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           TheConvolution of fact and fiction                     
 
   

 

 Editor: Paper Chaser               MS PEACEMAKERS            August, 2006
 

 
 

  
Squinter’s Comments 

 

What ! No Clean Match 
 

August was hot, maybe that was why we had no clean 
matches or maybe it was the BIG target at the liver y. 
No target is to too big or too close to miss. 
Nevertheless the match was fun. The stages we set t o be 
fast so we could shoot and get out of the weather.  Ono 
finally made his way back to town, was good to see him 
again.  It has been too hit to go down and set the 
targets up on Friday afternoon and the gas has be c ome 
expensive also, so for a while we will set targets on 
Saturday morning. We can use as much help as we can  
get. Work day is set for August 26. We will try and  
start at 7:00 AM.  The trusses are at the range and  the 
other material will be delivered this week. We need  to 
start early, the heat will be bad, but the finished  
product will be worth it.  Bring wood working tools  as 
well as cordless drills to be used to screw in the tin 
screws.  A letter received from Easy Lee with the 
Mississippi River Rangers was distributed to the 
members present at the shoot and a copy will be pos ted 
at the range for the next few months for anyone to read 
that was not at the match. In short, Easy Lee was 
complaining that we, the Mississippi Peacemakers, w ere 
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not doing what he considered our part in putting on  the 
State Match. Also that we did not want to be 
"encumbered having to run the match" while competin g 
for the State Championship. A general meeting was h eld 
and it was decided that we would agree to put the S tate 
Match on ourselves in 2008. I'm sure there will be 
future discussion on this matter.  Hope to see a la rge 
turnout Saturday and at the next shoot. 
Squinter 
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Work Day Update 
 
 

A lot of hard hot work was done Saturday, but we didn't finish. I know it's hard to come to the 
range often, but we need to get the tin off the ground. We will have a work day on Sept. 9 to 
finish the pavilion in time for the September match. We will put the tin on and finish the 
gables. This will be the last work day of the year. I need a rest and so do you. Tell as many 
people as you can. We will begin at 7:00 AM while it is still somewhat cool. If we have 
enough people we can put the tin up on both sides at the same time. It will go on with screws, 
so cordless (or others)drills, so it will the be the tool of the day. The screws have 1/4" heads. 
Check out the web site. See you on the 9th of Sept.  
 

Squinter 
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Workday July 29, 2006 
 

Commenced at 7:00 am as scheduled.   I arrived at 7:15 and   Squinter had already enlarged his 
thumb with a hammer.  Deadeye Doc heated a paper clip with a Bic lighter and punched a hole 
in Squinter’s thumb from the fingernail side. I assisted with a 2nd Bic to get the clip red hot.  
From that point on Squinter didn’t allow anyone to get too close.  Lill got close enough to 
bandage the bobo.  Navada Bob, Buckbow and Homewood Lefty  became the  ramrods. What 
started as a pavilion is looking like an airplane hanger. Those present including the above were 
Southpaw, Dirty, J.B. Garrett, Neck, Southern Bandit, Deadeye Doc, Parson and myself Harpe.  
 
Homewood was showing off a new saw and ladder he purchased for $10 each.  Navada Bob 
told of seeing a large bag fall off the back of a truck.  He raced other passerby people to the 
bag.  Being a quick wit, he told the other people it was his truck the bag fell from and to stand 
clear.  Later he discovered the bag was filled with expensive tools.   
 
The builders level (instrument used to transfer precise elevations) used at workday belonged to 
either Buckbow or Navada Bob.  Later in the day, we began to suspect this instrument was in 
the bag that hit the pavement at high speed.    When we raised the connecting end beam, we 
discovered an elevation difference in the two outside beams.  
 
Things had gone so well, some of us sun whipped and fatigued workers said, leave it,  we don’t 
care if one side of the building is higher.  Navada Bob and Buckbow said  NO!!  About the 
time some visiting cowboy pointed this out, there would have been some mean feelings. We 
corrected the elevations.    
 

 

 
Aug. Match  

 
Southpaw showed up with his new hat twisted down over his ears.  I saw something like this 
when a friend of mine arose too early, turned on too many lights and was practicing blowing a 
duck call while cooking a hearty breakfast. Never disturb the lioness.  During an idle chat 
Southpaw told me he remembered getting his first bloody nose.  It was at bible school of all 
places and of all people, it was Dirty that did it.  I asked, was Dirty a bully boy growing up?  
He said Dirty was a real butt. They obviously patched up along the way, Dirty recruited 
Southpaw to our club.  We all know Dirty as reserved, responsible, and our club Treasurer.  
What you may not know is Dirty just retired from teaching school for 30 years.   He has 
committed to doing a 40 hour workweek at the range so any suggestions you have just drop 
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him a line and point out what you want done and a time table for completion.  He will give you 
a prompt reply.     
 
Freestate got mugged at Wyletta’s 4H house. She put 8 misses on him in one stage.        Whitey 
McCall has a slicked up 97 and 93 that might be for sale.  He told me he was going back to his 
Marlin?    Juarez Waddie’s is having rifle problems. The rifle worked perfect until he left it in a 
closet for two years. Squinter jacked out 3 rifle rounds on the Big Bubba target forgetting to 
pull the trigger. Definition of a slick gun is one that you can make several mistakes with before 
you can make yourself stop pulling the trigger.  Leatherneck and Lill purchased a travel trailer 
and their maiden voyage to Brierfield was enjoyable they said.  They have offered to loan it out 
so just give them a call.     Rebel Hawk and Southern Bandit were low key this month. They 
are prone to beating up 40 year old shooters each month.   Ono and Wild Bill Sullivan returned 
after long absence no worse for wear. Sandy Hopkins visited this month and did posse duties.  
For new shooters info, Sandy was V.P. for a few years and erected the church and livery stages 
with very little help.  Most of us call him Preacher so don’t let having two names confuse.  
 

 

 
Aug. 26 Workday 

 
Squinter, Freestate, Rock Hammer, Southpaw, Dirty, Waddie, Rebel Hawk, Gringo,  
Jedidiah Starr, Homewood Lefty, BuckBow, BuckBow’s Son and I apologies for not getting 
his name, Neck, Lill, Whitey, Deadeye Doc  and myself Harpe attended workday.  
 
From the pictures on the website you see we got a lot done.  It was hot but there some fun even 
in the heat.  Jedidiah Starr has always done a good job concealing any intelligence he may 
have. At workday his good wit and intelligence became more apparent.  We did have trouble 
with him pulling off his clothes in the heat.  He was ground control and safety man for our 
makeshift crane. Gringo was delegated a permanent crane handle operator. Whitey assisted 
when Gringo lost his breath.   Dirty and Southpaw installed the hurricane straps. Everyone 
worked hard and rotated duties.  Rebel Hawk was throwing up boards and tools all day. 
Buckbow and Homewood Lefty have more expertise and ability to work the roof and they did 
all day.  They took up the slack. Buckbow’s son was on the roof all day also and we owe him 
something in return.  For starters we will get his name right.  Per Squinter’s comments, your 
help is needed no matter what your limitations.  
                                                                                                                

Harpe 
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Dear Editor: 
 
I’m an old member and I enjoyed my visit to the August match.  My friend Irene and I enjoyed 
just watching from the porch.  Hopefully no one complained of the two old ladies taking up 
room. I noticed someone has broken my favorite chairs.  The club has improved a great deal 
since my attendance years ago. The young man Squinter turned how to be a good choice for 
president.  I did notice some of the men don’t seem to help set up the targets or help take them 
down for that matter. That would have never been tolerated in my day.  To be blunt, I had to 
leave before I could speak to all my friends.  Irene got so upset, she said Ima hold my 
combination drink while I go kick those two lazy tails off their carts.   
 
Sincerely, Ms Ima Fox.    
 

 
 



 7 

 

North from Texas 
 

“It was one of those hot, dusty, August afternoons when the 
grasshoppers seemed to rise in a cloud at every ste p and are 
aimlessly away in short parabolas.  The sparse gram ma and bunch 
grass was already brown, and the old Wyoming cattle man bent 
down and pulled a tuff.”  And so begins a really ne at little 
book about a cowboy from Texas who became a Wyoming  cattleman. 
James Clay Shaw, born March 17, 1852, was the ninth  of twelve 
children born to John and Elizabeth Shaw.  “Jim Sha w’s story is 
not just another cattle trail story; in face there is little 
information on the actual day to day drving of a tr ail herd.  
Shaw was not the forman or owner of the herd…”  “…t he value of 
the story is enhanced by the fact that it is not a contemporary 
account written by a twenty-seven year old, largely  
inexperienced Texas cowboy, but the considered impr essions … of 
a mature cattleman, written at a time when he could  select the 
most importatn (to him) incidents of his early life  and place 
them in their proper setting.” 
As Jim Shaw says in the beginning, “I have been ask ed by my 
friends to write a short sketch of my life.  On my part I will 
not try to make a ‘good story’ or put on it any pol ish, but 
will try to tell as near as I can the facts as they  have 
occurred to me.” 
 
I heartily recommend this book to you and your read ing, you’ll 
find it truly difficult to put down, so plan on rea ding on into 
the night.  The book is: North From Texas by James C. Shaw, 
First Texas A&M University Press edition, 1996. 
 
A map of his journey: 
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