


Over &e yea1s, Mom always eljoyed her prcjecls ard helping other
people rvith dreirs. As much as she enjoyed selling items and fund rais-
ing we think she probably should have been in retail. She also had a
gift for generatiug enthusiasm aud motivating othe$. She was always
ready to "mll up he. sleeves" and help out.

Mom and my sister Meg were the church goers in the fan y. They
would always leave without a rnoment 1o spare when going to church
on tirne tom tle isolated ranches we grew up on. Mom liked to "do
good" andjoked that when she got to Heaveq she'd be su.e to get rnorc
stars in her crown for her acoomplishnrnts

One day during hunting seasoq Mom was retuming liom a trip
to towtr and found a velicle at the gate of Guadalupe Canyon; the oc-
cupants had apparently decided to go looking for deer or pd\ate la[d.
Mom launched out ofour truck and tracked fte rascals down! It was a
man and his two teenaged sons that, yes, werc out lluting deer Mom
not only hollered to him about ignoring tle sigls, but she was enraged
that he'd teach his sons to break the law by hunting on posted land. Sle
then added her pan about the poo. deer and how could a:ryone hann
one ofcod's creatures?

She was pretty dam proud ofherselfwhen she got home. She'd
really lit into then! calling tierr "those sony begga.s". (Nothing was
worse when Mornma was mad than being called "sorry".)

The next day at school, I nlet fivo boys that had just moved to
Douglas. Apparendy, they'd the 'opponmiq" to meet my Moln the
day before. They were quite solemn when talking about her, but did
admit to neeting ir Guadalupe Canyon with their Dad as they went
hunting. Since Douglas is a small !o\\,r, it v,,as I'pical to ask ofnew
residents what brorght them to the area - aad it tumed out these boys
rverc dre sons ofthe 1lew prcacher at Mon]'s church!

Afte. that, Mom kiuda gave up her fi antic atlempts to get to church
on time each Sunday, but she never gave up her good deeds. No doubt,
her cnrwn in Heaven it lit with starc and lots oflaughs over how sorne
oftlem got to be there!
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: l * * * *

Anna Magofin, daughterinJaw
Dwglas,Arizona

One ofmy favorite anecdotes about my mother-inlaw is a litde
thing slrc called 'pure lunuy'. For example, when drere was no hot
Naler al lhe ranch lrouse. she d say "Aj]nie. S ou kro\," $ hal pule luKury
is? It's hot water ftom the tap!" Ofcourse, tlings can be wolse, sucl'l
as no rurming water at all - but Mary never cornplained as we hauled
water She'djust say "Amie, youknowwhatpure luxury ls? Running
uater from rhe np. 

'

As with many things, Mary rcver felt ahe rced to vr'aste enelgy
complaining: inslead. she looked for rhe siJrer tining and used her
energy in a positive marner I know fia:ha last Grv months with us,
she missed her rvork with CCHS, recording histories and encouraging
others to do fhe same. It is with certainry, however, d1at I cao hear her
say "Annie, you know what pure luxury is? It's not a special edition
Joumal about_g(arld,she would be humbled), but so many new ideas
and so many good folks setting out to tackle them." And I agee; it's
DUIC ILtx[lIv-

John Magofii4 hasbund
( ochisc.\t ronghold, A izona

Mary and I were manied onFebruary 12, 1950, on herparents'25e
aoniversary. Our fint home was in the Pat Hills, aboutfive nriles south
ofDos Cabezas. We iived in a small stuccoed-block house about 2 %
yea$. Ortr filst child, a daughter named Meg, was bom in 195 1.

In 1952, we bought the Gff Allaire mnc\ which ran from $e
moudr ofthe Cochise Shonghold to abort seven miles noth. Brzz,
Molly, ard Matt were bom in the following years. When I needed
help, Mary would ride and work cattle with llre. Helen Jennison, the
neighbor's wife, would watch the kids. \!har Mary wasn't helping
rrte, she was busy taking care ofthe house, the kds, and dre animals.
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In 1966, we moved to Guadalupe Canyon, because we felt that too
many people were moving into the area where we lived. G|ladalwe
Canyon is ir the exact soulheast comer ofA-rizonq we had nine iles
oflbnce on the Mexican boder and six miles on ahe New Meico state
line. We just loaded W all our belorgings ol a bob+ailed tnrck and
several pickup loads, and nade the 90-mile trek. Thirty miles were
rough dirt road. Mary always refelfed to the rip as "shades of Old
Cochise" whenever we had to do any hauling ...or salv other people
widr their loaded cars or tnrck goilg somewhere.

We lived in an adobe ranch house in Guadalupe Canyon. The
4O-section (40 square miles) was rcmote. We used a gercrator fot elec-
tricif,, had rc phone, and used a windmill for water We had to cross
seven creek crossings to get to our house. During 6e nine years we
lived in drc Canyon, we had a blizzard, two floodg and a fue.

In December 1967, wehad ablizzzrd with a record srcwfall of
about 3' in the upper pan ofthe Canyon. o11 drc flats, tlerc was only
about 2'ofsnow. When it all melte4 the canyon mn about 6' to 8'deep
for several days and washed out the road. The road was in'passable
because ofdre quicksand in drc creek crossings. So the kids could get
to school we famed them out to the.eighbors, wamer and Wendy
Glenn, at the Slaughter Ranch for about six \.veeks. We'd park our truck
at the mouth ofdre canyon, then Mary and I walked the two miles to
the house widr our gunnysacks filled witl provisions. During fie day,
rve'd walk alorg the sides of steep hills and over a cottonwood hunk
that had fallen in the creek. Ifrve had to ualk horne atnight, we'dhave
to walk on the road through dre creek crossings by flashlight or, ifwe
were lucky, by moonligirt. Sornetimes we rued our little mules to carry
in groceries or hay and grain. The only people who came by that whole
six weeks were out neighbon-on horseback.

On September 16, 1971, w9 were all gone fiom home when a
hailstonn arrd raitr came about five miles up the canyon. The hail held
up the $ater and created a 10' rolling dam ofwater tiat came down
the canyoA according to our neighbor's hired hand. I was working on
another part ofthe ftnch and saw tie towering thunderhead, and I knew
we were going to have a flood in the canyon. About 5 o'clock in the
evening, when I got to the mouth ofGuadalupe Canyon, the wall of
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water had, fortmateh already gone by. The next moning, we walked
up the canyon and werc stunned by the damage! In the ralrower pafs
ofthe canyo4 the logs and debris were 20' up in the trees. The water
was ev€n about I 5' deep by our house, which was up or a ddge. The
water came within h{o feet ofwashing our house away; dre wooden
windmill was gone, the well was firll ofdebris, the conals were washed
away, and lvo ofour vehicles were full ofwater & nud

We mrely were away from the ranch at night but, four years later,
Mary ard I were in Tucson and decided to stay the night rvith our
daughter, Molly. The next moming, wlrcn we were driving up the
canyon on our way home, we rnet our son Matt. He said "The house
brimed down last night." We were stunned and could:r't believe what
we were hearing! Sure enough, all that was left were the adobe waiis.
Gone r.vere family heirlooms, photos, and rccords. Bfiwe were so lucky
that Matt was safe and d'rat he woke up in time to smell the smoke and
get out We the11 noved into the empry hired-hand's quarters or dre
west end of fhe rarch.

After the fie, all of the neighboring ranches and Mary's many
friends contributed items that were both practical and sentirnedal, to
help getus started again. Mary's fiends wantedher to have things that
were special to them; they lrrew how much she lost in the firc.

About 11 yea$ lat€(, we moved back io the Cochise Stronghold
and retired to a beautiful spot in the orchard on land we had kept from
the originalAllaire Ranch. Through all *re trials and tribulations, Mary
took things in her stride. She took dre good with the bad. She was a
wondedi mothef to our kids ard always made sure we had a good
hot l]]eal at suppetime.

Matt Magolfn, son
Dougla,s, Arizofia

My mom loved fresh prroduce. We grew up knowilg that nothing
held more value tlan wLen someone shared liesh \egetables or fllit,
and Morn, ofcourse, was tnrly happiest when she could slure produce
lridt others. Perhaps it was because she glerv up in hard times that she
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also appreciated the farmer or ftiend fhat grcw the food, as well as dre
history ofthe orchard or the medrods they used for plafltirg. Mom al-
wavs liked to rcfer to her 'Fanner's Alnanac' for noon signs, aad any
Old Tiner's secret to get something to glorv was a tieasure to her.

We grew up knowing the sunlmels meant a peach from Grizzle's
orchard and oh, how she longed for those delicious peaches. Ofcounq
she did a whole article for tl\e Hi,slorical Joxrnaljust on Crizzle's. It's
sad that residents of Cochise Counry will never krow what a pe.fect
peach fiom Grizle's is like! They can read what it took to get those
peaches to grorv and how tke Grizzles came to Cochise County yearc
ago- That was sonEthing about Mom...she never took arything for
gant€d- She always took the time to conside. $fiat a person had to
endwe to nuke a success ofany venture they took on.

Going back to produce itself, since Morn lllew how scarce rain can
be and how demandilg it is to pump water in fte Arizona deserr, sl're
never wasted an),thing glovm on the 1and. She would feed any peels
or dnds to the livestock. She had the ho.ses on the Magoffa Ranch
looking forward to sunlrner's bounty almost as much as her osn farn-
ily! The horses would devour ihe watermelon and cantaloupe rinds,
leaving them rvith drool and slobbers most ranch horses miss out on.
Vorn canned some things bul she rilled ro make her own dried ftujts.
slicing and preparing lioxes ofapples iom orchards :hat let her pick up
wlat they'd opted to leave behind. SLe madejellies and ryrups ftom
tl1e cactos ftlits and was one of the frst yea$ ago - to bdng back
grinding her own mesquite flour.

My mom made-by far--the Desl apple pie ftom gleaned apples
every fall! As a kid, the ONLY dessert that I'd eat rvas my morn's
apple pie! Mom would slic€ &e apples extra thin and lay drcm out in
p€rfect circles in fl1e pie pan; her crustwas always paper thi4 somedring
she insisted "made" the pie. She'd take a halfcup ofmilk and a cup
ofcookilg oil ard stir them together, then add drc two cups offfow
and roll the dough between two pieces ofwax paper To the app:es,
she added some ci$amon and only one cup ofsrgar. Mom's pies, of
course, weren'f about the rccipe; dley were about the right amount of
rain, the years it took for dre trees to grow, and the history involved in
rhe lamily who planted those trees.
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Ethel J. Ptice,ftiud
Sicnu nuo. At izona

I,[ary and John made Iny husband and I feel mosr welcorre f]om
the monent we met at a CCHS meeting- I ollly wish we'd had rnore
years to Alk, to excha,lrge stodes, to leam about things.

One &hg I did leam is that Mary could blush!
Several ofus were sitting arourd, waiting for a couple of other

nembe$ to arive, and got to talking about some "special memories"-
Well, Mary starled to tell a story about a particular game of checkers.
Most fanily memben say it was because, being very competiti!€,
Mary got exasperated when John wor1 all the games, ard she duew the
checkerboard up in the air with all the checkers on it.

Obviously, there was rnorc to the story but it was yery private and
I never asked. But ob wlnt you can leam flom observing people! You
see, when Gale Ginn said earlier in this volume that ".. .they werc a
perfectpaii',she was right. And, practicalpioneers thatrheybothwere,
:lere rvas a definite spark ofro:nattic passion.

Yoo had to be watchirg them to see it, because in the middle ofdre
tale about the game ofcheckem, Mary stopped talkitg ard Iidgeted ir
her chair Just a littlg bnt she did fidget. John, sitting at rhe erd ofrhe
tablg was lookiug at her with his eyes twinkling and a devilish grh on
hJs lace as he chrLcked quierlv "Heh-hehlreh." And she blushedl

I'm glad the subject changed- Whatever had happened it was a
veiy special emory apival.e memory - but it was about morc ftan
losing h€r temper aod tossing rhe checkerboard into the air.

I loved it!

Lucy Shilling, friend
Bewon, Arbona

ln ls40or 194L Cochise School hada Ditch Day'{aday free
liom studies) and dre class wel1t to Cochise Stonghold for a fun time.
Pearce School aiso had a Ditch Day and their class went to Cochise
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Stronghold. Thafs whue and when Arthur Shilling from Cochise met

Mary Bumett from Pearce.
A few weeks later, Arthur got a letter in the mail ftom Mary

requesting him to be her escofi for ler 8d Grade Gnduation! Arthur

hitch-hiked tom Cochise to Pearce for her gtaduation service. After

the ceremony, he escoded Mary *orn the Pearce School to Huddy Hall

on the Maio Street in Pearce. fl-Iuddy Hall was a building that Lad beer

moled from Tombstone, and Pearce used it for sweral years prior to

ttris particular occasion.) N&ry and Ardrur had a nice time dancing and
getting to know each other.

' Latet Arthur went into the Service and was away for a few years

during WW IL Upon his retum, he looked uP Mary. They both loved

to dance, and they both sta.ted goirg to ary dance they could find in

Willcox, Ton$stone, Dragooq and Cochise.
Arthlr left the area to find work, druing which time he met and

rnarriedNora. After 52 years, Nora expired but a few years later, he met

Lucy, a widow. One ofthe ftst places Arthur took Lucy was to meet

Mary and herhrsband, John. MaryFepared a lightmeal andtheyall got

acqLrainted. Mary asked Lucy ifArrhltrhad taken her dancing yet

The last time Arthur recalls dancing wirh Maty $'as about 1958 or

I 959; he and Nora had come to Dragoon for Thanksgivilg, and there

was a dance at the schoolhouse.
At the memorial for Mary during the luncheotr at the Sursites Se-

nior Center, Mary called her four cbitdren together, 1]ext to Arthur' She

told them he had be€n her first bo1'friend - quite an honor, huh? !? !

Raby SPwgeon' ftientl
Bet,su,t An:oaa

Mary and I belonged o Hannotry Chapter # 1 1, Order ofthe East-

enl Star. We got to see each other at the meetings, which rve really

eqjoyed.
We sold halfofour ranch to Kenny and Liz Gunter in 1960 and

bought a farm liom Bil1 and Bessie Graham on dre Stronghold road.

We lived close to John and Mary then, bur ow childrcn never went t'o

the same school.
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In 1964, we bought the hardware store in Elfrida. That's when we
became friends with all ofthe Bumett family, although we didn't see
Johr andMary too much. In I 978, V€rron and I moved to the outshlts
ofTircson and went to work after having hvo bad years offarming and
selling our hardwarc store.

In 1988,1retired and three months late! Vemon had a heart attack
and stroke. We RVd for au4rile, then bought another parcel in the J-6
area; tiat's when Jobn and l4ary came into our lives again. vemon cooks
a $eat poFroast and they'd come over for a visit and lunch. Mary and
I would go o1l into fiy sewing room to look at old photo albums and
just enjoy each other's company. She asked me to wlite a stcry aborf
Dragoon, so I djd.

Mary was the best friend ever She was so giving and kind. The
last time she and Johr came over, I had a cold so we talked through
ny kitchen window atd threw each other a kiss. There will never be
anodrer May Magoliil and I miss her every day!

: t * * * *

Emu l)unn Tanner, friend
Ii.tc'ro , Arizotla

Mary and I attended Pearce Ulion High School togetl€r dudng
the years of 1941 to t944. We shared rnany wondedll times togelher.
Mary was very in:elligent al1d nuintained the highest grade average of
all the students in our class.

I fondly remernber Mary's great sense ofhrmror Hermothertaught
chemistry during oul senior year Mary would sometimes use the Bun-
sen bumer to singe the hair on her arms, which blought an uproar of
laughter from the other studens in our class. Because ofthe continuing
war, there rvere no boys h our class, and because paper was scarce,
we were not able to have Yea.r Books or even Senior Pictures. Sti1l,
we can look back at those years and treasure the nemories ofrelation-
ships and tle special times that we shared. Mary grew into a wonderful
woman. She acco plished so much during her life ad mrly has made
a significant irnpact on the history ofSulphur Springs Valley.
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Fred Tanne4 friewl
Bom i Elliila (Whilewater) on Sepletnhet ll,1923

Mary was truly a dedicated iiend to so many. She was a woncler-
ful womaq respected and loved by so many. I will always apprcciate
her many hours oflabor in oeating the monument at Soldier's Holq
located at the haersectiol1 of Gleeson Road afld whitewater DIaw.
This meais so much to the people ofthe valley and especially to us
who grew up during dre Depression years.

Because ofMary's dedication in establishing this monume , a
significarft bit ofhistory is recorded lor irture generations, and a .Iea-
sured memory is visible for dre people of Sulphur Spdngs Valley.

1 . * * * *

THE END
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The following poem is an original creation, authored by one ofMary's
grandsons, 4nd was featwed on tle photo display at her Mernorial

Gootl BYe, Grannie

by

Mike Ma4ofrrl

Your steady smile always waiting at the doot
caring hands, cluick to pick up the fa1ler child from the floor.

Your warm laugh echoes drough my mind,
another person like you this world will never find.

Your love made every person it touched feel blessed,
It took all my strergth to see you lying down to rest.

I know you're in good comPany above,
And even though you're go[e, we all feel your love.

It is hard to capture wlut is ttLty felt with the art ofword,
But I hope t1€t for every good thing said by Grarurie, each one is

he3rd.

A.:rd just as you asked ofme when your days were numbered few,
Grande, I promise rve will never forget you.

These words were not put into print to make ariyone cryi
Rathe! they were \aitte,n as my way to say good-bye, C'ramie,

good-bye.

* * * t ( ! ( , [ ' H E E N D x x * x *
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