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Max Evans (ME): 

If I go to New York with the—all you have to go through there—you’ve got to have time, to go 

through New York. 

 

Bill Tydeman (BT): 

To do over—promo work—yeah. 

 

ME: 

Yeah. And it’s worth it, because if you make a hit, it’s huge. If you make a hit here, it’s just 

modest—if you make one, like a University Press, or something. But I’ll probably just go with 

one of the presses here. They’ve already called me—that lady that’s typing told them about it—

The Rio Grande Press— 

 

BT: 

UNM1, maybe? 

 

ME: 

Well, they can do a book—they got their own printing set up— 

 

Andy Wilkinson (AW): 

Oh, they do? 

 

ME: 

They can do a book in four months. 

 

BT: 

Is that right? 

 

ME: 

And I mean, they do beautiful books. But when they’re gone, that press is gone with them—the 

two people.  

 

BT: 

So, this is Rio Grande you’re talking about, or—? 

 

ME: 

Rio Grande Press. So, I probably will—UNM called me—they did print a beautiful book on the 

Peckinpah book, they really pulled it out on that—and it’s done pretty good, but it was really 

                                                           
1 University of New Mexico.  
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gone, if I could have gone out with it—I couldn’t—can’t go. I’m going to get to Lubbock—be 

the biggest trip I ever take in this lifetime. 

 

AW: 

We’re going to see you in a month, just about. 

 

ME: 

Yeah, just a month. And we’re planning that, and we’re really looking forward to it. 

 

AW: 

Luther’s2 going to come, too. 

 

BT: 

Who? 

 

AW: 

Luther—to Lubbock—yeah, to the Western Writers3.  

 

ME: 

He’s going to shepherd us down there, and I’ll get my—I’ve already got my oxygen rented, so I 

can—ahead, so I don’t have to worry about that—one you can pack with you. The one’s they 

give you at the VA—they’re so heavy to carry—they’re little bottles, but they’re awkward and 

heavy to carry. So we’re—we’ve already got one rented, it’s got a little—just a little box, and I 

can get by with that, and then—so we’re really looking forward to coming down there, and I 

think everybody is. I think they are. Did you talk to Candy4? 

 

AW: 

Uh-huh, yeah. We’re all—everybody’s excited, and got the—I think they’ve got your room taken 

care of—got all that set—the only complaint I hear is that you’re not getting there early enough. 

 

ME: 

Yeah. I couldn’t hold out that many days. You know, the trouble of it is, when I used to go to 

that outfit, I had an old Indian buddy, writer—one of my best friends in my life—ol’ Robert 

Conley—he was a—he is the greatest of the Cherokee historians—and we closed that thing out 

for twenty-four or –five years. We were the last ones standing for that long, and we really had 

fun. And they had one here in my honor here, three or four years ago, and everybody expected 

                                                           
2 Luther Wilson, former director of University of New Mexico Press.  
3 Western Writers of America Convention 2015, in Lubbock.  
4 Candy Moulton, Executive Director of WWA.  
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me, you know, to just do the same thing. And Pat and I were gone by sundown, you know, 

they’re, “What the hell happened?” They don’t understand. I can’t… 

 

AW: 

Yeah, I think I met you for the first time at Western Writers here, in Albuquerque—it was a long 

time ago.  

 

ME: 

Yeah. 

 

AW: 

And I think you were holding your own then, if I remember— 

 

ME: 

Pardon? 

 

AW: 

I think you were holding your own then. 

 

ME: 

(Laughing) Yeah. It’s a—it was sure fun. Ol’ Robert, he passed away last year. He brought me a 

pair—they give “Spur Awards,” you know, but he brought me two spurs that they had had made 

up, and I don’t know what the name of that award is, so I can’t tell anybody about it, but they 

were really beautiful spurs—all engraved and everything.  

 

No, we’re really looking forward to Lubbock—especially since Candy’s been down there. She is 

just as good as they come.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, she is, I’ve known her for a long time, and I really think a lot of her—she’s terrific. 

 

BT: 

Who’s this? 

 

AW: 

Candy Moulton.  

 

ME: 

I believe she’s—Andy, I honest-to-God believe that Candy has contributed more to old western 
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things—the whole western scene, together the last quarter of a century than anybody else in 

America.  

 

AW: 

And she always does it without fanfare, always in the background— 

 

ME: 

Smooth. 

 

AW: 

Yep.  

 

ME: 

People really respect her—that’s the whole point. She can do it without a bunch of bull, you 

know.  

 

AW: 

Uh-huh, and she is a hard worker.  

 

ME: 

Oh, boy. She’s a good historian.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, she’s terrific. I really enjoy getting to see her—I would like to get to see her at some 

opportunity when we really have time to visit—it’s always at one of these things, where you’re 

torn, you know, your time is so short with any one person.  

 

ME: 

Yeah, it’s—I never did get to go up and see Candy on their little ranch, I always wanted—you 

ever been up there? 

 

AW: 

No, I haven’t, and I’m like you, I’d like to.  

 

ME: 

Ol’ Jim Harris is going up that way, and he said he’s going to try to stop by and see her. He’s 

going up there next month, I think.  
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AW: 

Well, you know, you can be near her place and still not be anywhere close to it—you know what 

I mean? That part of Wyoming—there’s a lot of territory out there to cover. 

 

ME: 

Boy, there is. Okay, you want to do another segment? 

 

AW: 

Yeah, unless you think of something different. One of the things—it’s such a picking and 

choosing when we’re doing an interview with you, because you‘ve written so much about so 

much of this, and I don’t want to have to rehash all that—there’s no point in it—but it occurred 

to me, you know, as often as I’ve heard you talk about Sam Peckinpah, there’s a lot in your 

relationship that I think is a really deep connection that’s a lot more than just a writer and a 

filmmaker and two guys that like to get along. But is there something in that last work—or any 

of the things you’ve done about Peckinpah—that you really haven’t had a chance to dig into? 

And I’m thinking maybe more like, the butterfly, you know, a little bit something more—you 

know, in one sense, when I listen to you talk about you and Pat and the girls, and Sam and his 

life, and I listened to you in some of our earlier talks, you describe the—it was almost like a 

suburban backyard barbeque weekend friendship in some ways, but it’s Sam Peckinpah, and it’s 

Lee Marvin, and it’s all these other people. There’s got to be some connection between the two 

of you that’s really profound—is that something that’s worth talking about? 

 

ME: 

Yeah, I’m sure it is. As I’ve said before, in writing, in this last book that I dictated—if I’d been 

writing that myself, I know I’d have got into deeper things and had a lot more humor in that 

book, but it’s the best I could do—dictating it, and I—that’s not my way of doing things, 

writing—but, mentioned before about, we had a common background of our grandfathers, who 

we both deeply admired—being ranchers and judges, you know. His grandfather and his father 

and his brother were all superior court judges up in Fresno—and I forget what district. And he 

became a filmmaker. There’s my family—they’re ranchers way back, and then when they had 

that great blizzard and everything, they all went into other worlds—business worlds, the Evans 

boys—a couple of them stayed cowboys, and I did halfway. But we had that part of our life in 

common, that we could feed on with one another with. But I think that the thing that I touched on 

in the book, that maybe I should’ve leveled—just like I did with you guys about the butterfly—

we had a deep spiritual connection. We had the same belief and some of the same spiritual 

experiences—in fact, I wrote in there very briefly—or dictated—about a crazy incident that I 

thought would be so crazy that maybe they wouldn’t believe it, and they’d write about it and say 

things bad about it, so—nobody even mentioned it—but you know, we’re going in a sports car, 

which I hate, I called them—a lot of my friends there, in the movie business, drove those—I 

called them “scoot-ass” cars—I’d tell them, “I’m ashamed to be seen with you,” and I meant it—
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just scoot-ass car, I actually did. I thought we’d sort of have a regular car—a real car. But 

anyway, we’re whipping into town, all cold sober—I was going in with the meeting, him and the 

studio—and he just wanted me along. And the phone rang—and that car, there’s no phone in the 

car—it rang twice, real loud. And another car came instantly, just right after the phone, and came 

right straight at us. He had no time to swerve—nothing—and in my head, “Okay, I’ll be in the 

next world, wherever it is,” and he—and I found out later—that’s the way he’d accepted it—

we’d accepted it. That car went right through us—nothing—we just kept going. So through the 

years, that started a deep relationship—that alone—because through the scattered years, if I was 

in town, or—sometimes I’d be staying with him, and he’d have a meeting in town for lunch—all 

those Hollywood people in those days made deals over martini lunches. That was just it, 

wherever you were—whatever restaurant, you had lunch, had martinis, and made your deals. But 

when he was on a deal, meeting producers or whatever to talk a deal, he wanted me to go along 

sometimes, and at first I couldn’t figure why, and then I finally figured it out, but I caught on 

pretty quick when he wanted me to break the meeting up, and he’d decided “No deal.” Well he—

I was to say, “Hey, Sam, you haven’t made that phone call,” you know, both of us remembering 

the car, and that broke up the deal. So that was sort of my job, and then he had in his head— 

 

AW: 

How did you know when to do that? 

 

ME: 

I don’t know how, but I did—and it’s just things that you do, that you don’t know how you do 

them—that was one of them. But he probably gave me a signal that I wasn’t just obviously aware 

of—I’d been around him so many ways. Also, he had—I was a lot heavier and bigger than I am 

now, and I and my face all busted in, and he liked for me to sit around and act like I was going to 

fight people, you know. (Laughing) They didn’t know whether I could or I couldn’t—nor did I—

but I knew what we were doing. So that was one of my great acting jobs. 

 

BT: 

Max the Bouncer. (laughing)  

 

AW: 

So I guess Peckinpah really was a good director, huh? (laughing)  

 

ME: 

It worked, you have those kind of friendships, it’s special.  

 

AW: 

I suspect, though, that even beyond the friendship part—there was something about your 
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recognition of the genius he had, and his recognition of your genius that was at work, too—and 

you’ve talked about him being a genius. 

 

ME: 

Yes.  

 

AW: 

Can you flesh that out a little bit for me? Getting to watch him work—give me some idea about 

that—about—because you’re not a guy that’s easily impressed, I don’t think. You’ve been 

through too much stuff, as you said, and yet here’s a guy that really impressed you with the way 

that he worked. 

 

ME: 

Yeah. One thing comes to my mind—it’d probably be a lot more if I just sit around and think 

about it, but one thing initially comes to my mind, and it‘s a sort of an answer to your question. 

When he was shooting Ballad of Cable Hogue—and Stella Stevens really hadn’t had a good 

movie part in a long time—and he took a terrible risk with her. And it worked, he’s great—finest 

thing she ever did in her entire life. But Jason [Robards]—he knew him—they’d both been 

drunks together; he knew that Jason could really act, and had faith in him—but the bathtub 

scene, where he was—she had her rump up there—her nude rump—and he’s bathing her—this 

beautiful song is singing—is playing over that—and Richard Gillis, a bartender, wrote it. It never 

did get recognized. They made a record out of it, and it never did go, just like the movie—which 

now goes everywhere, it never quits running in Europe. And she just couldn’t pull it off. She 

didn’t want to be there, shining her butt that bathtub, and Sam had been going crazy for so long, 

the whole set was insane in a lot of people’s mind, and right in the middle of all this, he was just 

calculating as hell, because he just says, “Shut it down. Shut it all down, everybody take a 

smoke, visit, do whatever you want to.” So he called Stella over there, and set her down by him, 

and he told his guy—I forget what you call those guys—associate producer—to get him a 

Heineken beer, because that was what Sam drank, but they didn’t drink on the set, but he had one 

there—he had a little box, there. Why, okay, here he was, I guess, he had her—he sat there and 

visited with her—she started crying. She said, “I’m going to ruin your picture, I just can’t do 

that. I just can’t bring it off.” And he sat there, instead of this mean guy, who’s firing everybody, 

he sat there and just softly talked—he had a very soft voice, anyway—he softly talked to her, and 

had her drink that—nearly that whole bottle of Heineken beer, and he reached around and patted 

her on the back of the head and said “Now, honey, you’re going to do the greatest part that’s ever 

been on film,” and I just happened to be sitting there, you know, watching all this, and she did 

get up and really pull it off, you know, just a beautiful scene—unforgettable to lots of people. I 

had lots of people talk about that picture—that would be the first thing they talk about.  
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AW: 

Yeah, well it’s hard to ignore that with Stella Stevens, I’ve got to say. (Laughing) 

 

ME: 

So that was just a moment of absolutely, pure genius. He didn’t lecture her, he just visited with 

her, and calmed her down—just saw to it that she drank all—a little more of that beer, and just 

patted her on the back of the head, just about like that. There wasn’t anybody there—or anybody 

I knew—that could’ve pulled that off with her under the conditions, it did actually take genius. 

And when you call him a genius, it’s mostly unseen—you’d have to be able to penetrate into a 

scene like this with your own mind and your own spirit to see what he—how he would do these 

things. Strother Martin5—there was a lady that—three people writing books on that character 

actor right now.  

 

AW: 

Really? 

 

ME: 

Yeah. I don’t know whether they’ll ever be published, but they’re writing them. I believe that ol’ 

girl in Arizona—can’t think of her name—she really has got the material. She called me and got 

some stuff off of me—a story off of me about Strother. She—it’s amazing how many people still 

think—admire him. He could get a performance out of Strother Martin that’s—it was almost 

inconceivable, just—it’d be a little part—be big in the film—and they had a game, at first I 

thought it was the truth—but it was a game between them. Sam would wear those sunglasses that 

mirrors, you know, and he’d put those on for sure when he’d jump all over ol’—he usually 

treated actors with great gentility, but every now and then, he’d just jump all over ol’ Strother 

and tell him what an idiot—what a terrible piece of shit he’d just done, and ol’ Strother would 

just look at him back—I don’t know whether he was scared to death, or just acting again, he was 

such a fine actor—but he’d act like he was just scared to death. And then he’d do the part, and 

boy, it would be better.  

 

AW: 

Really? 

 

ME: 

Oh yeah. And I’ll give you another example. He had, on this particular picture, Pat was there and 

got to see this—they—ol’ Cable Hogue had trapped ol’ L.Q. Jones and Strother down in a 

prospect hole, there, and he’d throw rattlesnakes in on them. Well, they sew the mouth up on 

those rattlesnakes, you know, they’re real snakes, but— 

 

                                                           
5 Strother Douglas Martin, a popular American character actor. 
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AW: 

Real snakes but with their mouths sewed shut.  

 

ME: 

Well he didn’t sew their mouths up, and threw them in there, and I’m going to tell you—that ol’ 

L.Q. Jones, who’s a pretty damn calm and collected ol’ boy—he came out of that hole like he’d 

been shot out of a rocket—and so did ol’ Stother, he’s right on top of him. Ol’ Sam had thrown 

real live snakes in on them. So that’s, you know, that’s quite a bit of risk he’s taking there, too, 

you know. He could’ve been sued for enough to break the studio—just little things like that. 

Then he told—I just remembered this, because Pat was there, and enjoyed that scene so much—

and I remembered the whole scene. Now, ordinarily, I wouldn’t, but how he set it up—he told 

the cameraman, he said, “Now, when Cable’s walking around, got them hemmed up in there,” he 

said, “I want a twenty-eight” —whatever that was—“on the camera.” I remembered that, I 

believe it was twenty-eight. But anyway, he wanted it just a little bit slower, but not enough to 

make the audience know it was slow motion, just a tiny but slower, and it just worked 

beautifully. When you see the film, you see exactly how he was thinking, and how—you see 

what that little tiny thing would do. It’s just—it’s pure genius, that’s all.  

 

AW: 

I’m going to have to study that when I see the show again.  

 

ME: 

Yeah, you could say that about ol’ Sam. And then he would get scenes made that he just didn’t 

have the money to do, you know, he’d figure a way to do them. 

 

AW: 

In spite of the lack of budget, yeah. Well, until you just mentioned it, it hadn’t occurred to me 

how significant it is for a director to work with a well-known character actor, because in some 

ways, that well-known character actor is going to be the same as you’ve seen him or her in fifty 

films, right? So, how do you get something different out of them for your piece, like yeah, that’s 

really interesting.  

 

ME: 

Yeah, and he believed, thoroughly, that the stars didn’t make the picture. He believed that the 

character actors made the stars. He really believed that. And he would—he’d hire guys off the 

street, you know.  

 

AW: 

Really? 
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ME: 

Yeah, he’d just see somebody, he thought—he had a strange instinct about that—he’d gotten 

in—he wanted me to go work for this film with him because he wanted me to give him advice on 

the damn script, and not be trying to take credit, and do all that kind of stuff. He knew I’d do 

that. So I didn’t want to go—and we were meeting up at the studio—I forget—at Warner 

Brothers, I think—we were up there at his office, and we were fixing to go over and see The 

Wild Bunch, a cut of it—it wasn’t finished, but it was a cut of it—and so he said, “I want you to 

go on this picture with me,” and I said, “Sam, I don’t want to get mixed up in that. That kind of 

stuff takes away from my writing,” and he said, “No, I really need you around there.” I said, 

“No, I’m not going to go.”  And he said, “Well, but” —he’d already figured this all out—“but 

you’re going to ride on the stagecoach with Slim Pickens. He’s going to drive a stagecoach.” He 

knew I’d go, I just loved ol’ Slim. They were from the same county up there in northern New 

Mexico, Slim and Sam, yeah. And so he knew I’d go when he mentioned Slim; I mean he just 

figured things like that, you know? He didn’t know if I’d be the worst actor in the world, or 

what, he knew it’d be all right—I’d just ride the stagecoach with Slim. Yeah, and ol’ Slim 

happened to be the only actor alive that could drive a six-up team.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, that’s a big job.  

 

ME: 

Yeah, he didn’t want the stuntmen doing it; he wanted actually Slim really doing it—not to cut 

the camera away. Ol’ Slim could drive it better than that other—there was just one stuntman he 

had there that could do it. But he told me, said, “Hell, Slim can ride that thing a lot better than I 

can. That’s hard to do.”  

 

AW: 

Yeah, I’d never understood it, until somebody let me sit up there and just hold the reins. You 

have to be a strong man just to hold the reins without any animals attached to— 

 

ME: 

Yeah, and then when you have to weave them around—it’s just—yeah, I couldn’t do it at all. Ol’ 

Sam—we had ol’ L.Q. Jones and ol’ Strother and two other character actors in the stagecoach. I 

don’t know why Sam had risked his film to do this, but he did, instead of stunt-people in the—

and so they’d have these horses out on—there’s a little ol’—we’s in the desert, but way over 

there about ten, twelve miles, there’s a little—some little irrigated farms, around where they had 

some water out there in the desert—and these horses had been turned loose there for—just on 

that green grass for about two weeks. So—and he, you know, filmed this stagecoach running—

really running with those guys in it, and I’d imagine the horses ran away. They just took off and 

ran away with… that cockeyed six horses. I thought—there was a canyon right over there—and I 
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just thought we’s going in the canyon. And somehow he got those horses bent back, right up on 

that hill, there was a—and Slim had remembered this—there was a big sand pile where sand had 

just accumulated there right by that trail. And he just headed those horses just right smack into 

that sand pile. Boy, when they hit that, they really slowed down. But that cockeyed thing had 

tilted up on two wheels, and so when we got back, anyhow, we made a run back so he could film 

coming back. And you know, they cut it different ways, and those guys just jumped out and they 

said, “We’re not doing that damn thing anymore.” They wouldn’t ride in there, so he had to go 

get—what he should have done in the first place—get the stunt people.  

 

But he had a failing—ol’ Sam did—sometimes, he just wouldn’t tell you what to do. And one 

time, at the end of a scene, they cut it—cut it out of the picture. I was sitting up there on the 

stagecoach, and Slim’s down, doing something with the harness, and somebody’s supposed to 

break out of the old toilet there. And I was supposed to say something, and it wasn’t in the 

script—I don’t know how he thought I knew it—and they had the camera set up, and oh, they 

were going to a lot of work, and all these people, and I just sat there and didn’t say a damn word. 

He won’t tell me what the hell I’m supposed to do; I just let them run the camera—they ran that 

thing for ten minutes. (laughing) And he finally said—I don’t know what he thought. I still don’t 

have any idea of what he thought—I never said a—I just sat there. They had one of their greatest 

headshots that ever was.  

 

AW: 

Sounds like a Zen moment—is what it sounds like. (laughing)  

 

ME: 

He wanted me to go over to Wild Bunch real bad, and that was hard to turn down, but we stayed 

at his house instead. But you could tell Sam—that’s another thing I liked about him, is most 

directors just didn’t have the respect for writing that he did. He looked at it a different way, and 

he did every trick in the world to get me to go over to The Wild Bunch with him. And he said, 

“Well, I’ll let you get one of your old cowboy friends over there in New Mexico that you like, 

and you’ll feel comfortable and you’ll come down—give both of you parts in the film.” He was 

going to give us the parts that L.Q. and Strother played, for God’s sake, a key part of the film—

and we’d have ruined the film, and there would have been a famous film at all, one of the great 

disasters instead of The Wild Bunch. Well, all I had to say was, “No, I’m writing a book, Sam, I 

can’t do it.” Then he shut up and said, “Well, you can stay at my house, then, and write your 

book.” So that’s where we stayed and took care of his—Pat and I and the kids stayed there, and 

we had a great time. We really had a great time—right on the beach and kids loved the beach, 

and great big ol’ place and plenty of food and everything—it was just great. I wrote like hell 

there. Then he came back—he didn’t want us to leave. We thought he’d—we knew he’d—we’d 

hear—everybody was talking about the hell that was going on down there, you know, like you 

gossip anywhere. And we knew he was really driving the studio and everybody else crazy. And 
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he never said a word to me and Pat about all those problems. I never will forget a thing—I told 

about it in that book—Pat just casually mentioned that she had to go to town—before we went 

back home, she had to go to town to get the kids a Barbie doll—that they didn’t have any Barbie 

dolls in Taos, and they wanted one. The next day, he never said a word, he just got in his car and 

left—gone for two or three hours—came back with two Barbie dolls. Drove all the way 

downtown—an hour and a half drive—terrible highway into town, in Malibu, And he came 

back—who would think he’d do that, this madman? I believe that’s enough, don’t you? 

 

Pat Evans (PE): 

Okay, well here’s Andy. This is Luther. 

 

AW: 

Oh, Luther!  

 

Pause in recording 

 

ME: 

Yeah, later I got it down to the lees, then I could attack the rest of it. I just told her, I said “Well, 

I don’t have the last chapter, I don’t really know if I want one.” Then I realized I really had to 

have one. Now, I imagine I’d break it down into two short chapters when I edit it—for the final 

edit.  

 

AW: 

Now, I don’t know that Bill knows the story about this novel. Now that I got the tape recorder 

running, why don’t you tell him a little bit about— 

 

ME: 

Yeah, well, Bill, there at Taos, we moved into town in the late eighties [should be fifties]—I 

can’t remember the date—it was a street—just a road ran by our house—it was on the end of the 

street, all by itself. And it—there was a group of winos that would use that street to get up to 

their one bar that would allow them in, up by the Plaza. And so I—just writing just up there up 

above them—watch them down there, and I got curious about them. They all seemed to be, 

somehow or another, under control, and seemed to be having a good time. And the leader of 

them I had worked in—was a bulldozer driver that I had worked in the mines. Yeah, and I was 

the only one that’d hire him—nobody else would hire him because he drank on the job. But he 

built a road for me from—Taos was just Taos ski run up to Bull of the Woods Mountain. Now, 

I’d gone to the forest at that 12,800-foot mountain, and it didn’t even have a trail you could ride 

horseback—you could walk up, finally, to get up there. So I’d taken a bunch of Indians with me 

and camped up there for two or three weeks, and opened up those old mines. But I didn’t—we 

found some pretty darn good ore. And so I wanted to build a road up there, and I went to the 
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Forest Service—I knew it was on forest land—and asked them, you know, if they’d think about 

building a road, and give me an estimate, and give me a fair deal. And so they said, “Well, we’ll 

have to survey it,” which is what I was wanting them to do. So they surveyed it, and they left 

those little red tags on the—ribbons—on the survey—all the trees and bushes. So I realized I had 

a survey done, so when I went back to ask them—meet with them about building this thing, they 

asked me, they said, “The least we can do it for is eighty thousand dollars.” So I hired this ol’ 

bulldozer driver nobody else would hire, and he built that road up there for twelve thousand 

dollars. All the way up top that 12,800-foot mountain—a good ranch road. I didn’t have a 

Cadillac car, but I borrowed one and drove it up there, (laughing) just so the Forest Service 

would get to see that—I kind of liked putting them on like that. But now, nobody knows the 

story I just told you—I don’t guess there’s anybody living that knows that. Certainly everybody 

involved is dead. But that, now, is a trail, famous all over the world—a walking trail. And they 

come from all over the world during the summers up there, and fall, to walk that—it goes over 

the highest—which we did all of that—up to the highest peak—Wheeler Peak, then they come 

back down Frazier Mountain, which is now part of the ski run, now. This billionaire bought it, 

and he took that Frazier Mountain and added another ski run, but there’s that historical trail—

worldwide known and appreciated and used—that that wino built. (laughing) It might be some 

kind of strange irony to me, because—but I got to watching him, and I respected him— 

 

PE: 

Boy, you’re just so doggone quiet, I didn’t know you were here. Don’t get out of your working. 

Hi there, how are you? 

 

AW: 

How are you doing? It’s good to see you; you’re looking great. 

 

PE: 

Oh my goodness, thank you. Oh, well, really, thank you. 

 

AW: 

What kind of medicine are you taking? I need some of it. (Laughing) 

 

PE: 

Oh my gosh. Oh look. Oh. Isn’t that great? [refering to a photograph of Max’s boyhood home 

brought by AW] 

 

ME: 

It is, and you can hang it… 
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PE: 

Oh, and hang it up, oh my goodness. That is lovely. That is so pretty. I think it’s gone now, isn’t 

it? 

 

AW: 

No, we just took that photo in the—early in the spring. After Max had— 

 

PE: 

Well, when we were— 

 

AW: 

I think after you’d—when were y’all in Lubbock?  

 

ME: 

You know, I can’t remember.  

 

AW: 

March? 

 

PE: 

I—I don’t know. Anyway, when we were down there, they had been collecting all those old—it 

was a collector, you know, it wasn’t just a junkyard, Max’s junk—oh, move this, this is to keep 

the cat from getting in here. I just left everything because you’re just a bunch of cats, now.  

 

AW: 

Not only that, I am owned by a bunch of cats.  

 

PE: 

Well, Katie is—I don’t know where she is, but she has a habit of coming in here and then 

throwing up, and I don’t know what the deal is, but you know, so I just fool her. And she won’t 

touch anything if it’s covered up.  

 

AW: 

Really? 

 

PE: 

No, no—won’t have anything to do with it.  

 

AW: 

I wish ours were that well-trained. We— 
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PE: 

Well, you just look great, too, both of you. My gosh almighty, you—ol’ Texas—you’ve just been 

getting a lot of stuff to wash it all off.  

 

AW: 

Oh, man, I’ll tell you, we’ve—if we get what they’ve predicted for this week, we will have 

gotten over eighteen inches for the month of May—not for the year—for the month of May. 

 

ME: 

I’ve just never heard of it.  

 

AW: 

No, that’s a whole year’s—you know… and it’s just amazing.  

 

ME: 

Inch of rain the other day, I just saw a while ago— 

 

PE: 

We had a quarter of an inch 

 

ME: 

—down there at Lubbock and Hobbs and all through that whole country.  

 

PE: 

We had a tiny bit of hail—you’ve had quite a lot of hail. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, but it’s—you know, we haven’t had a major hail—in other words, it’s been kind of spotty. 

Now, where it’s been—where they’ve had the hail, it’s been, you know, pretty significant—golf 

ball-size—but we haven’t had, you know, like—there’ve been times in the past when you’d get a 

ten-mile-swath that’d go twenty miles, you know, of hail, just decimate everything, and we 

haven’t had any of that, nor have we really had any tornados this year. Now, I should cross my 

fingers before I say that, but up at—north of us, then over in Oklahoma, they’ve been getting just 

slammed. 

 

PE: 

Oh boy, well I’m not going to keep you, you’re busy. Anyway, I’m here if you need me—just 

holler—I’m up there messing with the computer, trying to type something. I’m retired, you 
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know, but he doesn’t know the meaning of that word. I wish somebody would explain to him 

that it is in the dictionary, it really is. Oh well. I’ll get it done. Okay, hon, I’m glad you’re here.  

 

AW: 

Lost his copy of that dictionary (Laughing). It’s good to see you.  

 

ME: 

Well, let’s see. 

 

AW: 

Max, does that trail have a name? 

 

PE: 

Want some coffee? Do you want something? Do you want something? 

 

AW: 

I’m good right now. 

 

BT: 

I’m fine, Pat, thank you.  

 

PE: 

Well, just let me know.  

 

AW: 

Okay, thanks.  

 

Does that trail have a name now? 

 

ME: 

Yeah, it has a— 

 

AW: 

What is it? 

 

ME: 

I don’t know what it is. 

 

AW: 

Okay, I’ll look it up.  
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ME: 

I can’t remember, even if I ever knew. But it’s—I’ve seen it written about, and maps of it in the 

newspapers, and—yeah, they coming from all over the world.  

 

AW: 

So the wino built it.  

 

ME: 

Yeah, yeah.  

 

BT: 

Did you have any trouble with him, Max, when he was building it? Was there any problem? 

 

ME: 

No, he kept his bottle of wine—he wasn’t—you know, a hard drinker—in his toolbox. And he 

didn’t—as far as I saw—he didn’t drink, except at lunch. And then, when he’d get ready to stop 

for the day, he really would chug it down. But he just—he handled himself as long as I was 

aware of him. He became the leader—he was absolutely the leader of these winos, and he got an 

old gray Buick—long, old, gray, worn-out Buick, and I just loved for him to—all those guys who 

tried to ride—his buddies—and they’d sometimes come down the road, and they’d break down, 

and Pat and I both would—she got to watch him, too, sometimes. They’s all out, you know, hey, 

look under the hood—they’d all look all over—nobody could do a damn thing to the car 

(laughing). I finally said—what happened was, I decided there was a hell of a story there, 

because I couldn’t understand how they could stay out of trouble, for one thing, with the law and 

all this, even though Taos was a real liberal-type town about drinking, and stuff like that in those 

days. In fact, Pat and I used to think that—we’d make a bet that ninety-five percent of the people 

in town were drunk. And we’d—nobody would call our call, so when they—so I decided to—I 

can’t remember the name of the bar, I called it in my book The Lucky Bar,” but it was on that 

highway, and it was just a half a block from the crossroads to the plaza, where all those 

crossroads [are] there. And it was just a wino bar—everybody used to call it “the wino bar.” And 

so I decided to join them, and what had happened—my first mentor, Dal Holcomb—the great 

commercial artist—before I met—ever saw Woody Crumbo, who became my final mentor-- 

well, he did book covers for—I mean, magazine covers for every major magazine. You guys 

don’t know how it was back then, and magazines were really important—everywhere you go, 

grocery store. Well, he had covers and big ads that he did drawings for, and I figured well, I 

figured he’s a rich older guy in Taos making any money, so he was a big hero in Taos. And I got 

to tell him about this, and he got fascinated, and so he told me, one day, he said, “I’ve got to go 

down to Arizona, and meet somebody,” I don’t know what it was, flying in from New York, and 

they was going to meet there—one of his associates. So, two or three days later he came back, 
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and he had this black cowboy hat—just an old, worn hat—and he said, “I bought this for you.” 

And I didn’t want to embarrass him—it was a second-hand hat, and I didn’t want to ask him how 

he got it. He finally told me, and I thought he’s the luckiest guy on Earth, but he’d seen an old 

cowboy in some bar, and he didn’t know that you weren’t supposed to mess with a cowboy’s hat, 

but he actually bought it—I don’t know how much he gave him—he bought it off his head and 

brought it back to give me. So I had to wear the damn thing, whether I liked it or not. So I 

decided to join them—I never thought about the black hat, it never entered my mind, because I 

was roping and everything else all the time, helping ranchers around their brand, and all. 

 

AW: 

And black hats are kind of a northern New Mexico thing, anyway, right? 

 

ME: 

Yeah. So the beautiful part—or the sad part, it’s according to your viewpoint—of this story is—

this part of the story—is people would see that black hat go in that wino bar, they knew who was 

under that hat, you know. I never even thought about it. It never entered my mind. I was going in 

there and join them, and writing a story. So Pat would go—it wasn’t too long, you know—Pat 

would go to the grocery store or the drug store or something, and these people would come up to 

her and just commiserate with her—how terrible they felt, how low I’d stooped (laughing)—and 

so when I got—heard about them doing that, I knew I had a book, then. So, I started writing on 

that book, and I got my characters down really good, but I don’t know why, I never finished it—I 

have no explanation this minute why. Over the years, I’d think about it, and then some other deal 

would come—I’d hire out to do a—work on a script, or another book would come in my head, or 

something—I just never did do it, and there was that rich material. It’s rich material if you can 

appreciate these kind of people. And so I decided to do it. That’s what I’ve been working on, and 

I just—late yesterday, actually, it’s a book, now. No matter what happens to it, it’s a book. 

Anybody can make a book out of it now. 

 

BT: 

So Max, you would have started the book when? When you’re building the road, and— 

 

ME: 

Back in—the actual beginning of it would be back in the early thirties—I mean the fifties, the 

early fifties, when I first met the guy that was the leader of the gang, I guess you’d call it, or 

club. 

 

AW: 

And tell Bill the title, I like this— 
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ME: 

Pardon? 

 

AW: 

Tell Bill the title of the— 

 

ME: 

Oh yeah, King of Taos.  

 

BT: 

(Laughing) I like that. 

 

AW: 

I mean that’s got “film” written all over it.  

 

ME: 

Yeah, it’s going to—you know, I have this one book that I’ve got that will sell forever, if 

nowhere but Taos, and it’ll sell there for as long as there’s a Taos in the world. So I’m really 

happy about it, and proud of it, and I had to go back and do a lot of new chapters on the 

beginning and end, and all kinds of things. It was just a real rough thing, but it’s a fascinating 

book, now, and I usually know when they are and when they’re not—this one is.  

 

BT: 

That’s terrific. 

 

AW: 

You know we were going to talk a little bit today about writing, and then talk about movies, 

because we hadn’t really gotten into that, but from a writer’s point of view, what was it—what’s 

it like to go back and revisit a book that you’ve been working on that long and is that old to you? 

 

ME: 

Well, it was a grand adventure. 

 

AW: 

Really? 

 

ME: 

Yeah, it’s just like looking for a mine, and discovering an old mine ain’t nobody seen for a 

hundred years, you know. It’s just a great adventure for me, and to see these people again and to 

have them become portraits again—it’s just a wonderful experience. I thought it’d be very 
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difficult for me, but it was actually an adventure. Yeah, and I also realized—your title—fictional 

history, or— 

 

AW: 

Historical fiction? 

 

ME: 

I’ll be darned if that ain’t what this is.  

 

AW: 

Have at it, we can do a whole series of books like that.  

 

ME: 

Yeah, because here it is—the early fifties—Long John Dunn, for instance, I was doing a 

biography on him. And he was still holding court out on the plaza every morning. He’d come 

down there and stand there—his old walking cane—and he was still running gambling wide-

open, up there in Taos. And Mabel Dodge Luhan, who is, even today, one of the most famous 

promoters of art the world’s ever known. I mean, Georgia O’Keefe, world-famous, she brought 

her to Taos—she brought all these people—Thornton Wilder—and I put a few of these people in 

the book, but not many, because I—the winos are my people. But I give just a little credit to 

these other people once in a while.  

 

But it was just a wondrous adventure, and that’s when I realized, Andy, that what you’ve written 

on your book, there, that you could take this as a fictional history, or historical fiction, either 

way—it’s your choice—that’s what this is, because here’s what happened during this period. 

The—all the old masters that had invented Taos—they were still alive, and they would kick off 

within that three years that was the period that I started this book. And the other people that 

would take over from them—Georgia O’Keefe, and all those people—were just coming in there, 

and they’d been coming in there, but they’re just now beginning to settle in there—Andrew 

Dasburg, who’s world famous now—grouchy old son of a bitch, God, he’s awful, but I don’t 

know, I kind of like him just for being so awful. But all those people—Bea Mandelman, I just 

read the other day, she lived right up the street, in fact the winos—I even went with them 

twice—there’s a vacant lot—big vacant lot there—lots in Taos weren’t just regular-sized lots, 

they can be either real tiny or real big—I went up there and had two meetings with them, and 

drank and had fun with them right up there next to Bea Mandelman and Louis Ribak, and they 

were starving modern artists that I’d never, ever believe anybody would ever even buy one 

painting, and I read the other day—they’ve been dead a long time, of course—but I read the 

other day where Bea Mandelman’s been discovered now, and one of her paintings just sold in 

Paris for hundreds of thousands of dollars. She couldn’t get fifty dollars for one of them when we 

were there. So let’s see, all this was a transition—the major transition period of Taos’ artistic 
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history was happening as I was having this song and dance with the winos. So it becomes—as 

soon as I recognized that, and reworking, redoing, or just continuing the book, I thought, “Oh, 

that’s what I read on one of your book,” it’s really a wonderful piece of little history. 

 

AW: 

Is your voice today the same as your voice was then? 

 

ME: 

To a degree, yeah. It hasn’t changed much.  

 

AW: 

To me, it sounds the same, but I wondered if it sounded the same to you, looking at this work 

from so long back. 

 

ME: 

No, it sounds the same. It just felt as natural as could be. The pictures just started jumping out at 

me, and then just things I couldn’t recall, but another beautiful thing was Patrociño Barela, who 

is, in my mind, the greatest original artist New Mexico has ever produced. And I was actually—

he was part of this group.  

 

AW: 

Of winos? 

 

ME: 

Yeah.  

 

AW: 

Really? 

 

ME: 

Oh yeah, he was a wino. I mean, it’s hard to believe, looking at those wondrous classical works 

he did, and they’re totally original, even till today. Well, he joined us in that bar a lot. He 

wouldn’t go off to Ribak’s, or trips with the car much, because he had to sell to live. And you 

know, he had me ticked off in the very beginning—I don’t show that I’m ticked off too much in 

the book, but there was a couple of people there—business people—who really got wealthy off 

of him. And they were buying his wonderful works for a dollar and a half and a pint of Tokay 

wine, which was another dollar and a half—for three dollars, is what they were—and so I didn’t 

have hardly ever any money, so I’d have money and I wouldn’t have money—we’s living day-

by-day—and if I had any, I’d give him twenty dollars for his stuff. I kept four of them, still got 
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one, that little archangel up there. Believe it or not, that cockeyed thing’s worth eight thousand 

dollars, that tiny little old carving. See that archangel right in the top, there? 

 

AW: 

Yeah. 

 

ME: 

That’s a little bitty one, too. Well I had the money saved up to do Bluefeather Fellini—I had 

money put aside for two and a half years I’d made out in Hollywood, to write Bluefeather 

Fellini, and I thought, “I can do that book in two and a half years.” Well, about three years into 

it, it wasn’t finished and I’m broke. That was—I finished it twenty-three years ago—that’d be 

twenty-eight years ago, probably. So I didn’t want to have to go hustle the streets, go to 

Hollywood, I didn’t want to leave this book, I really felt strongly about it, so I gathered up four 

Barelas, and a Sharp—Joseph Sharp, one of the founders of Taos—and a Dorothy Brett, which 

she wasn’t quite as famous then, twenty-three years ago—or that’d be, let’s see, I was halfway 

through the book—twenty-five years ago, we’ll say, quarter of a century ago—but I knew she 

was coming, so I took those treasures and went to Santa Fe. And I knew—I had to do this before 

in my life, sell treasures to keep writing—but I didn’t—not this many, and it was a hard thing for 

me to do, but I did, and that old Gerald Peters up there, he’s still there—he’s rich, rich, rich, 

now—I knew why, right when I sold—he knew—I walked through that door, and before I ever 

told him what I had out in the car, I could tell he was going to—this had happened many times to 

him before—he’d seen that door—and he just gave me enough, but I got enough out of that that I 

just—they were worth fifteen, twenty times what I got for them, but it didn’t make a damn to me, 

I thought “This is enough for me to finish that book.” It was—and the book started doing real 

good—one of my few books—books, you know, you never know when one will ever do it. You 

can have the best book in the world, and not sell a thousand copies, you never know. But that 

was a sacrifice that was well worth it. Yeah, I never regretted that. I miss the paintings every 

now and then, but I never regretted doing it.  

 

AW: 

Well, speaking of that, that books don’t necessarily make it work financially, the films have 

made a big difference, haven’t they? 

 

ME: 

Oh yes.  

 

AW: 

How did you first get into that, because that is a strange trade—it’s a strange business. How did 

you get into it? 
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ME: 

Well, I got into it by accident. You want me to start from the beginning, now, and tell you how 

it’s crazy? If I can remember it—now you’ve got to—Andy, you guys got to give me a little 

leeway here, because I just spent two years telling about—I’m kind of worn out on this movie 

business—about Peckinpah, Sam Peckinpah, that book. Okay. I went plumb broke mining and 

everything else, and I’d sold all my paintings, and so there we were, sitting down there. And 

we’d just moved from the country into town, a block and a half from the plaza, grand old 

house—they rebuilt it into a huge terrible mansion, now.  

 

AW: 

Yeah. This is the one right next to Woody. 

 

ME: 

Yeah. So there we were, though, in this grand old hundred-and-fifty-year-old wonderful 

mansion, it’d been owned by a great sheep baron. And see, Taos was grass, it wasn’t the 

sagebrush that brought all those artists there, but they ran so many hundreds of thousands of 

sheep on those land grants—Spanish land grant—they ate all the grass down to the roots and the 

sagebrush took over. People don’t even think about that.  

 

AW: 

No, I don’t—because I don’t think about that at all. So all that plain out to the west would have 

been grass, and not—wow. 

 

ME: 

Yes. They ran hundreds of thousands of sheep back there.  

 

AW: 

I’ll bet that was gorgeous.  

 

BT: 

So was Solomon Luna part of that group? 

 

ME: 

Pardon? 

 

BT: 

Solomon Luna, or was he farther south? 

 

ME: 

I think he’s farther south, yeah.  
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BT: 

Okay, Socorro, maybe— 

 

ME: 

Yeah, but anyway, one of them lived there in town, and he had such a big outfit that he—and his 

grandson, we bought the house from him—it had hand-carved doors, and oh, God, they—it was 

really a wealthy person that had done this whole house. But it was a wonderful old house, and it 

was old and kind of—we loved it—and there we are, sitting there, and we’re really flat broke. So 

I thought, “What in the hell am I going to do here now? I’m used to running the streets and 

trading, and I’m out of anything to trade—haven’t got anything to trade anybody now.” So I 

thought, “Well, what will I do if I’m going to have to half-starve here, anyway,” I’d published 

two books, just average books, little old collection of short stories, and I’d published Long John 

Dunn6, and I’d published about twenty outdoor stories and articles in magazines, but there wasn’t 

any way to make a living out of this kind of thing at all. And we had two little kids, now, so I 

thought, “Well, what do I know? I’m a young man here, what do I know?” that I could really 

write a heck of a book about, that I could really drive an honest-to-God book that nobody else 

had ever done. I thought and I thought, and all of the sudden, it came to me, about—this title just 

came to me, it was Rounders, because that’s what we used to call guys that would make the 

rounds in the town on Saturdays—the cowboys who’d come in, you called them “rounders”—

they make all the bars and all the fun joints. So I thought about that, and I said, “Hell, I really 

know that.” I started doing that when I was four years old. So I—that’s what started it—what 

started to lead me into the movie business. But I had no idea, so I did the book, and I mailed it 

out, and it came—to New York—it came right back, just two or three weeks, just the same old 

letters, that’s—they weren’t the same old letters, I didn’t know that then, but they—every editor 

told me that they didn’t—that they liked the book, but they’d never seen anything like it, had no 

idea how to ever sell it, didn’t think it’d sell, and so I was in Santa Fe—I got over—somehow 

got enough money to go over there, and so I was—it’s a pretty good place to hustle people, if 

you had to, to make a living. So I was sitting in this little old bar up there on Canyon Road, and 

really kind of an elegant old girl came in—she’s twenty or thirty years older than me—sat down 

by me. And we got to talking, just visiting, like you do, and she asked me what was I doing. 

What was I doing, you know, what was my business? And I said, “Well, I was a painter, but I’m 

out of paintings, and so I’m trying to be a writer, now.” So she said, “Well, you know, maybe 

you should be my business, I’m from New York, and work for this agency,” big agency, she 

said, “In fact, they’re the biggest and the most important agency in America now,” and after 

Maxwell Perkins died, they were the “it.” And so she said, “Give me your work,” I told her that 

the editors had turned it down, and actually wrote me about it—two or three of them—so she got 

me, she read it, and she said, “I swear to you, if you’ll do it, you can become another Jack 

London.” Well, I didn’t do it, but she was right about wanting to do that. That’s what I could 

                                                           
6 Long John Dunn of Taos: From Texas Outlaw to New Mexico Hero. 
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have done with those characters, you know, that particular life, if I’d have concentrated like he 

did. I just—so anyway, she got me this agency, Russell and Volkening, two Russian Jews that’d 

come over here with their parents, they were both born here, but they were sons of immigrants, 

formed this agency. They handled, like, Eudora Welty, Saul Bellow, the biggest names in the 

world of literature. And I’m the only guy from the West they ever had, and it’s all because of this 

old gal, Ada Rutledge.  

 

AW: 

Ada Rutledge.  

 

ME: 

Uh-huh, Ada Rutledge. And that old Henry Volkening, unlike most agencies, he wrote me a real 

nice personal letter, and I could tell he typed it out himself, ‘cause he typed just like I did—just 

mistake after mistake. So I really liked that, and he said, “Just be patient, I’ll—this is unique, 

hard to sell, but we will do it.” So I was patient, what the hell? I’m out scrambling to get eggs for 

breakfast and stuff, and he was turned down—I believe, total turndown was eleven major 

publishers, by one of the great agents in the world representing it. He had a tremendous 

reputation—worldwide reputation—Henry Volkening—and he would have a lunch, he wouldn’t 

have a martini lunch, except with the head of the firm—the editor-in-chief. And nine times out of 

ten, if he recommended a book, they did quite well with it. So he had that clout—he still couldn’t 

sell mine. Now I believe we—she’s eleven or twelve or thirteen, I just don’t know, but I’m 

almost dead certain that it was an even dozenth time that that was presented to the editor-in-chief 

of Macmillan—which, at that time, was the biggest international publisher in the world—and he 

was editor-in-chief—I can’t remember his first name, his last name was Hart, H-A-R-T, and he 

liked it, and they just printed it and didn’t even dream it’d ever sell. First edition goes for three 

hundred and fifty dollars, sometimes now, if it’s in perfect shape, but it was a cheap edition. He 

just did it to please this agent, because he was doing good business with him. But it just sold and 

sold and it became bestseller a lot of places—whole Rocky Mountain Region—Denver, and 

everywhere—in Dallas it was a bestseller. And so in those days, if the agency thought there was 

any chance of a film, they would send the earliest part of the publication out to the studios, and 

the studios had—the major studios, five or six of them—had what they called a slush table—and 

these were advance works that were going to be published—it might even be in manuscript 

form—mine was, by the way.  

 

AW: 

Really? 

 

ME: 

Yeah, and that—you put it out there, and the directors could walk by and see if they—if there’s 

something there that they liked. 
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AW: 

A slush table. 

 

ME: 

Yeah. And they’d get an advance shot at it, see, they might—well, old Burt Kennedy—a young 

writer, he had done the major works of Randolph Scott—he’d done all his very best records. 

(Phone ringing) Pat’ll get that, I guess. And he saw this—and he was really wanting to be a 

director; he directed some TV shows, and he really was looking there at MGM—he’d directed 

some TV shows for them, and had done a good job. They were looking at him—young man—

and they always watch for them, hoping they find one, so he saw this thing, it wasn’t even titled 

Rounders, it was titled The Taste of Horsehair. So he picked up The Taste of Horsehair, and took 

it home and read it, and then he called me and I told him, ”I’ve changed the title on that. It’s 

called The Rounders.” That’s the first title I had, and I just—I don’t know why I called it Taste of 

Horsehair, hearing those old horses, I guess—and I realized—I said, “Well, I’ll get back to you 

maybe someday.” He took it to Fess Parker, an old Texas boy who was the number one box 

office in the world at that time—in the whole world, for a darned little old Daniel Boone or Davy 

Crockett movie—and that song made him number one—he was number one everywhere. So he 

loved it, and he really had wanted to make a good movie. So he called me in Taos—he got my 

number from the director—and he said “Max,” “Yeah?” “This is ol’ Fess Parker, I want you to 

come out here. I want to talk to you about making a movie out of your book.” And I said, “Well 

that sure is nice, you know? But I want to tell you” —I didn’t fool around about it—“I want to 

tell you I’ll have to bring my family, and I just got four slick tires, so I don’t know when exactly 

I’ll be there.” And that was the cockeyed truth—we went out there on four slick tires, we made it 

right through those deserts and everything, we—so they put us—he lived up in Santa Barbara, in 

a big castle and a lot of land overlooking down on the ocean, there. That night we got in Santa 

Barbara, we couldn’t find our way out to his house, so Pat managed somehow to call out there, 

and he said, “Oh, I know where you’re at, I’ll come in and get you to follow me.” So here he 

came, and it was unforgettable to me, he was sitting down there, parked behind us—half-dark 

street—he got out of the car, he’s tall, geez, he was six-seven or –eight, I don’t know. 

 

AW:  

And in person— 

 

ME: 

Huh? 

 

AW: 

He looks taller to me in person than you can imagine him in the film, you know, when you met 

him in person— 
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ME: 

Oh, yeah, in person he was just a giant. And here he came up the road—I jumped down to run 

down there to meet him, we shook hands, said “Hello” to Pat and the kids—just little ol’ girls—

we took off forever winding around—I don’t know where we’re going—I know he’ll be in some 

big ol’ house—well it was, he had eight or ten acres up there. His daddy made him very, very 

rich—he was a real estate guy, and he’d buy land and put in trailer parks before anybody was 

doing it. Ol’ Fess got to be a really, really rich guy because he knew his dad was a good land 

trader. Anyway, they had us a dinner there—a late dinner—and we had some drinks, we had a 

grand visit. So they, he took us up, said “Unload your stuff up here at the guest house,” just way 

up on the hill—way up. I later caught on why they would do a thing like that, but—they built a 

guest house way off—so there we were, we’re broke, we’re up there in his guest house—the 

guest house was as good as an average house—and I have to wait two or three days. We’re going 

into town and we’re going to meet with some kind of darn producer or something. In the 

meantime, he had Burt Kennedy, and Slim Pickens called me, and then he said, “Well, you 

know, I’ve given this to one of the great directors in the world.” And I said “Who is that?” and 

he said “William Wellman.” And I said “Oh, I know about his work. He even made John Wayne 

an artist in ‘The High and the Mighty.’” So I was really excited because he said, “Well, he’s 

retired, and nobody can get him to come out and work. He quit the industry, he’s sick of the 

studios, and he had plenty of money and he just quit.” But he said, “There’s a chance. He really 

liked the first read.” He said, “He’s been thinking about it.” Well, we go see him. We find out he 

really, really likes it. And then he said, “Well, we’ll have a meeting. I’ve got to talk to a writer.” 

A guy named Tom Blackburn—done a lot of television stuff, but I don’t think he’d ever done a 

movie, but this guy had faith in him, and they were friends. So it—this story—goes on for a 

month, here. We have meetings and everything worked—the agency closed the deal, and he had 

an option on it, and I had a little bit of money, because they knew they didn’t have to give me 

much money. They read that mail. But I hadn’t got the money yet when Pat had to go back to get 

the kids to school. So she drove back on four slick tires with those two little girls, and she ran out 

of money and gas in Grants, New Mexico. Think about this, now, you think about this in the 

movie world. We’re talking movies here, and she didn’t know what in the heck to do. And all of 

the sudden it dawned on her that I had an old—there was a great rodeo hand [that] lived there 

that I had rodeo-ed with, and partied with—ole Eddie Calhoun, one of the greatest all-around 

rodeo hands I ever, ever saw in my life. He’d been the champion of the world many times, 

except he just—he’d win so easy that he’d quit and just go play—go to Las Vegas and gamble, 

do all kinds of things. So she’s called and got his wife, and she just happened to be home—she 

worked in a bank—and she was tickled to death. She knew all about us—Eddie had talked about 

us. So they kept her, and got her a tank of gas and gave her a little money so she could get home. 

So okay, now I got the little money later on, so I sent it all home to pay bills—I still didn’t 

take—I don’t know what was in my heard, I was just such a lousy businessman, I guess, I didn’t 

think, “Well, what am I going to do broke again?” Okay, there was one meeting left. If this 
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meeting worked, I could get money anywhere. Fess decided we were going to have a big meeting 

with William Wellman at his home. And then they change it, way up on a hill out of Burbank to 

the writer’s home—Tom Blackburn’s home—so I—that was the first time I’m up there, and I’m 

sitting outside, and he’s drinking a whiskey, this director, and asked me to sit down and have a 

drink, I do. Fess Parker had dressed up. I didn’t understand—before we left, he had a suit on, and 

I thought, well, I didn’t have nothing but Levis, that’s all I had—two pair of those. And so I just 

thought it was kind of ridiculous—I never did read his head, I still don’t know what was in his 

damn head. In about an hour, after visiting with Wellman and the writer, and there’s Fess and 

everything—he said, “Well, I’ll make the picture, Fess, subject to the script turning out here, 

with Mr. Blackburn, and if Max is willing to play his wrangler.”  

 

Well I didn’t even get a chance to turn it down, because I could see that Fess just wasn’t going 

for it, man, he just—I do not understand this, I can’t explain it, but I could see that this just tore 

him apart. So the evening rapidly went to hell. And so he said he couldn’t make it with me—

Fess—we had a meeting at the studio, and could close the deal right there, the picture would’ve 

been made, subject to all these people, and Fess got up and said, “Well, I just can’t do it with 

him.” He said, “We’ve got to get a professional actor, we can’t risk this.” And here’s Wellman, 

whoever he hired he made an actor out of—he was that good. So I didn’t worry about any of 

that, that didn’t make a damn to me, if he wanted me to do that, I’d do that, if he wanted me to 

sweep the floors, I’d do it. None of that mattered. And Wellman just got up and called me out of 

that United Artists office, out in the hallway, and he said “Max, I really am brokenhearted to tell 

you this, but it’s over. I just can’t work with that man, that can’t see what I’m doing.” And he 

just walked out and left me standing there. Years later, I visited his home, and we had good 

drinks and laughed and he said, “You got a pretty good picture, anyway, but I’d have made a lot 

better one” —of course he’s gonna say that. But well, that was the beginning, and in the middle 

of this, I’d made acquaintances. So the option ran out, and I thought, “Well, now here I am really 

hung up to dry. There’s nothing left to do but just go out there and just do it all over again.” So I 

sold, I think, four options. 

 

AW: 

You were back in Taos by now, though. 

 

ME: 

Yeah. 

 

AW: 

So it was optioned four times. 

 

ME: 

Yeah, and either the fourth or fifth time, Burt Kennedy, who—by the way, Fess had kicked him 
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out, you know, for this director—he’s the one who discovered—he kicked him out, and so none 

of that worked too good in my head. But I just wanted to write stories, and that’s all I cared 

about. I thought, “Well, I’ll handle this Hollywood stuff just the best I can, and somehow or 

another, I’ll get enough money, and I’ll go back and do the Hi-Lo Country.” I had that in my 

mind, now, that book. But finally Burt Kennedy said, “Well, I’ve got a deal if you won’t just 

charge too much.” He said, “They’ve made me take half price; you’ll have to take what’s 

standard” — would be standard—“half-price.” Well, to me it was a fortune. I was tickled to 

death to take—but he said “I think we’ll get it made. I might as well tell you, I wrote the script 

myself.” So I read the script, and it was pretty good. And I thought, “Well, this was his first film, 

my first movie, let’s, I’ll sign—just see what happens.” Well, there it is—carried me through the 

rest of my life, one way or the other—even when I wasn’t selling options or one thing or another. 

Then we got a CBS TV series—it just ran one year, but it was really good to help a book and all 

kinds of things I was doing. I made a lot of sales on options and stuff during that period just 

because of the television series. And that was the beginning, and while this was all going on, the 

main thing that was happening to me—and I didn’t even know it—was that Sam Peckinpah—my 

agent called me in Taos and said, “You know, Max, I wish you’d come out here. The hottest 

young director in the world is crazy over your new book, The Hi-Lo Country, and he wants to 

talk about dealing with you.” And I said, “Well, get me the details, and I’ll be there.” So they set 

up a meeting right out of Warner Brothers, it was a restaurant that everything from stars to 

stuntmen went to for lunch, and a lot of times they’d get drunk and stay all night. And so that’s 

what me and Sam did. We met, we hit it off, because we had two things in common—really in 

common—my grandfather had been a rancher and a judge, and his grandfather had been a 

rancher and a judge. And we had those two things, and we just started talking just like we’d 

known one another forever. We talked until they threw us out that night. And so he optioned it, 

and gave me pretty good money—all of a sudden I got pretty good money for an option. As you 

all know, he never did get it made, but he optioned it over and over.  

 

AW: 

So what year was this that you met Sam? 

 

ME: 

It was ’61 —1961. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, and Hi-Lo didn’t get made until— 

 

ME: 

Oh, let’s see. It was made in ’98.  

 

AW: 
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I was thinking ’95, but ’98, yeah. And so that’s—’61 to ’98 —that’s a lot of years. 

 

ME: 

I sold a—believe me—I sold an awful lot of options. Man, on that book, it kept—that book kept 

Pat and I going—that book is responsible for—the options—the movie options on that book are 

responsible for at least five more of my books.  

 

AW: 

Really? 

 

ME: 

Yeah.  

 

AW: 

Is it possible to make more money on options than it is on the book? 

 

ME: 

Yeah. Ol’ Tony Hillerman, which they just celebrated yesterday was his ninetieth birthday, had 

the whole paper here—you see that? It just—his daughters—they got the new book about his 

characters out yesterday. He told people one time, he said—because they kept goofing up his 

movies, he never did get a good movie—ol’ Tony—never did, his whole life. They made that TV 

series over there of the Navajo, and it was horrible. And he just gave up ever getting a good 

film—he really wanted one, so bad. He had everything else, you know, and he just wanted a 

good film—who wouldn’t? I mean, that’s just part of human nature. But he’s—we were talking 

about it one time down—oddly enough—down here at Loyola’s [restaurant]. And he said, “Well, 

it looks like if people would talk to me and you, Max,” he said, “oh, we could tell them this, just 

don’t ever get a movie made. Just keep selling the options.” I said, “I could sure prove that was a 

great truth.”  

 

AW: 

When The Rounders was made, did you—what kind of participation, if any, did you get to have 

in the process? 

 

ME: 

Oh, I could have any I wanted. They asked me over and over, and I got along beautifully with 

Hank Fonda and Glenn Ford, they really liked me. In fact, I made a lifelong friend out of Hank 

Fonda. We visited a lot out there. We had one thing in common, we both collected Patrociño 

Barela. 
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AW: 

Really? I’ll be darned.  

 

ME: 

Yeah, he just loved that. And I’d go over to his house, there in Bel-Air, and visit with him, a lot 

of times, right in the middle of the day. And we’d always go and look at his new addition he’d 

had of a Barela. He was a great guy, he’s just ordinary—he took this business as the way he 

made a living. But he loved art and collected stuff like that, and that was what he really liked to 

do. And he lived right down the hill from James Stewart, who was his best friend in their really 

tough days in New York, when they were doing theater, trying to get established. They lived 

together in little bitty rooms, you know, and that’s where ol’ Hank Fonda learned to paint. In 

between getting jobs, why, he just didn’t want to go out and drink all the time like everybody 

else, he painted watercolors, and he became a very fine watercolorist—really good one. I got 

to—I wanted one so bad—I couldn’t afford them—I kept thinking he’d give me one, but he 

never did. I wrote him letters hinting at it, but—how much I’d like to have one. He did three 

watercolors on The Rounders, it was just classics, right on the set. That old pickup is in one of 

them, I don’t know where—I think it’s in a museum, I think somebody— 

 

AW: 

I’m going to have to look up some of that. I mean, I read that he did some, but I don’t think I’ve 

ever seen one.  

 

ME: 

He was really good. He could have been—as an artist—he could have been of the same quality 

that he was as an actor, that’s pretty high quality.  

 

AW: 

I’ve always admired his acting. I think that—the same with James Stewart—brilliant actors. 

 

ME: 

Who could ever think he could play that thing in The Rounders, of all things? I mean, he’s just 

beautiful in it—believable, likeable— 

 

AW: 

Now did you get to know Jane?  

 

ME: 

No, no. I didn’t—he hardly ever talked about her at all. He talked about Peter once in a while, 

hoping—he kind of wanted Peter to become a director, which, he was right. He would have been 

a really—in fact, when David Peckinpah died, we were fixing to make My Pardner—he fell 
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dead, and that ended it forever, because I could never go back and have the strength to help put it 

back together. But we had selected Peter Fonda to direct it, and maybe star in it.  

 

AW: 

What was it like, being on the set and watching this story you’ve told come into life as a film? 

How did that affect you as a writer? 

 

ME: 

It didn’t bother me. It bothers lots of people.  

 

AW: 

That’s why I was just wondering, because there’re a lot of people who say “Wait, wait, don’t do 

it that way; that wasn’t what I meant.” 

 

ME: 

You see, hardly anybody that’s been in the mining business—debts, and made millions and gone 

broke and all these other things I’d done—cowboyed, and I made a—was drawing a grown 

man’s wages by the time I was fourteen, so by the time I’m a young man, I’d already lived 

several lives. I’d been D-1 on Omaha Beach, and all the way to the hedgerow battles, and hey, I 

was an old man by twenty-one years old, for God’s sake. All those people I’m out there visiting 

with and talk with—I already had more experiences than they ever would have. And I just—I 

didn’t feel inferior to anybody, and I damn well didn’t feel superior to anybody, because that 

kind of work I was doing will take that superior stuff out of you pretty quick. You make a hand, 

or it’s too late. So no, none of that bothered me.  

 

I got mad at ol’ Fess, and stayed mad at him for several years, and then I called up Morgan 

Woodward, who’s a great character actor, and he and Fess had come from University of Texas 

out there at the same time—both of them successful—and I was a Texan so I naturally fit in with 

them. But he was close to Fess his whole life, till he died. And about two or three years before he 

died, [I] called Morgan, and I said, “I hear ol’ Fess has got the cancer.” He says “Yeah, he’s got 

it under control, but it’s happened two or three times.” And I says, “Well, I want to call him. 

Would you get me his number? I’ve lost his numbers and everything. I’m going to make up with 

him, there wasn’t any use in us fussing—we had a fuss over this picture.” And I said, “People 

just naturally have fusses over pictures, I’ve learned. We should be friends.” So I—he got me the 

number and I called over there, his wife answered the phone, I danced with ol’ Marcia, she’s just 

nicer than heck, and ol’ Fess was in there in the bed, and sure enough, his cancer had come back 

on him. So I talked to him and we made friends, and I said ,“You know, on those drives from 

your place down to Hollywood,” I said, “we had some pretty interesting talks,” and he said, 

“Some of the things we talked about I never forgot—carried them with me my whole life.” So 

when he died, we were good friends.  
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AW: 

That’s great. 

 

ME: 

Yeah, and I felt wonderful about it, and he did, too. Yeah, we both felt good about it.  

 

AW: 

Did getting a chance to—up close—see the movie being made from you work—did that affect 

how you thought about work after that—writing? I mean did you automatically, from then on, 

think, “Well, this’ll make a good film,” or “This won’t make a good film,” or “What do I have to 

make a good film out of this work?” 

 

ME: 

No, Andy, none of that ever bothered me. I just—I was hoping, like anybody would, that you get 

a really tremendous film. But hey, I’d already seen too much of it out there. I’d been through too 

many options and too many producers and directors, and you can take—a really fine film is a 

miracle. It is not talent, it’s a miracle, because you can take the most talented people in the world 

and put them together—the greatest producers, the highest-ranked director, the highest-paid 

writer—and if there’s just one thing goes wrong, one other flaw, one other position, that whole 

thing can just turn into crap. So for a picture to hold together and everybody hold together and 

make a picture is a miracle. And I saw that happen on The Ballad of Cable Hogue, and I wrote a 

book about and worked on it. I did a lot of work on it. I didn’t work on the script, I did a lot of 

things I didn’t get credit for, I just did them. I just never even thought about that kind of stuff. 

But I really did a lot of things on that film, but you know what, everybody on that film—no 

matter how crazy Sam Peckinpah was, he fired eighty-something people, and had to rehire now, 

you know, the bus was going back and forth—picking up the new actors and getting rid of the 

old ones—but it was really some mad picture, but I cannot—I can’t recall a single person that 

didn’t somehow believe that was going to be a great picture, and it was. And it became his 

softest, most loving picture, and it became his own favorite. He loved it way more than Wild 

Bunch, and that, you know, he became world famous for that picture. So who can explain how 

that happens? Here’s a madman, and we’re living fifty-three miles out of town in a hotel where 

there’s no town—nothing but the hotel. The hotel was built there to take care of boaters on Lake 

Mead—they had a boat dock, and so they had a hotel people could stay in if they wanted to boat 

down there—there we were. We had nowhere to go, and so we all went crazy. Just all jammed 

up in that ol’ hotel—same restaurant, same bar, same everything every day, every night. And 

that’s how—and then we were shooting fifteen miles more out in the desert—most of it. And yet 

there’s that wonderful, tender Western.  
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BT: 

Go figure.  

 

ME: 

The miracle of a film ever turning out—I thought about that later, about a massive thing like 

Gone with the Wind, for crying out loud, how in the world did that ever come together? You 

know, there’s no explanation, they just work, everything works, there’s just one little thing can 

throw a whole film to pieces.  

 

Sam knew that, and that’s why he got so dang mean. What a lot of people thought was just 

meanness was he was protecting his film, because if somebody wasn’t doing their job, adios, 

because he didn’t want any holes anywhere. And so there was a—the old cliché about a method 

to madness, he did, he had that. He certainly had the madness, but he had a method, too. And I 

did a lot of work with him under the table. That poor guy would—he’d get blackballed, you 

know, you remember about that Senator McCarthy, out of—well they had Hollywood blackball 

him. Well, it’s kind of inconceivable to a lot of people, they’d blackball Sam Peckinpah—one of 

their own—the same way. He couldn’t get a job, he couldn’t do anything, so he started working 

under the table. 

 

AW: 

What did they blackball him for? 

 

ME: 

Oh, just, you know, he’d insult producers.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, so it wasn’t a political thing, it was a relationship.  

 

ME: 

He was—I think it’s in this last book, I don’t remember what’s in the thing—but I think I told in 

there about the fact that he never—around me—ever played—he just never talked politics. The 

only time I ever heard him talk politics was on the phone to his brother, who he worshipped—his 

older brother. And they were just thrilled to death—I was in that little ol’ trailer house with him 

down there at Malibu, and I couldn’t help but hear everything that he said. I could tell that they 

were joyous over Nixon getting prosecuted—President Nixon—so I thought, “Well, maybe, I 

guess he’s on the other side, I don’t know what side he’s on.” But he sure never imposed any of 

his politics on me—not once. 
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AW: 

No, I just—when you said the blackball—that’s why I wanted to make sure it was over the way 

he was to deal— 

 

ME: 

No, it was what they considered his madness on the set, and he’d go over budget—sometimes 

he’d go under—and he didn’t take any crap from producers. You know, he hated them, and told 

the press he hated them. Well, you know, you’re telling the guys, “I hate his guts,” so they’d 

blackball him, and he—but the people— 

 

AW: 

So he would work—when you say he worked under the table, describe that for people listening 

to this recording. What does that mean? 

 

ME: 

Well, there’s directors and producers that knew he was an enormously talented man, and 

respected him, and they didn’t want those big bosses to know that they were hiring him. So they 

would hire him to work on their screenplays and give them advice about the directing, but he got 

no credit. So that just suited me to a “T” because I could write comedy, and he couldn’t, but he 

was really good with dialogue, and he was good at reworking a script—he wasn’t really a good 

script writer—Sam—he just wasn’t.  

 

AW: 

But good at reworking a script. 

 

ME: 

Oh yeah, he was really good. He could— 

 

AW: 

Talk a little bit about that for us here, because that’s a really interesting idea, that you could not 

be good at writing a script, but be very good at reworking it, but I imagine there’s the same—

people who write a good script aren’t worth a dang to rewrite, or change it. Are they just 

fundamentally different—? 

 

ME: 

The script business is ten-percent creativity and ninety-percent rewrites. Each year, a screenplay 

wins an Oscar, you know, a guy gets up and gets an Oscar for screenplay, and you say, “Oh, boy, 

that guy can really do it.” Probably six writers worked on that script, and he was the main one, 

but probably six more worked on it, and maybe over a long period of years, to finally satisfy the 
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creativity of the director—he has the final say. And they get their own vision, you know, you’re 

never going to take a script to a director and he’s going to say, “I’m going to shoot that script.” 

 

AW: 

Like it’s written, yeah.  

 

ME: 

He’ll tell you how much he loves it and everything, then he’ll—the next he’ll tell you, “Now, 

we’ve got to do a little work here on this part.” “Maybe we’ll change this,” and then the next day 

you change it back how it was. It goes on and on, and how they ever make a good movie is still a 

vast, vast mystery to me. It’s just, as I said, it all has to magically work. There’s not enough 

talent in the world to put together—just to make a good picture—just say, “I’m going to make a 

good picture.” You can put all the great talent, and get a bomb, get a terrible picture. But he was 

good at reworking, and certain things he couldn’t do—those pieces of humor and stuff, so he 

would hire me as an assistant, and neither one of us got the credit, but we got cash, because the 

directors and the producers couldn’t let their guilds know they were doing this—out they go, 

they couldn’t work for a year. So you know, once you know that, you just play the game, and I 

got by pretty good.  

 

AW: 

What’s a memorable film that you worked on like that, that you didn’t get credit for, that you 

remember? 

 

ME: 

Oh, my god, I think Villa Rides—Villa Rides—Villa, Villa—Pancho Villa. That was—I’m not 

going to tell the others; I wasn’t even supposed to tell that, that’s… 

 

AW: 

That’s all right. 

 

ME: 

I guess it’s all right nowadays, everybody’s dead but me, but I still feel obligated—but that one 

was—and Sam thought it was so good, he wanted credit on it. And I thought it was the worst 

thing I’d ever read in my life (laughing). I couldn’t believe he went around begging to get credit.  

 

AW: 

Again, as a writer—and I just love that you’ve had this great breadth of experience in writing, 

you know—what is—how do you approach a rewrite job, especially if your job is to rewrite for 

humor, not for this, or not for that, but here’s my job. As a writer who likes to tell a story, which 
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is the whole thing, how do you change your gears to do rewrite work? It just seems like the 

opposite end of the spectrum, almost, from— 

 

ME: 

Yeah, well, that’s [comedy] what I’m best at, so if they hired me, that’s what they’d be hiring me 

for. So I looked for places I could weave that in—smoothly into the totality of the script, not 

just—you can’t just do one piece of comedy here and forget it, you’ve got to weave a little all the 

way through to make it work. That’s what those writers never did seem to understand—I never 

saw one that ever seemed to really understand that. They understood tragedy balance through the 

script, but I could never make them understand that the humor had to work not just here, and a 

spot over here, it had to be sort of a rhythm of it to make it work. So that was my only strong 

point, and I got paid pretty good for it.  

 

AW: 

As a writer, how would you describe rhythm? Because one of the things—when I read your 

writing, I see that rhythm—to me—and I wonder sometimes, is it because I grew up in the same 

place that you grew up, and the language that we grow up with maybe imprints a rhythm on us, 

and so that’s why I recognize it in you, but obviously, other people recognize it. How, as a 

writer, do you get a sense of this rhythm that you’re talking about? 

 

ME: 

I think, well, in my case, and in your case as well, I think that—I just think this, I don’t know 

this, I don’t have the wisdom to know this—but I think it’s just your childhood association—the 

voices and sounds and rhythms that you hear—that’s music to a kid, to hear talk, conversation. It 

starts forming before you can talk. And if you’re around those kind of people, and they have that 

sense of humor—which, most of the people you and I know in our world do—it becomes a 

natural part, just like the flow of your blood—your breath. And I think it’s really natural; I don’t 

think it’s anything you can learn, at all. You certainly can’t teach it. 

 

AW: 

You’re right. Yeah, because it seems obvious to you, and it’s hard to show somebody some of 

the things— 

 

ME: 

What a waste, all over the world, they think they’re being taught (laughing). These poor students 

that are being taught how to write, you can’t do it. You can pick out a student’s strong point and 

emphasize that, that’s about all you can do. If you’ve got the wisdom to do that, well then, you 

might be a pretty good teacher, but otherwise— 
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I never did even think of myself much as a writer, because I’d just get a—something would 

obsess me, and it’d be far... Whatever in the world made me write Faraway Blue, you know? It’s 

just—I was up there, and I—when my dad and my uncle were mining down there in the 

southwest part of the state, way back in 1956, I went down there to see them, from Taos. I just 

spent a couple weeks with them, they had a geologist there who I knew—in fact, I’d worked with 

him before they did. And they had the—excuse me for coughing, I can’t help it. I’m all choked 

up this time of year—and they had a couple of mules. One of these mules, they pulled the ore out 

of a little railroad track; the other one was a saddle mule. So I rode that ol’ mule all over that 

country, I just love the Blackfoot Hills— the Black Range. Well, the timber in those days was 

only about half as high as it is now; it’s astounding how forests will grow back. They had—when 

the mining was really going in that part of the country, and the little towns were growing and 

they were putting in businesses, and pioneer towns—well, they chopped down all those damn 

trees. They didn’t have anything else, you know? And they built houses, and they used the wood 

for fires in the winter, and corrals, everything else. Those trees had grown back to a degree, but I 

rode through that country there, and I’d see all these old prospect holes that you can’t even see 

there, now. And I got to thinking— 

 

AW: 

Because of too much brush, it’s all covered up, yeah. 

 

ME: 

Yeah. And I got to thinking, well, I’d heard about that—that there was an old warrior down 

there—wasn’t even a chief—old Nana, and I’d heard about him, that he was the greatest warrior 

the Apaches ever had. He didn’t even start fighting until he was seventy-two years old, and he 

had a club foot at that. He couldn’t walk; he had to ride a horse all the time. But he led them in 

the damnedest attack, he stopped the whole Buffalo Soldier army down there, stopped them in 

their tracks. He fought them four or five different times to a standstill, and then we had our own 

infantry—the white infantry—join them. So I’d see that stuff, I remember thinking to myself, 

“Well right now, I know why he’s so pissed. They cut down all his trees and digging holes in all 

this ground, here, and so he’s really ticked-off at these people.” Well I didn’t know, thinking 

about that, that years and years later, just suddenly I’d decide to write a book about him. I don’t 

write history, I don’t—I live it, but I don’t write it. All of the sudden, I just had to do it. So I 

made all the research I could—it was very little. Ol’ Doc Sanchez did a little bit on him, and an 

old lady—she’s not as old as I am, now, but she sure was old then—named Bell had done a little 

research—see, one of her relatives that—some of the relations of the—that little group of 

Apaches were taken over by Apaches at Ruidoso—that tribe there, I can’t think of their name.  

 

BT: 

Eve Ball? 

 



Texas Tech University’s Southwest Collection/Special Collections Library, Oral History Program 

 

 
43 

ME: 

Pardon? 

 

BT: 

Ball, Eve Ball. 

 

ME: 

Eve Ball, yeah, she done some—she’s about the only one, and Doc Sanchez has done a little. So 

I talked to both of them, and then I went down there and talked to that—supposedly the last 

living nephew of old Nana, and I decided, “Well, Nana’s going to have to tell me.” But I’ll tell 

you a strange thing, here, boys, you can believe it or not believe it, it doesn’t make any 

difference, I’m going to tell you anyway. I thought, “Well, I sure wish I could talk to Nana, and 

really get the truth of this, because if he really was the greatest warrior, he might be the greatest 

warrior who ever really lived.” So I’d walk—I used to walk out in my backyard, there, up and 

down the sidewalk. I’d take walks just for exercise, but I’d think of books and things there. All 

of a sudden—Pat was standing there in the kitchen, at that window—now not many people 

would be crazy enough to tell you this story, but I am—and there’s a great big yellow butterfly 

came over my head, just like this. And he went in a circle; he came back and went over my head 

again. And I thought—and believe me—I thought “That’s Nana.” And he stayed there, 

gentlemen, I’m going to tell you, you can guarantee that Pat doesn’t—you couldn’t train her how 

to tell a lie—I’ve spent years trying to train her to tell a damn lie—but she watched me walking 

out there with that butterfly up until November—up into November. They can’t live—it’s 

impossible—scientifically impossible— 

 

AW: 

First frost, they’re gone. I mean— 

 

ME: 

Before. They leave. They’re gone, they’re gone ‘way south. And that sucker stayed there, and 

she just watching—in common with her, she seen me out there and that butterfly coming around. 

And I got—there’s where the book came from, right there. So I just wrote that book, like he told 

me—like the butterfly told me.   

 

BT: 

So the—you were actually hearing a voice? 

 

ME: 

Yeah—it was a realization. You know, it just—I don’t know how to explain it. If you experience 

it, you understand it; if you haven’t, you don’t.  
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AW: 

It comes to your mind, it’s not a— 

 

ME: 

It’s in your mind, yeah. And every time the butterfly would fly over, my mind would start 

working. And then all these stories, just exactly—I got a—instead of sound—okay, a better 

explanation, Bill—it became—the story became a visual, like a movie. It became visual in my 

brain.  

 

I’ll never forget the one part of the story—that he was battling over there, at—over there, I can’t 

think of the name of the town, now—but it’s close to where their home was—Warm Springs, 

Warm Springs Apaches. And he had his last battle there, and they had Buffalo Soldiers, and they 

had a bunch of Hispanic militia, and they had him trapped up in the rocks—they did win that 

battle, but they didn’t defeat him. He got away, fought with them again. But anyway, there was a 

scene where the battle just stopped. And this butterfly is telling me about that, and I saw it—I 

saw just exactly what happened. And a damn jackrabbit started running between these two 

people trying to kill one another, and everybody just stopped and watched that jackrabbit. 

(laughing) It just ran, just ran, run, running out of sight—then they started fighting again. And I 

thought that was a beautiful thing, that that little rabbit could stop these people from killing one 

another—what a beautiful thing it was. So I made that a—that battle, without thinking what I 

was doing, I made it one of the most important things in the book. I called it Faraway Blue. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. I’ve got to get a copy—I haven’t read that.  

 

ME: 

Yeah, you’ll have an experience, because a butterfly wrote that. I put my name on it, but a 

butterfly wrote it.  

 

BT: 

So the butterfly stayed with you until you—in essence—finished imagining the book. 

 

ME: 

Yeah. It stayed into November, which is impossible. Pat, during that time, she was typing on it 

up there—part of it. And all of the sudden, if you’ve ever been around Indian medicine smoke, 

when a medicine man’s making it, it has a certain— 

 

AW: 

Cedar smoke, or yeah. 
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ME: 

—yeah, and the combination of the seeds and the cedar being put together makes a unique smell 

that you never forget. And she’s—all of a sudden, she’s typing a certain part up there—I guess 

we could ask her what part, I never—can’t remember—and this medicine smoke just came out so 

strong it knocked her over, boy. 

 

AW: 

While she’s typing.  

 

ME: 

Yeah, she knew. Nothing about it just made her—it’s very natural to her, because she watched 

that butterfly for months. So that doesn’t fit in to too many writers’ stories, but that’s the way 

that book came about.  

 

AW: 

Well no, I actually think that there’s an awful lot to be said and learned about that whole idea of 

“How does the vision of a book come about?” you know. I think, those of us who write, and are 

willing to look inward about it—I think we all have as many different ways of doing it as this, 

and none less amazing, you know, when you think about it. You know, how does that come to 

you? How does the vision—like the jackrabbit, that’s—you don’t make that stuff up.  

 

ME: 

No. 

 

AW: 

It has to come from somewhere.  

 

ME: 

Yeah. I never understood it. Even a short story—these things just happen if you really nail one of 

them. I don’t know what—I can’t—I wish I had an explanation for that, but I never puzzled over 

it, much. I just knew it existed. It’s like—okay, I don’t know whether you’re religious, whether 

you’re not—I am. In my way, I’m really religious. I believe in God, and I believe in the form of 

God, and the spirits, and I know that that buffalo is part of—I mean that butterfly is part of that 

spirit, spiritual world—and bringing a message that I couldn’t get any other way. And so I think 

that exists all around us all the time, and certain stories will tap you into certain sources that are 

out there in the vapor, some way. Nobody’s ever been able to explain it, and they’re not 

supposed to—you’re not supposed to explain that.  

 

AW: 

If you could explain it, it wouldn’t be a spirit.  
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ME: 

No. It’s there, that’s all. And when it happens to you, it’s a wondrous thing—especially for a 

writer. It’s happening to everybody, it doesn’t matter what their life is, it’s happening to them. 

They may not know it, or notice it, but I just happened to notice it, because of a damn butterfly 

that lived in the winter when they had nothing to eat—it’s pretty good, you know? You can’t—

it’d be really hard to deny that. I would like for Einstein to try to explain that. I just doubt if he 

could do it. He might could.  

 

AW: 

Well, you know, of course Einstein was a believer in mystery. What did he say—“God doesn’t 

play dice with the universe,” I think that’s a famous Einstein quote. You know, in the end, he had 

a sense of the spiritual direction, I think, beyond what people credit him for.  

 

ME: 

You know, I think so—a lot more than they gave him credit for. I think he knew it, and he didn’t 

care whether anybody else knew it or not. I certainly never cared. It’s like ol’—you know old 

grandmother—old Jim Bob—later, he had these experiences—[with] my grandmother—not like 

I did, but he had some. She showed him how to read tea leaves, and stuff, and he could do it—

you know, he could do it. And then I told you about when Pat and I first married—that evening, 

there—my folks, when they lived in Morton, Texas. Pat had never met my grandmother, and 

that’s what I went down there for, because she was staying with my folks, well, I knew she was 

doing that. She liked her house at Ropes—really loved that place. I just had a feeling she was 

done in, so I took Pat down to see her—meet her. And we’re sitting there in the living room in 

my parents’ house, there, and visiting—my mother and my sister, she was in high school, and Pat 

and me and my grandmother, of course. And for no reason whatsoever that you could think of, or 

believe, my grandmother told my mother, said, “Hazel, go over there and put your hand on top of 

that little table.” My mother just got up, and she went and put her hand on top of the table—the 

edge of it—edge of the table just raised up like that. And Pat nearly fell over, you know, she 

didn’t let on, but she told me later. And I wondered why she did that. Then, the next day I knew, 

we were getting ready to go back—we were going to stop off at Bronco, Texas, there’s a big 

ranch, my uncle was working there for them—the Field ranch—real famous ranch over there, 

half of it’s in Texas and half of it’s in New Mexico—Bronco was the middle of it—the little 

town of Bronco. And so we went over there, and we were having supper over there at that ranch, 

and that Field girl—the only daughter of old Grady Field—and she’d been—and my uncle, 

working for it—old cowboy, Slim Evans—and Pat just—she didn’t think what she was doing, 

but it embarrassed me. She said, “Why don’t you just read the tea leaves or coffee grounds?  

Your grandmother said it didn’t matter, just a place to concentrate.” She just said it sort of as a 

joke, just to have something—we didn’t know what to talk to them about. So I did. Well, I told 

that lady, I said, “Well, you know you—on that—I don’t know what you call that pasture, 



Texas Tech University’s Southwest Collection/Special Collections Library, Oral History Program 

 

 
47 

everybody’s got a name for a pasture, but the second gate that you opened this morning, a coyote 

ran right across the road from you.” She said, “Yeah, he did. It happened.” And all of the sudden, 

I just—I don’t know what made me do it—I said, “Well, it says here you’re going to buy this bar 

over here.” The only bar there—they came from all over West Texas to buy whiskey at that bar. 

And she just jumped up and went into a rage—started cussing her lawyer, said, “Nobody’s 

supposed to know about that, that S.O.B.,” went into a fit, there, poor me and ol’ Pat’s just two 

little ol’ dumb artists sitting there, wondering what happened. But it sure put an impression on 

me, must have been true—it was true. Well, that opened me up where I could believe anything 

like that. And sure enough, things, if you’re open to them, they really come. 

 

AW: 

Yeah. I think the—what you just said, if you’re open to them. There’s a lot of the world that goes 

past us that we’re just not paying attention to.  

 

ME: 

Yeah. There’s just so much, you know, we’d go mad in a week if we tried to pay attention to 

everything that’s going on around us. But anyway, all those things become part of your work—

part of your life’s work in your writing, and you may not even be conscious of it. I was 

obviously conscious of Nana and that butterfly, but you know, at the same time, I just accepted it 

like, “Hey, that’s the way it’s supposed to be. I’ve been trying to find out how to get this true 

story, and now I’ve got it”—I was just tickled to death. After I met with his supposed last living 

nephew, why, there just wasn’t anywhere to go to get any information. But it came.  

 

AW: 

Is there a parallel to this in your painting? 

 

ME: 

Pardon? 

 

AW: 

Is there a parallel in this being opened—when you’re talking about writing, is it the same in your 

painting? 

 

ME: 

Yeah, yeah, it is. It’s just a—when I used to paint—you know, I never did get the full fellowship 

as a painter; I never did get to where I knew I was going. I was just headed there, that’s all. And I 

knew I was going, I could tell because I was improving with great rapidity. And I just didn’t—I 

stopped and did this other stuff. But I remember—I used to be, occasionally, in wonderment that 

the very best part of the painting, I wouldn’t know I did it—have no idea I’d done it. And then 

later, when you look at it—“I don’t remember doing that, but hey, that’s pretty good, I like that.” 



Texas Tech University’s Southwest Collection/Special Collections Library, Oral History Program 

 

 
48 

So that applies to anything, probably even mechanic—car mechanic, or anything—a teacher, 

whatever—it’s just if you’re aware, you have a tendency to become open, whereas if you’re not 

aware and you deny that there’s existence of a far superior force, then it’s not—you’re not going 

to have it penetrate your heart and your soul—your pitiful brain.  

 

BT: 

So Max, does it follow—that awareness, this situation that you’re talking about—that follow 

through on your other books? I mean you see it in your painting, you see it in these selected 

works you talked about, would it be safe to say that was true across the board? I mean— 

 

ME: 

Uh, yeah. I never thought about that, but I’m glad you brought that up. I will have a thought 

about it. Oh, it seems to me that you always exist in every creative thing you do—so-called 

creative—everything could be creative, everything on Earth. You can be creative building a 

corral, but let’s just talk about what’s ordinarily thought of as the creative arts, like music and 

novels and paintings. Since they’re so concentrated right here, and you have to create a world in 

a little ol’ bitty book like this—many worlds in a little bitty book—I mean, you can put it in the 

pocket of an overcoat, you know, a book. That’s what they call a pocketbook. And there’s whole 

worlds in there. And I think in a—when it—you’re the most open to it, and you have an—

already—an earned knowledge that you’ve earned—just, you’ve earned this knowledge—I’m 

trying to explain to you about the best story I ever did, word-for-word, was called The One-Eyed 

Sky. I didn’t know it.  

 

AW; 

I was just going to ask about that story, because it strikes me as fulfilling all these things we’re 

talking about.  

 

ME: 

But it’s the closest thing to accomplishing what I wanted—would hope to do as a writer—that I 

ever did, word-for-word. And I’ll tell you, gentlemen—I’ll just tell you that story, how it 

happened.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, I’d love to hear it.  

 

ME: 

Didn’t I tell you about it? 

 

AW: 

Uh-huh. 



Texas Tech University’s Southwest Collection/Special Collections Library, Oral History Program 

 

 
49 

 

ME: 

 I already told you about it.  

 

AW: 

Yeah, but Bill hadn’t heard it, and let’s do it again, I want to hear it again.  

 

ME: 

Okay, well I won’t give it out exactly the same, but the gist of it’ll be the same—nobody can—

an hour later, you can’t tell the same story. Anyway, I sort of had a story in my mind, because I 

had—Farrell Smith had a big ranch over close to my little ranch over there, about four or five 

miles from me in Union County. And when I got back—before I even went to the war, I was 

doing day labor for him, but we didn’t have any damn money, and—you know, a little ol’ 

ranch—had to work out, day labor—so he’s—he paid better than anybody else, and he was 

close—big ol’ ranch. I did all kinds of work for him, from building fence, breaking horses; of 

course I’d help him round up, some branding and stuff. But he—I was riding a horse back over 

to an old pickup I had that was broken down—it was broken down all the time. I had to ride a 

horse back over to go to work for him, and I cut across ol’ A.D. Weatherly’s ranch—he was 

from Amarillo, Texas. He kept that ranch until he died; it was a great ranch—lake on it and 

everything, he was famous in—I was riding across the end of his ranch to get to Farrell Smith’s 

outfit, and I topped out on this hill and looked down there, and there was a dirt tank—you know, 

they build and form, catches water in from runoff—one of those runoff tanks—and there was an 

old cow—I instantly knew an old cow, they’re skinny and necks sway, and their—and I could 

tell by her belly and everything—just instantly, by experience—that she was fixing to have a 

calf, and I knew that had to be her last calf she could ever conceivably have. And I just glanced 

up on the hill and there sat an old mother coyote up there, and there was three pups—took me a 

little while to see them—there’s three pups, spotted, half-grown pups—all waiting.  

 

AW: 

For that calf. 

 

ME: 

Well, it nearly killed me. I knew there’s something great happening there, some tragic element of 

life that was just the ultimate of everything. And I had to ride on—leave it. But in my mind, that 

was a story, and what—I knew what was going to happen—I know it happened, but in my mind, 

I thought “Well, I’ll have an old cowboy, instead of a young cowboy, ride up there and he’s 

been—there’s been a coyote that his boss told him to get. He’s carrying—got a 30-307 on the 

saddle, and he rides up there and sees this and I’ll figure out what to do later.” I was thinking 

                                                           
7 “30-30” refers to the Winchester rifle, specifically to the .30-30 Winchester/.30 Winchester Center Fire cartridge, 
introduced 1895 for the Winchester Model 1894 lever-action rifle. 
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about that—just running through my head, and I walked up town, it was just a block and a half—

plaza, where we lived—long block and a half, but that’s all it was. I ran into – in that La Fonda 

de Taos -- and it was little old Shorty Kendricks—I’m amazed I can still remember his name, 

anybody’s name, I’m amazed—but he was tending bar in there, and there wasn’t anybody in 

there. That big ol’ wonderful hotel, full of great paintings and all kinds of stuff, and just me and 

him, we got to visiting and I told him—I don’t know what in the hell ever made me tell him—

we’s talking ranch stories, and who we’d worked for up there, he’d worked up in the same 

country, there, twenty years before I did. And I told him about this scene, I said, “Oh, boy, I’d 

loved to have stayed there and watched that out—and stopped it, or whatever I was supposed to 

do.” And he said, “I saw one just almost like that,” and by him saying that, I just thought, “I’ll be 

darned. I’m going home and write that story, just I don’t know what I’m going to write; I have 

no idea.” So I went up there, and I went up in my studio, and started writing. And I had a 

typewriter then—that old Underwood, down there in that little ol’ museum, now—and I was 

rattling away. And I typed all night, I didn’t even go to the bathroom. I didn’t do nothing. I typed 

on that story, and it was about nine o’clock—approximately nine o’clock in the morning—Pat 

would have a better idea than me, because I came down the stairs and I had this manuscript in 

my hand, and her—she never did make many friends, but once she did, she really made friends, 

this was her best friend—was sitting in there, and they were having coffee. And I come down the 

stairs and ol’ Betty Mullins, she looks up at me, said, “Max, you’re pale as a ghost.” And I had 

that manuscript there, and I said “I guess I put all my blood in that.” I don’t know how I 

remember doing that, saying that, but I did. It stuck with me, and I had. And that’s just a nothing 

way, but that’s how it came about.  

 

AW: 

Now, see that part of the story you didn’t tell me the first time—about coming down the stairs 

with the manuscript. That’s great, I’m glad we got it again.  

 

ME: 

I thought “Well, I finally got something that I always hoped I could get.” And sure enough, I 

had.  

 

BT: 

That’s terrific. 

 

AW: 

How’re you doing? You still got energy? 

 

ME: 

Yeah, I’m doing fine. It helps that you asked me, because I can’t, you know, I can’t just string 

the whole thing out. It’s too long, too much, but when you ask me questions, it helps. 
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AW: 

Well, there—and Bill, throw in any time you have a question. 

 

BT: 

I wonder if I can find the restroom.  

 

ME: 

Yeah, all the way back there, and to the left. 

 

BT: 

All right, thank you. 

 

AW: 

While Bill’s gone, I’m going to ask you a couple little short things. I’m still interested in this 

interplay between being the storyteller, and then I guess, would it be fair to say when you’re 

writing a script—or rewriting a script—all that part is like the story’s told, but you’re crafting the 

story, you know, you’re manipulating it to fit into this other sort of environment that we call a 

film. Was it similar to that for being an actor, because you did some acting—although you 

missed out in The Rounders, but you’ve—you know, that first time with Wellman and all -- 

when you have done acting, how—does your life as a writer have an impact on that? 

 

ME: 

I have no idea. It’s just another little job for me. (Laughing) 

 

AW: 

Oh, it’s just another job. (Laughing) 

 

ME: 

I always feel when the movie people pay you for something, that’s just a great bonus. I will say 

this, I never—since you asked me—I never did, I don’t think I ever told anybody this, but I 

had—there was a guy—a Broadway producer was going to make a—he fell in love with a story 

of mine called Xavier’s Folly, a novella, and he wanted to make a stage play out of it before he 

made a movie. He was a well-respected Broadway producer, he brought—oh, that singer out of 

Canada—God a-mighty, I—Robert Goulet—and made him famous with that Brigadoon—made 

him world-famous. And he and Robert Goulet formed a company, they were so successful 

together—Rogo Productions, they called it. And this ol’ boy had connections with the mob. So 

the mob owned two hotels—no telling how many they owned, they still own—let’s put it that 

way, when I’m dealing with them, they still owned two—The Frontier, I think it was. And 

naturally, Robert Goulet had a singing contract there. He entertained there five nights a week. So 
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they optioned the story, and he wanted me to come over and meet with Goulet, and I did. He 

treated me as beautiful as I could ever be treated. He’d ask me—he’d quit drinking because he’d 

been such a terrible drinker—so he said, “What kind of booze do you drink?” and they had a big 

suite had a private swimming pool–absolute stuff –you just—I couldn’t swim! 

 

AW: 

That’s a hotel requirement, a private swimming pool.  

 

ME: 

I can’t—all this stuff, I think, “What a waste—what the hell’s all this waste for? Give me a little 

ol’ room, and I get a meal, and we’ll visit about the story.” But that wasn’t the way it worked. A 

great huge suite, and they asked me what kind of—next thing I know, here comes a guy with a 

cart and several bottles of Crown Royal. I said “I can’t even drink one bottle in a whole day, I 

don’t need—“ and all kinds of stuff like that. And I thought, “Well, what in the hell.” But 

anyway, he got a company in London interested in this—doing the play—in London first, bring 

it here to Broadway to a play, and then they’d make it into an international movie. So come to 

find out, these were—I can’t think of the name, but it’s one of the royal names. You know that 

place they film that famous TV show—the most popular on PBS now? Downton Abbey? 

 

AW: 

Oh, Downton Abbey? 

 

ME: 

Yeah, it’s that castle, where they make that. Well, these people—that was there castle. They 

owned it—making my film… Carringtons. It’s even in—their names—in the wall, there, or I 

think, somewhere. They were the first people to make Shakespeare—their family, way back. So I 

didn’t know—that’s a league I got in without even thinking what I was doing. And they hired a 

guy named Bob Black to do the music, and he said that—they corresponded with me. You’re 

going to—some of the letters will be in your collection, from them. And there’s another producer 

under his name, but that’s who it’s for. And they were really thrilled. This guy was—they had 

told me—he’s a cockeyed genius. They were so thrilled that he was getting the music. He hadn’t 

finished it yet. Okay, here comes along Andrew Lloyd Webber—you familiar with that name?—

biggest Broadway producer in the history of Broadway. He hires Bob Black away from our 

picture, and takes him to New York and has five of the biggest hits that Bob Black wrote there’s 

ever been. All those big musicals his wife sang in, all those, well, Bob Black did all that. So there 

we are with half the music, and here I am sitting out here—an old country boy—and all this 

going on. And then they got excited, though, they said they had found a writer. In the very 

beginning they didn’t want a—they had told me over and over that they did not want an ordinary 

writer, a theatre writer, a film writer; they wanted to get something really original. And they’d 

found a guy that taught in Long Beach State College out there that had done a few TV shows that 
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was really unique. And I thought “Well, okay, but I have nothing to do with that. They’re paying 

me.” They had a five year option, and they’d pay me every year for five years—never did make 

it—everything happened. Finally, they showed me the script. And as used as I was to just taking 

the money and changing to some other job, this one just purt near broke my heart. He had turned 

my beautiful poetic story into a rock ‘n’ roll—believe it or not. This great writer had turned— 

 

AW: 

I’ve read that novella, and I don’t get any hint of rock ‘n’ roll (laughing).  

 

ME: 

I knew that was the end, but they kept the option for five years. Me and ol’ Pat got a check every 

year for five years, so the little story did me an enormous amount of good. Then a lady in Santa 

Fe, who had done a lot of pictures around the country, she’d fell in love with it, same way. I 

mean people, when they fell for that story, they really fell for it. So she went out and decided 

she’d hire me to do the script. So I did a script off of a—it wasn’t under the table, but I didn’t let 

the guild know, because she wasn’t paying me guild wages. But she paid me pretty good, and I 

knew she was—loved it and understood it, so I optioned it to her and did the script. And it was a 

pretty good script. I knew it was pretty good. The guy’s son—who I was writing about, he 

inspired the story—he’s still alive, by the way, he came to my—he’d had a stroke, but his wife 

brought him to my last book signing in Santa Fe. Well, he told me, said, “That story’s so close to 

the truth,” he said, “I thought you was living in our wood pile the whole time.” He’d been one of 

the little kids that’s in the story, at the time. That guy done our plumbing, and I just knew a few 

things, but he inspired a great—one of my fine—best pieces of fiction. Well, she finally got the 

money up and had a big meeting in Santa Fe with all the people, and—last time I was ever 

physically able to just drive over and drink with them and do what they wanted me to do, and I 

knew the game, and I did, and everything was good. And then that day, before we got to that 

party, they got to talking about that there’s some real hot insane poet there in town who had done 

a poem, and he had turned it into a story, and they decided that they’d do that first.  

 

AW: 

They’d do that one first.  

 

ME: 

They did it. Yeah, they did it and it’s a total failure, and she could never raise another dime. I 

never have tried to—that was the last I ever had to do with movies. 

 

AW: 

Was it? 
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ME: 

Yeah, I never have tried, I don’t even like to talk to movie people about movies—I like to talk to 

them about other things. But I never—I couldn’t travel, couldn’t go to Hollywood if I wanted to, 

no matter how bad, so I just quit it, just stopped.  

 

AW: 

Well, you better start figuring on how to get back to it when they get the King of Taos out. 

Somebody’s going to want that.  

 

ME: 

Probably start it all over again.  

 

AW: 

That’s right. They may have to bring—well, they did bring Hollywood to you. You helped get 

Hollywood out here. 

 

ME: 

Oh, you bet you—that’s one credit—that’s the one thing that I’m really proud of in my life that I 

will sort of brag about. You know, that’s the one thing I’ll sort of brag about. The governor—

there was a writer from—a stringer, you know, stringer, writes for the Hollywood Reporter—and 

he kept wondering why we weren’t getting any more movies—you know, there’s been a few 

movies, always in New Mexico, scattered throughout the years, but he kept wondering why we 

hadn’t been getting any, because Arizona was getting—making movies there in Arizona all the 

time. So he went up and talked to the governor, and old Cargo8 was the governor—Republican—

he’s a liberal Republican. I don’t know what that is, but it’s what he was.  

 

BT: 

They’ve disappeared. You can’t find them anymore.  

 

ME: 

Turned out, it was okay, because he went for this ol’ boy’s ideas. And he called me, and said, 

“I’m thinking about forming a film commission, and these two writers here said that you had to 

be on the founding board.” And I said, “Sure, I’ll do my best to help start it.” So they formed it—

papers wrote it up. The papers—press—of New Mexico didn’t believe it, and just kind of made 

fun of it. They wrote it up. And so I called up—I did know a bunch of people that were powerful 

people—Peckinpah and Burt Kennedy and those guys. So I said, “Well, we’re going to have to 

get a bunch of people together,” and I gave them names and numbers, and I said, “Call these 

people from the governor’s office.” And they weren’t getting anywhere, so the governor called 

me, and he said, “Max, that guy” —I forget what his name was, a producer at Paramount, 

                                                           
8 David Cargo, 22nd Governor of New Mexico, 1967-71. 
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produced horror shows, he’s number-one horror guy in the world at that time, and they’re good 

guys, really—he said, “He won’t even answer—return my calls.” And I said, “Well, I can’t just 

go on forever with this, I’m going to ruin my writing and everything else. I’ll just go out there 

and put a bunch of them together and you agree—you’ll come out and bring the lead members of 

your commission, and I’ll set a meeting” —I had no idea, Andy, what I was going to do. I just 

thought, “I’ll do it.” And I went out there, and I got everybody I knew, and got them to 

working—I got my agent to working for me—called the studio head. And the Beverly Hills 

Hotel was the—that’s the headquarters of all sashaying in Hollywood at that time—still is, to a 

degree—delivered sixty-seven directors and producers, three heads of studios. Well, here they 

come. Now you can imagine how this little guy felt. I’m sitting there in that big old room, and 

we were having for breakfast. Breakfast was a simple matter of economics. Dinner would—cost 

a fortune beyond belief in that place. Breakfast, we could just—the state could just barely pay for 

breakfast without bankrupting the state. So here they come, four members—three members, and 

the governor and his wife. He was married to a Hispanic lady—real classy lady—she was 

thought better of than he was. And so we started gathering in that room. I didn’t know if they 

were going to come or not. You know, people tell you things, and then they tell you a day later 

something happened—and a lot of times it does, things just happen to people. By golly, they 

showed up. And it just happened I’d made good friends with John Wayne’s oldest son, Michael 

Wayne—we really had a good time together. He wasn’t no big shot, he was just a keen, keen 

guy. And we’d have drinks together and had lunch once in a while, and I never tried to hustle 

him, and I think he respected that. Well, he said, “I’m going to be there.” Well, he comes and 

brings ol’ Duke. So I walk in with John Wayne and his son. The governor really pays attention to 

me. Ol’ Duke didn’t stay, no, he just talked him into walking in there and making him look good. 

He just walked around there and shook hands with two or three people and left. But a lot of 

people didn’t notice it. The governor had got up, now, and they—while I’m out there, they had 

made a little quick documentary of the State of New Mexico. Okay, they show this, now, to all 

these people that produced the greatest pictures in the world. And it was just a horror. It wasn’t 

even cut where—there’s no rhythm, and I thought “Oh.” Just crawling under a table wasn’t good 

enough. I was hoping I’d look down there and there’d be a big hole that plunged several 

thousand feet out of sight. But, by golly, they didn’t clap or even comment, he just got up, and I 

thought “Oh, well, this is be the end of it. Here’s a politician going to get up and bore them to 

death with a one-hour speech.” You know what, that sucker got up and he made a fifteen-minute 

speech that’s the best I ever heard. And by the time he got through with that speech, he owned 

them. That very horror guy that I wish I could remember his name, because you’ve seen his 

name on film a zillion times—he got to be buddies. He didn’t call him “governor,” he called him 

“Dave.” He’d call up ol’ Dave and they’d visit, and they’d—he came out here and visited with 

he and his family, and governor went out there—it worked. We got four pictures right then. One 

of them was—of course, they didn’t make them all at that minute, but it was scattered over 

several months—the picture wasn’t much good, but it was the first big picture we ever had, 

called The Good Guys and the Bad Guys, and Burt Kennedy directed it—the guy that directed 
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Rounders—it was the lousiest directing job he ever did. He wasn’t used to having all this money, 

and he had Bob Mitchum and Rock Hudson—he had four or five major stars, and it was still a 

bad picture—anyway, it brought a lot of money in the state, and just started coming. It’s still 

going, now it’s just huge, just huge. They’re taking a billion dollars a year, at least, out of films.  

 

I’ll tell you what happened—the state of Texas always outdoes everybody around them. So I had 

made a little picture, and I didn’t have any idea, I just—about the money, or anything else—how 

you do it. I just knew I had a story that I thought needed to be told. And I couldn’t get anybody 

that I knew—I knew all these people, and none of them were even slightly interested in this 

picture. But it was to show—I wanted to show the kids—the kids of our country were really 

going to hell at that time, really bad, you know, there’s the hippies in the sixties, and over there 

in San Francisco, and where I’d lived there on Sunset Boulevard for all those years—they 

plugged up the street at night, the cops couldn’t even drive down the damn street. And their 

taking craps and fornicating on the sidewalk—it was a pretty sleazy thing that was happening to 

our country, and I thought, “Well, somebody ought to make a movie that maybe they’ll see, and 

all they’ll go is to a movie. They won’t do anything else; they won’t read a book, they won’t do 

any work, but they will go to a movie.” And so I did this script to try to show these kids, and 

nobody wanted to even just—so I decided I’d make it.  

 

AW: 

So you’d make it yourself. 

 

ME: 

Yeah. So I started raising money. I didn’t know how to figure the budget and all that, but I was—

I made this movie. It was released. It was a failure— 

 

AW: 

What was the name of it? 

 

ME: 

The Wheel. And that’s how I met Bobby Bridger. I hired him for some of the music for it. He did 

a beautiful song for it. That was the only thing that was good in it. But no, there was some 

beautiful scenes, but it didn’t work. I ran out of money. So I’m taking, you know, and I had 

amateur actors, and with amateur actors, you think you’re saving money, but you’ve got to have 

a lot more money, because you’re going to have to do a lot more takes. I couldn’t get them to act 

hardly—finally, I’m shooting the whole movie with just one take. Whatever happened, 

happened. So I knew I was doomed, and I couldn’t go anywhere and get any more money—I 

needed forty thousand more dollars—which now is nothing for a movie, I mean it cost that much 

to have breakfast that morning. But forty thousand, I could have made a pretty darn good movie, 

I actually could have. But anyways, it got in distribution, they went out, and it was a failure. 
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Some people really liked it—the concept of it—but it was a failure, and justifiably a failure. But 

I was down in Texas, at Austin, and Bobby was down there. I think it was his first wife, he was 

married—he’s been married three or four times—I really liked her. She was teaching at the 

University of Texas, so she wanted me to come out the day before the film and make a talk to 

students there. And after I made that talk, somebody—word got out some way or another, and 

that radio station that was owned by LBJ’s daughter—big radio station in Austin, his daughter 

owned it—Lady Bird, I guess, really owned it, but the daughter ran it. And so they asked me to 

come over there and do a program. Well guess what. The new—brand-new film commission of 

the State of Texas was on that program. We weren’t there to talk about my film— 

 

AW: 

You were there to talk about bringing films to Texas. 

 

ME: 

How they—we did this over here, at Santa Fe. And I had nowhere to go, and they were such nice 

people, I told them. And believe it or not, they did it, and they took two-thirds of our pictures 

away from us. They hurt New Mexico back to the scenery we’ve got now. 

 

AW: 

Yeah, I was going to say, they can’t move New Mexico into Texas, I mean— 

 

ME: 

So, they finally got it back, and now they’ve got every one of the main states of the union with a 

pictures, but they had billions—two or three billion dollars’ worth of pictures made here, all told. 

But that’s how it started, and that’s—you know, being from Texas, you get to where you just—

it’s all right, you know —(laughing)  

 

AW: 

Well, you were—we were at lunch one day, and you told me a little bit of a story, if you’re 

willing to talk about it again, about having to get some of the politics here in New Mexico 

straightened out to make all this happen. When you met the governor out at the motel out on 

Central— 

 

ME: 

Yeah, right out here—Western Skies—yeah, he—I got the—what was happening, that big 

picture I just told you about, the first big picture; well, the guy that the governor had hired to take 

over and run the production in the state—for the state—he’d arranged for kickbacks up there at 

Chama. Well, they were really getting ticked off, so word got to me that I knew was straight, and 

they’re fixing to squeal on it, and he—okay, it would hit the press, and the film industry would 

be over forever in the state of New Mexico. So anyway, the director called me, and he said “You 
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know, I’m not going to put up with this. If this isn’t cut off by tomorrow, I’m moving this whole 

film to Colorado,” and he said, “the next day it’ll be headlines in Variety and Hollywood 

Reporter,” and he said, “they’ll never make another film in New Mexico. That’s just the way it 

works, Max.” But he said, “I can’t put up with this, I can’t have it on the set.” It doesn’t just 

make sleaze out of the local people, it makes sleaze out of the movie people, too, they’re in 

cahoots doing this, all this kickback stuff. So that’s when I called the governor—first, I called the 

head—the editor of a newspaper here—it’s gone now, but it was here forty-something years—a 

really great paper—the Albuquerque Tribune—and I called up the writer for Variety, and I said 

“I’m going to rent a room out here at the Western Skies, and I’m fixing to call the governor—

wherever he is, he’s going to be there tomorrow at a certain time,” and I said, “and three of us—

I’m going to rent a room, and I’ll call and let you know what room, and the governor will be 

there, and I’ll be there.” And I explained to the newspaper editor—boy, he didn’t like it. I said, 

“Listen, you make out—just make out like, you don’t have to do it—you don’t have to say 

you’re going to do it, just make out like that you’re scared to death it’ll get in the news about this 

goof-up and destroy our industry. And the writer will be there from Variety, and he’ll verify it, 

and I think—” so everybody showed up. We went in the room, and that guy was fired before—I 

said, “I want him out of Chama and back in Santa Fe before dark.” And they sent a plane—the 

only plane they had, the little ol’ state plane—over there and got him and he was back. So our 

business kept going.  

 

AW: 

So you not only helped to get it started, you helped save it.  

 

ME: 

You betcha. I’m going to absolutely take total credit for those two things, because I damn sure 

did them, and there was nobody else that would or could. So that’s not much, but that was all of 

it at the time, it just was. Now, I can tell you the real true idiocy of all this was that I went out 

and did all that work and bought all those dinners and all those drinks and entertained all those 

people, bought all those cabs in Hollywood to get all those people there on my own money. 

Never charged the—it never entered my mind—I never—I just thought that’s what I was 

supposed to do. Then I realized later, everybody—even the writers—the stringers—they’re all 

getting paid—everybody was getting paid but me.  

 

AW: 

Well I’m surprised that the governor didn’t offer to help out some.  

 

ME: 

I don’t know—you know, I just never thought about it until way later. And I guess he just 

thought I was rich. I guess he had to, because he was a good guy; he was a level shooter. He 

just—for a politician, he’s about as good as you’re going to get—and no, I—yeah. There’s two 
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things I did besides writing and painting and mining, and stuff, that I’ve really been proud of, I 

guess, because they worked, and that’s that Farm and Ranch Heritage Museum—that never 

would have gone together without me and Dr. Sanchez at Belen. He—the two of us and his wife 

called a secret meeting when that thing was—I found out that they were giving up on us, and 

they were going to turn that building we’d got—we got the building built down there—and they 

were going to turn our museum into offices for the land commissioner—the Land Office, which 

is a big thing in this state because there’s so much government land. And I got word that was 

going to happen, so we called a facilitator who was—and his wife, who had established the Ford 

Museum, and raised thirty million dollars—that’d be like ninety or two hundred million now, 

and got the Ford Museum in, and they traveled all over the world facilitating these kind of 

things. So we had a meeting, we got—down here at the museum, we got—the Natural History 

Museum, I used to know a guy there, and they’re all dead now, I outlived them all, but we got a 

room, and we met there, and it got—he and his wife both came—and they told us exactly what 

we had to do, or they already knew about it—or it would be just offices for the state—never have 

a museum or anything. You know, that’s the biggest—that’s a forty-seven acre museum there. 

So the main thing was it had to be opened—officially opened as a museum. Let the public know 

it, let the taxpayers know it, let the politicians know it. Head off other departments wanting the 

building. So we forced a meeting and a vote—made a lot of people mad. Later they were very 

happy about it, but at the time they were really mad. And in fact, I had one of the ranchers on the 

board just tell me, “You don’t know what you’re doing to yourself here, Max.” And I just looked 

at him, I didn’t say anything, I said, “Well, we’re going to vote.” So for the only time in my life, 

I campaigned—I went around that huge table, and I went to the women. I didn’t bother with the 

men, much, they’d already—but the women, I told them, I said, “Hey, this is a beautiful thing for 

kids. This is what this is for.” Well, they all had love for their kids, and we won it by about two 

votes, opened it up, and there it is.  

 

AW: 

That’s pretty close.  

 

ME: 

Now down there, it’s international. People come from all over the world. Last year, they had 

sixteen foreign countries with people visiting—sixteen foreign countries. And those two things 

I’m really, really proud of, Andy. That I could contribute something to the state that was really 

worthwhile without having to be a politician or take anybody’s money—I did the whole damn 

thing on our money, and our money came harder than any one of them, I guarantee, nobody on 

any of those boards could hustle a living like we did.  

 

AW: 

No, I’ll bet that’s exactly right. I’m just checking the battery, there, sorry. I need to take a break, 
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too, for just a minute. Do you mind? Have you got enough energy to go on a little more? We can 

take back up tomorrow morning. I don’t want to wear you out today.  

 

ME: 

Well, let’s do one more segment, and that’ll just about get me done.  

 

AW: 

Okay, well let me just change batteries on this thing so it doesn’t quit in the middle of us, then 

we’ll do another segment. 

 

ME: 

You need a break too? You got it.  

 

AW: 

So I’m going to stop this, although before I stop it, I’m going to say this is the eighteenth of 

May—is that right? —of 2015, Andy Wilkinson and Bill Tydeman in the wonderful home of 

Max and Pat Evans, and we’ll start up again in a minute.  

 

End of recording 


