this 
commodity. It even owes its name to the tall, 
stately tree.

Flagstaff’s origin goes back — as the start of so 
many Western towns do — to the westward advent 
of the railroad. In 1880, the Atlantic and Pacific 
Railroad (later to become the Santa F e ), chose 
to build a line through the site now occupied by 
the city of Flagstaff. Workmen chose the location 
for their camp and began to erect tent dwellings.

From this meager construction project evolved 
a modem and thriving city of nearly 30,000 per
sons, the seat of government for the nation’s third 
largest county, and the center of a tourist’s para
dise. The city has also become the home of two 
astronomical institutions — Lowell Observatory and 
the Naval Observatory — affording star-gazers a 
more unobstructed view of the heavens through 
its cool, clear mountain air.

Though the true origin of the city’s name is 
somewhat cloudy, one story has been related that 
appears to be authentic. It has been accepted as 
fact by a large number of historians and appears 
to be the most popular explanation offered today. 
The story goes that a group of surveyors chose to

Glen Canyon Bridge spans the Colorado 700 feet above the 
site of a dam to cost about $450 million. The dam is to be 
completed in 1964. It is 135 miles north of Flagstaff, Ariz.
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Flagstaff also boasts a winter sports attraction — 
the Snow Bowl — in the San Francisco peaks

north of the city. 
Lowell Astronomical Observatory, below 

is world famous for its discovery 
of the planet Pluto.

celebrate the 100th anniversary of American inde
pendence. On July 4, 1876, the party allegedly 
stripped a tall Ponderosa Pine of its branches and 
fastened an American flag to the uppermost reach.

The flagstaff, so the story goes, served as a land
mark for California-bound pioneers and provided 
a name for the new settlement at that site.

Two years after the railroad crews pitched their 
tent city, the A&P Railroad came through. The 
young city was thriving by that time and some 
settlers (possibly to get away from the riotous 
living so often associated with such a settlement) 
had moved about half a mile away to build their 
homes and their businesses — using Ponderosa Pine. 
The original site became known as Old Town.

The first of several destructive fires that were 
to plague the new settlement struck Old Town in 
1884. The bumed-out residents moved to the new 
part of town and, with plenty of timber available, 
rebuilt their businesses.

The second major blaze to hit the town came 
on February 15, 1886, engulfing and destroying 
the entire business district in two hours. Again 
the settlers fell back on their supply of pinus 
ponderosa  for reconstruction. Within a year more 
than 60 new buildings had been constructed.

The nation’s largest stand of virgin timber had 
made it all possible. Without it, the town might 
never have revived.

In 1891, Flagstaff became the county seat of 
newly-formed Coconino County — the nation’s third 
largest with 18,573 square miles. Three years later 
Flagstaff became an incorporated city.

Since the early days of the city’s existence, live
stock and lumber have been bulwarks of its econ
omy. Vast herds of sheep and cattle roamed the
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rangelands and great ranching spreads were de
veloped. Several of these famous ranches are still 
thriving although many others have passed from 
the picture.

Lumbering, while not conducted on the gigantic 
scale it once enjoyed, is, nonetheless, still impor
tant in the area’s economy. Judicial cutting of the 
timber has resulted in a continued supply for the 
area’s many mills. It is estimated that more than 
500 people gain their livelihood today from the 
lumber business in Flagstaff.

Important as livestock and timber have been to 
the city’s economy, equal credit for the growth 
and prosperity must be given to the nature- 
endowed scenic attractions that abound in and 
around the city. Tourists contribute heavily to the 
city till, spending roughly $50,000 a day while 
visiting such famous sight-seeing spots as the Grand 
Canyon, less than 100 miles to the North; the 
Petrified Forest and the Painted Desert to the 
East; and Indian ruins in nearly any direction. 
To the South is Oak Creek Canyon with its famous 
Chapel of the Holy Cross and brilliant rock for
mations; to the Northeast is Sunset Crater, a 1000- 
feet-high mountain of volcanic ash.

Great expanses of land in the area have been 
set aside as reservations for the Navajo and Hopi 
Indians. Popular spots on tourists’ agendas are 
scenic wonders located on these lands — Monument 
Valley, Rainbow Bridge, the Vermillion Cliffs, 
Canyon de Chelly. Spectacular Wupatki cliff 
dwellings 600 to 700 years old still stand in Walnut 
Canyon.

Attractions in Flagstaff that visiting tourists won’t 
want to miss include the Lowell and Naval Observ
atories and the Museum of Northern Arizona. 
The Lowell Observatory was built in 1894 on Mars 
Hill at the western edge of the city. Percival 
Lowell of the noted New England family, selected 
the spot and endowed the institution with his 
family fortune.

It was from this observatory that the planet 
Pluto was discovered in 1930.

Still another important Flagstaff institution is 
Arizona State College, founded in 1899 and known 
until 1925 as Northern Arizona State Normal 
School. A beautiful 160-acre campus is home for 
nearly 3,000 students a year.

With an already firmly established economy of 
livestock, lumber and tourists, Flagstaff appears 
to be in for even greater growth with the step-up 
in construction on Glen Canyon Dam 135 miles 
to the north. Being built at an estimated cost of 
$450 million, the project, when completed in 1964, 
will add noticeably to Flagstaff’s future in in
creased tourist trade and in the development of 
new industry.

Like the Ponderosa Pine that surrounds it, every
thing seems to be looking up in Flagstaff.
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Frank Reaugh, Southwest artist, loved the 
Longhorn and spent much of his life pre
serving the rugged beauty of that lanky 
bovine for posterity. He also loved the 
beauty of landscapes and often captured 
their brilliance in delicate pastels. From 
young man to white-haired octogenarian, he 
devoutly pursued his work of studying, 
teaching and applying his own inimitable 
style of art that created hundreds of minia
ture and poetic studies of beauty.
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Your boat motor takes a lot of

punishment . . .  it needs top protection! That's w h y  Shamrock now  offers 

a special new M otorboat  M otor  Oil that’s solvent-refined from 

1 0 0 %  pure paraffin base  crude oils. This new  oil has high heat resistance and  low  

carbon content. Its protective, pow er-boosting qualities are equally  effective 

in outboard or inboard motors. A n d  it’s a lso  recommended  

for use in all air-cooled engines such a s  lawn mowers, motor scooters,

power saws, portable light plants and  light pum ping  equipment.

A sk  your Shamrock Dealer for new Shamrock M otorboat Motor Oil.


