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Anna Magoffin, daughter-in-law
Douglas, Arizona

One of my favorite anecdotes about my mother-in-law is a little
thing she called ‘pure luxury’. For example, when there was no hot
water at the ranch house, she’d say “Annie, you know what pure luxury
is? It’s hot water from the tap!” Of course, things can be worse, such
as no running water at all — but Mary never complained as we hauled
water. She’d just say “Annie, you know what pure luxury is? Running
water from the tap.”

As with many things, Mary never felt the need to waste energy
complaining; instead, she looked for the silver lining and used her
energy in a positive manner. [ know that her last few months with us,
she missed her work with CCHS, recording histories and encouraging
others to do the same. It is with certainty, however, that I can hear her
say “Annie, you know what pure luxury is? It’s not a special edition
Journal about me (and she would be humbled), but so many new ideas
and so many good folks setting out to tackle them.” And I agree; it’s
pure luxury.
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John Magoffin, husband
Cochise Stronghold, Arizona

Mary and I were married on February 12, 1950, on her parents’25%
anniversary. Our firsthome was in the Pat Hills, about five miles south
of Dos Cabezas. We lived in a small stuccoed-block house about 2 V4
years. Our first child, a daughter named Meg, was born in 1951.

In 1952, we bought the Giff Allaire ranch, which ran from the
mouth of the Cochise Stronghold to about seven miles north. Buzz,
Molly, and Matt were bomn in the following years. When I needed
help, Mary would ride and work cattle with me. Helen Jennison, the
neighbor’s wife, would watch the kids. When Mary wasn’t helping
me, she was busy taking care of the house, the kids, and the 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. Guadalupe
Canyon is in the exact southeast comer of Arizona; we had nine miles
of fence on the Mexican border and six miles on the New Mexico state
line. We just loaded up all our belongings on a bob-tailed truck and
several pickup loads, and made the 90-mile trek. Thirty miles were
rough dirt road. Mary always referred to the trip as “shades of Old
Cochise” whenever we had to do any hauling ...or saw other people
with their loaded cars or trucks going somewhere.

We lived in an adobe ranch house in Guadalupe Canyon. The
40-section (40 square miles) was remote. We used a generator for elec-
tricity, had no phone, and used a windmill for water. We had to cross
seven creek crossings to get to our house. During the nine years we
lived in the Canyon, we had a blizzard, two floods, and a fire.

In December 1967, we had a blizzard with a record snowfall of
about 3’ in the upper part of the Canyon. On the flats, there was only
about 2’ of snow. When it all melted, the canyon ran about 6 to 8 deep
for several days and washed out the road. The road was impassable
because of the quicksand in the creek crossings. So the kids could get
to school, we farmed them out to the neighbors, Warner and Wendy
Glenn, at the Slaughter Ranch for about six weeks. We’d park our truck
at the mouth of the canyon, then Mary and I walked the two miles to
the house with our gunnysacks filled with provisions. During the day,
we’d walk along the sides of steep hills and over a cottonwood trunk
that had fallen in the creek. If we had to walk home at night, we’d have
to walk on the road through the creek crossings by flashlight or, if we
were lucky, by moonlight. Sometimes we used our little mules to carry
in groceries or hay and grain. The only people who came by that whole
six weeks were our neighbors--on horseback.

On September 16, 1971, we were all gone from home when a
hailstorm and rain came about five miles up the canyon. The hail held
up the water and created a 10 rolling dam of water that came down
the canyon, according to our neighbor’s hired hand. I was working on
another part of the ranch and saw the 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 of Guadalupe Canyon, the wall of
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water had, fortunately, already gone by. The next morning, we walked
up the canyon and were stunned by the damage! In the narrower parts
of the canyon, the logs and debris were 20° up in the trees. The water
was even about 157 deep by our house, which was up on a ridge. The
water came within two feet of washing our house away; the wooden
windmill was gone, the well was full of debris, the corrals were washed
away, and two of our vehicles were full of water & mud.

We rarely were away from the ranch at night but, four years later,
Mary and I were in Tucson and decided to stay the night with our
daughter, Molly. The next morning, when we were driving up the
canyon on our way home, we met our son Matt. He said “The house
burned down last night.” We were stunned and couldn’t believe what
we were hearing! Sure enough, all that was left were the adobe walls.
Gone were family heirlooms, photos, and records. But we were so lucky
that Matt was safe and that he woke up in time to smell the smoke and
get out. We then moved into the empty hired-hand’s quarters on the
west end of the ranch.

After the fire, all of the neighboring ranches and Mary’s many
friends contributed items that were both practical and sentimental, to
help getus started again. Mary’s friends wanted her to have things that
were special to them; they knew how much she lost in the fire.

About 11 years later, we moved back to the Cochise Stronghold
and retired to a beautiful spot in the orchard on land we had kept from
the original Allaire Ranch. Through all the trials and tribulations, Mary
took things in her stride. She took the good with the bad. She was a
wonderful mother to our kids and always made sure we had a good
hot meal at suppertime.

OOk ook ok

Matt Magoffin, son
Douglas, Arizona

My mom loved fresh produce. We grew up knowing that nothing
held more value than when someone shared fresh vegetables or fruit,
and Mom, of course, was truly happiest when she could share produce
with others. Perhaps it was because she grew up in hard times that she
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also appreciated the farmer or friend that grew the food, as well as the
history of the orchard or the methods they used for planting. Mom al-
ways liked to refer to her ‘Farmer’s Almanac’ for moon signs, and any
Old Timer’s secret to get something to grow was a treasure to her.

We grew up knowing the summers meant a peach from Grizzle’s
orchard and oh, how she longed for those delicious peaches. Of course,
she did a whole article for the Historical Journal just on Grizzle’s. It’s
sad that residents of Cochise County will never know what a perfect
peach from Grizzle’s is like! They can read what it took to get those
peaches to grow and how the Grizzles came to Cochise County years
ago. That was something about Mom...she never took anything for
granted. She always took the time to consider what a person had to
endure to make a success of any venture they took on.

Going back to produce itself, since Mom knew how scarce rain can
be and how demanding it is to pump water in the Arizona desert, she
never wasted anything grown on the land. She would feed any peels
or rinds to the livestock. She had the horses on the Magoffin Ranch
looking forward to summer’s bounty almost as much as her own fam-
ily! The horses would devour the watermelon and cantaloupe rinds,
leaving them with drool and slobbers most ranch horses miss out on.
Mom canned some things, but she thrilled to make her own dried fruits,
slicing and preparing boxes of apples from orchards that let her pick up
what they’d opted to leave behind. She made jellies and syrups from
the cactus fruits and was one of the first — years ago — to bring back
grinding her own mesquite flour.

My mom made--by far--the best apple pie from gleaned apples
every fall! As a kid, the ONLY dessert that I'd eat was my mom’s
apple pie! Mom would slice the apples extra thin and lay them out in
perfect circles in the pie pan; her crust was always paper thin, something
she insisted “made” the pie. She’d take a half cup of milk and a cup
of cooking oil and stir them together, then add the two cups of flour
and roll the dough between two pieces of wax paper. To the apples,
she added some cinnamon and only one cup of sugar. Mom’s pies, of
course, weren’t about the recipe; they were about the right amount of
rain, the years it took for the trees to grow, and the history involved in
the family who planted those trees.
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Ethel J. Price, friend
Sierra Vista, Arizona

Mary and John made my husband and I feel most welcome from
the moment we met at a CCHS meeting. I only wish we’d had more
years to talk, to exchange stories, to learn about things.

One thing I did learn is that Mary could blush!

Several of us were sitting around, waiting for a couple of other
members to arrive, and got to talking about some “special memories”.
Well, Mary started to tell a story about a particular game of checkers.
Most family members say it was because, being very competitive,
Mary got exasperated when John won all the games, and she threw the
checkerboard up in the air with all the checkers on it.

Obviously, there was more to the story, but it was very private and
Ineverasked. Butoh, what you can learn from observing people! You
see, when Gale Ginn said earlier in this volume that <. .they were a
perfect pair”, she was right. And, practical pioneers that they both were,
there was a definite spark of romantic passion.

You had to be watching them to see it, because in the middle of the
tale about the game of checkers, Mary stopped talking and fidgeted in
her chair. Justa little, but she did fidget. John, sitting at the end of the
table, was looking at her with his eyes twinkling and a devilish grin on
his face as he chucked quietly “Heh-heh-heh.” And she blushed!

I’'m glad the subject changed. Whatever had happened, it was a
very special memory, a private memory — but it was about more than
losing her temper and tossing the checkerboard into the air.

Iloved it!
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Lucy Shilling, friend
Benson, Avizona

In 1940 or 1941, Cochise School had a “Ditch Day” (a day free
from studies) and the class went to Cochise Stronghold for a fun time.
Pearce School also had a Ditch Day and their class went to Cochise
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Stronghold. That’s where and when Arthur Shilling from Cochise met
Mary Burnett from Pearce.

A few weeks later, Arthur got a letter in the mail from Mary,
requesting him to be her escort for her 8" Grade Graduation! Arthur
hitch-hiked from Cochise to Pearce for her graduation service. After
the ceremony, he escorted Mary from the Pearce School to Huddy Hall
on the Main Street in Pearce. (Huddy Hall was a building that had been
moved from Tombstone, and Pearce used it for several years prior to
this particular occasion.) Mary and Arthur had a nice time dancing and
getting to know each other.

TLater, Arthur went into the Service and was away for a few years
during WW II. Upon his return, he looked up Mary. They both loved
to dance, and they both started going to any dance they could find in
Willcox, Tombstone, Dragoon, and Cochise.

Arthur left the area to find work, during which time he met and
married Nora. After 52 years, Nora expired but a few years later, he met
Lucy, a widow. One of the first places Arthur took Lucy was to meet
Mary and her husband, John. Mary prepared a lightmeal and they all got
acquainted. Mary asked Lucy if Arthur had taken her dancing yet.

The last time Arthur recalls dancing with Mary was about 1958 or
1959; he and Nora had come to Dragoon for Thanksgiving, and there
was a dance at the schoolhouse.

At the memorial for Mary, during the luncheon at the Sunsites Se-
nior Center, Mary called her four children together, next to Arthur. She
told them he had been her first boyfriend — quite an honor, huh?!?!

% kR K K

Ruby Spurgeon, friend
Benson, Arizona

Mary and I belonged to Harmony Chapter #11, Order of the East-
ern Star. We got to see each other at the meetings, which we really
enjoyed.

We sold half of our ranch to Kenny and Liz Gunter in 1960 and
bought a farm from Bill and Bessie Graham on the Stronghold road.
We lived close to John and Mary then, but our children never went to

the same school.
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In 1964, we bought the hardware store in Elfrida. That’s when we
became friends with all of the Burnett family, although we didn’t see
John and Mary too much. In 1978, Vernon and [ moved to the outskirts
of Tucson and went to work after having two bad years of farming and
selling our hardware store.

In 1988, I retired and three months later, Vernon had a heart attack
and stroke. We RVd for awhile, then bought another parcel in the J-6
area; that’s when John and Mary came into our lives again. Vernon cooks
a great pot-roast and they’d come over for a visit and lunch. Mary and
I would go off into my sewing room to look at old photo albums and
just enjoy each other’s company. She asked me to write a story about
Dragoon, so I did.

Mary was the best friend ever. She was so giving and kind. The
last time she and John came over, I had a cold so we talked through
my kitchen window and threw each other a kiss. There will never be
another Mary Magoffin and I miss her every day!
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Erma Dunn Tunner, friend
Tucson, Arizona

Mary and I attended Pearce Union High School together during
the years of 1941 to 1944. We shared many wonderful times together.
Mary was very intelligent and maintained the highest grade average of
all the students in our class.

I fondly remember Mary’s great sense of humor. Her mother taught
chemistry during our senior year. Mary would sometimes use the Bun-
sen burner to singe the hair on her arms, which brought an uproar of
laughter from the other students in our class. Because of the continuing
war, there were no boys in our class, and because paper was scarce,
we were not able to have Year Books or even Senior Pictures. Still,
we can look back at those years and treasure the memories of relation-
ships and the special times that we shared. Mary grew into a wonderful
woman. She accomplished so much during her life and truly has made
a significant impact on the history of Sulphur Springs Valley.
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Fred Tanner, friend
Born in Elfrida (Whitewater) on Sepiember 11, 1923

Mary was truly a dedicated friend to so many. She was a wonder-
ful woman, respected and loved by so many. I'will always appreciate
her many hours of labor in creating the monument at Seldier’s Hole,
located at the intersection of Gleeson Road and Whitewater Draw.
This means so much to the people of the valley and especially to us
who grew up during the Depression years.

Because of Mary’s dedication in establishing this monument, a
significant bit of history is recorded for future generations, and a trea-
sured memory is visible for the people of Sulphur Springs Valley.

E O I

THE END
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The following poem is an original creation, authored by one of Mary’s
orandsons, and was featured on the photo display at her Memorial.

Good Bye, Grannie
by

Mike Magoffin

Your steady smile always waiting at the door,
caring hands, quick to pick up the fallen child from the floor.

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

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

I know you’re in good company above,
And even though you’re gone, we all feel your love.

It is hard to capture what is truly felt with the art of word,
But I hope that for every good thing said by Grannie, each one 1s
heard.

And just as you asked of me when your days were numbered few,
Grannie, I promise we will never forget you.

These words were not put into print to make anyone cry;
Rather, they were written as my way to say good-bye, Grannie,
good-bye.

*****?HE‘E:}\]D$$***
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PERSONAL NOTES
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