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down to put on canvas things stirring to come out of
himself. He had said more than once that he wanted his

epitaph to be: HE KNEW THE HORSE. On Christmas
day of that year (1909) he was very ill. The day he died
he was forty-eight years, two months, and twenty-six days

old.
One can not be absolute on numbers, but according to

one statement, Remington had completed more than 2700
paintings and drawings, had illustrated 142 books, and

had furnished illustrations for forty-one different magazines.
He is not being judged now by quantity and will not be
judged by quantity. He knew the horse, all right, and he
knew the West — but more as a reporter than as a part of
it. At times, he was a superb reporter. I would say that in
"The Sioux Outbreak in South Dakota," a chapter in Pony
Tracks, he is a better reporter on cavalrymen than the senti
mental and beloved Ernie Pyle was on American soldiers in

World War II.
He knew cavalry horses and cavalrymen better than he

knew cows, cow horses and cowboys. On board a battle
ship off the Cuban coast during the Spanish-American
war, he wrote in an article for Harper's Weekly, "I want
to hear a shavetail bawl; I want to get some dust in my
throat, kick dewey grass, see a sentry in the moonlight, and

talk the language of my tribe."
As well as he pictured and wrote about "my tribe," if

Remington, Hungry Moon. Oil, 1900.

Frederick Remington could toil diligently, habitually ris
ing at six, breakfast at seven (half a dozen chops "and
other knick-knacks" as Mr. Pickwick would say), then work
in the studio until midafternoon, and afterward, return
in the evening. For a long time he struggled to keep his
weight down. At sixteen, he described himself as five feet
eight inches in height and weighing 180 pounds. He was
mighty proud of the way he rode up with General Nelson
Miles and other seasoned soldiers during their chasing
around after the Sioux in the year 1890. At that time, Rem
ington weighed 215 pounds. In 1894, at age thirty-three, he
records, "Without a drink in three weeks. Did 15 miles
a day on foot and am down to 210 pounds." In 1897, at age
thirty-six, he wrote to a friend, "Have been catching trout,

killing deer—feel bully — absolutely on the water wagon,
but it don't agree with me. I am at 240 pounds and

nothing can stop me but an incurable disease." He had only
eleven years left before the incurable disease did stop him.
Long before the end, he had grown too obese to mount a
horse or do much walking, but not to keep on drawing,

painting and writing.
In May, 1909, the Remingtons moved to an expensive

house and studio on a plot of ground they had bought
near Ridgefield, Connecticut. Remington had burned many
pictures with which he was dissatisfied. Although he could

not ride horseback in the West anymore, he was settling
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By ]. Frank Dobie

^Remington translated the visible into an astounding variety of pictures that do not fade
in interest or power . . . Charlie Russell had the rhythm of the earth to which he

belonged."

OF



Above: Russell, Steer Rider. Pen-and-ink and
water color, 1925. Left: Russell, Through the

Alkali. Oil, 1904.

he may have had some advantage in craftsmanship. I
cannot say. As a reporter through eye and ear, through
drawing, painting and writing, Remington habitually got
and gave the right words, but less frequently the right
tune. Even his soldiers sometimes seem but clever imi

tations of Kipling's.
Where ripeness is all, the right tempo is always present.

In his prose writing, Charlie Russell had the rhythm of the
earth to which he belonged. This rhythm was infinitely
superior to that of his sentimental judges. Remington's
prose has no rhythm beyond the Richard Harding Davis
type. He could be smartly clever with words. In this, Russell
resembled George Borrow, he of Lavengro and The Bible

in Spain, who lived with the gypsies and knew how to
char horses. From the hedges where Mr. Petlengro told
him, "Life is sweet," he went up to London, full of
ambition to write. He spent hours in a tavern reading a
variety of journals. Then in despair he said, "I can never be

as clever as that."
I think of two drawings by Charlie Russell. In one, The

Trail Boss is sidling over in the saddle, resting his knees

Gray Wolf. It shows an Indian standing with one foot

on the head of a dead buffalo partly consumed by wolves,
while a second Indian stands out on the bleak prairie,
maybe ten steps away, his shortened shadow on the ground,
arms and hands spread downward with his whole body in an
attitude of supplication. He is brother to a wolf trotting
around rather near, while two of his mates stand way-
out-yonder beyond rifle range. Quietness of everything,
the at-oneness between man and beast (both the quick and
the dead) and the earth (including sparse clumps of

grass) — this is not the Remington many times iterating
"man-just-shot-down-the-street."

It is not necessary to run down good bourbon in order
to enjoy good Scotch, and I trust I am not doing that when
I say that Remington toiled too furiously trying to satisfy
the demand for naked action, to linger and let things
soak into him. He knew more than he understood. In this
respect he is not the equal of Charles M. Russell, although

what he said in combined media were compared with
Captain John G. Bourke's On the Border With Crook,
Remington diminishes in amplitude, in richness of knowl
edge, in ease and familiarity with land, frontiersmen,
soldiers, Indians, and in nobility of outlook.

In the fourteenth edition of the Encyclopedia Briton-
nica, Rembrandt has six pages and Remington has one-
sixth of one page. I guess the proportions are about
right. Evaluations of Remington will not be right unless
the evaluers keep perspective and proportion. Now and
then, a writer's best, an artist's best — for some imaginers
at least — is something untypical, although not unrepre
sentative— something that has smouldered long in him
and is near to him, but would hardly be wanted by his rut-
following editors, publishers, and public. The Fight for
the Waterhole is near the climax of Remington's paint
ings of violence. Placed next to it in a little-known al
bum of reproductions is a picture entitled A Prayer to the

Russell, 77>e Buffalo Hunt. Oil, 1900.
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closest friendships was with Colonel William F. "Buf
falo Bill" Cody, the founder of the town and the in
spiration for the growing Historical Center which bears

his name. Situated at the east entrance to Yellowstone
National Park, the Remington studio collection will re
main permanently and appropriately as a unique public
exhibition, along with collections of the works of the

other great documentary artists of the old West, in the
Whitney Gallery of Western Art. For this writer, it is like
an old friend come home — and I am sure that Frederic

Remington himself would be pleased. •

New Rochelle studio its museum aspect. It had been Fred
eric Remington's personal desire that his collection should
someday be permanently exhibited in its entirety in an
appropriate museum, and this important qualification was
made as a basic requirement of the sale. It was, therefore,
during the active planning for the Whitney Gallery of

Western Art, as pan of the Buffalo Bill Historical Center in
Cody, Wyoming, and my appointment as director of that
nebulous museum, that I took more than ordinary interest in
working out some plan whereby the Remington studio col
lection might be acquired. This was made possible by the

Remington, Arrest of the Scout. Black-and-white oil, c. 1898.

knew it was full of something, and when the lid was pried
off it was found to be crammed full of the missing oil
sketches, with a number of much larger unfinished paint
ings— more than eighty canvases in all! The big box had
probably been packed when the Remingtons moved from
New Rochelle to Ridgefield and had not been opened in
more than forty years. Unfortunately, the paintings had
been carelessly packed, one on top of another; some were
damaged and all were very badly in need of cleaning. But
for me, it was like finding a treasure which had long been
buried in the sand.

Remington, Sitting Bull. Oil, n.d.

generosity of the W. R. Coe Foundation, and one large,

forty-by-forty-foot wing of the new building was special

ly designed to accommodate the collection — as the new

museum's first acquisition.

It is a most appropriate circumstance that Frederic

Remington's studio collection should come back to the

West which that great artist loved so deeply and por

trayed so faithfully. Some of his happiest and most fruit

ful days were spent in the vicinity of the town of Cody

and the nearby Rocky Mountains and Big Horn Basin of

Wyoming's  still  unspoiled West.  One of Remington's

The Remington Art Memorial had long faced the prob
lem of having a considerable amount of cleaning and
restoration work done for the preservation of its collec
tion of large and important paintings — the mainstay of
the permanent collection. The old mansion also needed
some critical remodeling to lessen the serious fire hazard
and modernize the antiquated soft-coal-burning furnace.
After long and intensive efforts had failed to raise the
necessary funds for this urgent work, the Board of Trus
tees, in 1956, decided to sacrifice the Remington studio
collection of 110 original oil sketches, together with all the
Indian, cowboy and other material which had given the

the artist's personal diaries, note books, sketch books and
photographs, and making fascinating discoveries in boxes
of letters and other memorabilia long stashed away in
dark closets of the old Ogdensburg mansion in which the
Memorial had been housed. It was not until about two
years after my Remington biography was published, how
ever, that I got into a back corner of the building's dim
and dusty attic, and with the aid of the caretaker pulled
out a large six-foot-square packing case. It had long been
covered with old bedsteads, broken picture frames and
empty boxes. No one knew what, if anything, the big
packing case contained. When we started pulling it out we

and a volley of rifle shots caused members of the deploying
party to dive behind the best shelter they could reach in a
hurry. Remington found himself hugging the ground behind
the Indian guide, who started firing his rifle around the
corner of the rock which provided their protection. For a
time Fred just flattened out against the ground. After a
while he noticed the unusual pair of beaded moccasins that

were moving so close to his face. He stared at these
admiringly for a moment.

"Want to sell those moccasins you have on?" he queried.
The Indian aimed and fired his rifle, then grunted, "Sell
'urn . . . Dollar." Remington squirmed until he was able to
get a dollar out of his pocket — but the Indian was taking
aim again. After he had fired, the dollar was tossed to
where he could reach it, and the moccasins were kicked off.
It had occurred to Remington that the Indian, or he, might
get killed before they got back to the reservation, so he
had closed the deal on the spot, and stuffed the moccasins
into his own pockets. "Later a model posing for me wore
those particular moccasins," the artist reminisced with a
chuckle, "and when the picture was exhibited, an art
critic wrote, 'Remington is always picturesque. His Indian
guide wears a pair of moccasins the like of which were
never worn by any Indian guide outside a theatre. The
actual guide probably wore a pair of old army brogans!'"

Most of Remington's formal and finished work was
done in his studio, although he made an abundance of
sketches, both in color and in pencil, in the field, and on
his later trips into the West he made hundreds of photo
graphs. Also, like most good artists, he had a remarkable
photographic memory. The penciled portrait sketches he
made of oldtimers, are wonderfully done, and many of
the oil color sketches on canvas and board have an im
pressionistic and charming quality which is not excelled
by his finished works. Some of these are pure land
scapes— which he did apparently for sheer personal
pleasure. There were well over a hundred of these beauti
ful field sketches in oil in the studio when the Reming
tons moved from New Rochelle to the larger estate near
Ridgefield, Connecticut, only a few months before the
artist died in 1909. He was not well in the interim and
much of the studio collection was not even unpacked.
Then, after the sudden death, and in the confusion which
was precipitated, everything was packed and shipped to
the old home town of Ogdensburg in upstate New York.
Many of the packing cases remained in storage not only
until after Eva's death seven years later, but until 1923,
when the Remington Art Memorial was established. Some
where along the line nearly all the oil sketches were "lost."

During the twenty years or more that I was gathering

material for the book FREDERIC REMINGTON —
Artist of the Old West (Lippincott, 1947), I spent a great
deal of time at the Remington Art Memorial, examining
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Upper right: Russell and his neice, Mrs. John M. Wenneis.
Photograph taken at Lake McDonald, Glacier Park, c.
1909.

Right: Olaf Seltzer, Charlie Russell, e. 1891, with the
N-N Outfit in the Judith Basin, Montana. Oil, n.d.

Opposite page: Russell, Buffalo Coat. Oil, 1908.

Log Studio (COnt'd)

imagined criticism, apparently lost interest in it. After
one statement to the effect that it was probably a mistake
to put a log cabin in this part of town, he refused to
even glance in the direction of the growing edifice.

Nancy, who in her usual way, had gone all out to make
the studio everything he had suggested, was heartsick. She

appealed to their closest friends the Triggs.
At the first opportunity, Trigg called across the short

distance which separated the Russell property from his
own, "Say, Charlie, I've been so busy, I haven't had time to
see your new studio, but it sure looks good from the

outside."
"Do you like it? Charlie asked.
As the two men met in front of the half-finished

structure Charlie said hospitably, "Come in and have a
look." He never let on for an instant that it would be his

own first view of the interior.
As Trigg admired the huge stone fireplace, Charlie

said, "I'm gonna cook sourdough bread from a Dutch oven
and barbecue steaks over the coals like we did out on the
range. You know, Mame scares the tar out of some of

them old hard cases that I usta ride the range with. They
privately think that I'm henpecked. They don't know what
a good little old pa'dner she is to travel in double harness

with."
In due time the building was finished and Charlie

carried to it the treasures he had accumulated over his
more than twenty years as a cowboy and friend of the

Indians. These things, along with his painting equipment
were all that he allowed to be housed there. The sparce
pieces of furniture were homemade counterparts of that
found in line shacks and abodes such as that of the hide
hunter, Jake Hoover with whom "Kid" Russell had lived

out his boyhood dreams.
Charlie Russell loved this plain log building, a personi

fication of himself; it was stark in its simplicity, yet warm
and welcoming to all that walked through its portal. Within
its walls an artist wrote his autobiography in relics of his
past. Within its walls a warm heart relived again the death
less days of a great era. There lived again the far-flung herds
of the redmen's buffalo, who lived and died an ignoble
death at the hands of the hide hunters, in order to make
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boys who shoot up the railroad trains. Write when I can
expect you." A few days later he writes, "We expect you.
It is summer here and I have gotten my nerve back al
ready." Then still later from Punta Gorda, Florida, he
writes, "Sorry you can't come. I am like a sixteen-year-old
school girl now. Mrs. R. wishes you were coming and
sends regrets." Even while on this trip to Florida he
couldn't get the West out of his thoughts. He used the
opportunity to collect information for an article about
cowboys, even if he had to settle for Florida cowboys.

The correspondence with Wister substantiates the le
gend that has grown up around Remington that he would
have very little to do with women. About the only time
he mentions his wife is in connection with invitations to
Wister to visit them. However, whenever his wife was
away he evidently missed her greatly as is indicated in
one of his letters when he wrote, "The misus arrived to
day with . . . paper and ink. My 'Injun' and I have been
burning bacon and coolin' coffee for a week on the batch."
When writing about his illustrating Tijana he commented
that he "Didn't get the girl pretty as the second word
unfortunately says she was — but no one can expect that
of me."

He seemed especially eager to tell Wister about his
great interest, hopes, and desires in his new found love,
modeling. He wrote to Wister that he had only one idea,
"mud" — going on to say that "all other forms of art
are trivialities." He was very much taken with the thought
that through "mud or bronze" he would become im
mortal. As he wrote to Wister, "It don't decay — the moth
don't break through and steal — the rust and the idiot
cannot harm it for it is there to say (that) one day I was
not printed in another tone from this — one day anyone
could read me — now I am black letter. I do not speak
through a season on the stage. I am d— near eternal."

He writes, "You just ought to see the 'great model' I

am making — it's a lulu." Then at another time he states,
"My model is said by competent judges to be immortal.
Your sneers will haunt you." Then later, "They are writing
editorials out West about the Buster."

Remington has quite a bit to say to Wister about his

weakness in color. He writes that he is going out West
to devote two months to color. Then he goes on to say,
"I am sufficiently idiotic to have a color sense and I am
going to go loco for two months." Another time, he refers
to plans for going into the desert in the month of October
with an engineer by the name of Worth. They both want
Wister to go with them. Remington mentions that they
would have a good time and "might uncover some new

color."
Occasionally Remington philosophizes on art, such as

when writing of his painting derived from Reno's repulse,
where Reno and his men are crossing a ford in a huddle.

He remarked, "It was kind of unpatriotic but art is im-

(cont'd on page 36)

Upper left: Owen Wister, the author, as a young man. His
most famous work was The Virginian.

Lower left:  Remington, The Messenger. Black-and-white
oil, e. 1903.

"Am going to Montana for two months—to

sweat and stink and thirst and paint, par

ticularly paint."

By N. Orwin Rush
Like a good many individuals of the period, Frederic

Remington carried on a rather extensive correspondence
with a number of persons. Hundreds of these letters are in
existence today. Few, however, are more interesting than
approximately ninety letters (now in the Wister Collection
in the Library of Congress) written by him to another
great westerner, Owen Wister.

Letter-writing gave him an opportunity to confide in
Wister on many subjects. He seemed especially eager to
tell Owen Wister about his new-found love, modeling,
his great desire to improve his color, and his writing.
Most of his letters to Wister, as would be expected, deal
with some phase of the old West. With few exceptions,
they are undated and are rather brief, rarely running to
more than two or three pages and often only a single
page. They reveal a very close and intimate friendship.

The eighteen different salutations Remington used in
letters to Wister, including "Dear Wis," "Dear Ownie," and
"Dear Dan," are, in themselves, an indication of the real
feeling that Remington had for Wister. Wister was called

Dan only by a few very close friends.
His letters are full of comments about trips, especially

his western ones. Many times he urges Wister to go with
him or to join him. Typical of such remarks are, "Am
going to Montana for two months — to sweat and stink
and thirst and paint, particularly paint," or "Just back from
two months in Montana and Wyoming—trying to paint
at the impossible — had a good time." Most of his western
trips were for a period of two months. His wife evi
dently never accompanied him on any of them. She did,
however, go with him on at least one trip to Florida. He
writes to Wister from Jacksonville, Florida, "Old lady
has grip and we have been detained here until Thurs
day morning . . ." Even on this trip he seems to yearn
for Wister's companionship. He tries to entice Wister
to join him by such remarks as, "Come — dove, deer,
bear, tarpon, red snapper, ducks, birds of paradise, cow-
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I get fixed I want to load you up with ball cartridge and

fire you off."
It appears that from the very first time Remington

and Wister met in Yellowstone Park in 1893 (at which
time Wister wrote in his diary, "He made a good criticism
on the first two pages of The Promised Land which I
accepted and profited by") until Remington's death in
1909, Remington freely gave Wister literary advice both
on his own iniative and whenever Wister asked for it.
When writing about one of Wister's cowboy stories he was
illustrating, he suggested that Wister should, "Tell about
the survival of the fittest down in the back reaches of
New Mexico and Arizona." Evidently after Wister asked

Remington for his comments on one of his stories he
writes, "I send back manuscript. It's all right." Another
time he writes, "The article is all right," but goes on to
say, "I would make more scenes and less essay if you can
see your way to do it. Make more of the fourteen men

and the maverick etc."
Remington was always pleased to have Wister write

introductions to his books; however, he did not hesitate
to tell Wister how they should be written. He instructs
him, "Write me a short preface such as will stun the
public by its brevity and by its Homeric style. Get off the
earth — see visions — go back — launch into the future."
When asking Wister to write the preface for his book,

Done in the Open, he wrote, "I want a lulu too — no
d--newspaper stuff saying how much I weigh, etc. etc.
but telling the d— public that this is the real old thing —
step up and buy a copy — last chance — ain't going to be

any more West etc." •FR

months later, Wister. In commenting upon this, Remington
stated that Harpers wanted cheap men, going on to say

that he found a way to get printed anyway.
On one occasion there seemed to be a misunderstand

ing about who was to write a certain story about a bear
hunt. Remington explained that he had already written
the story since he could write it much better than Wister
"because it was a lot of little things which happened and
a very little bear and you were not there anyway." On
another occasion he mentions a story about canoeing which
he is working on, calling it a good one but writing that he
is going to do it over and send it to Wister to "make

copy."
In a letter concerning some poetry, Remington writes, "I

can't say anything more than that I would like you to do

it but I wouldn't stop important work to do pen etchings
for you and don't expect you will for me. Tell Collier you
will or you won't and pass it up — no harm done pardner."

In spite of whatever literary rivalry there may have
been between the two men, Remington certainly enjoyed
illustrating Wister's stories. At times, however, he found

him quite difficult to please. When working with him
on his story "Game and the Nation" he wrote to Wister
that he was "tusseling with your d— subjectives." Once he
wrote to Wister, "Well old man what's the matter of your
coming out here for next Sunday... I have the 'Second Mo.
Com.' — and it's bothering me to know just how to illus
trate. We will 'raise our voices' in the matter." As time
went by, he accused Wister of getting harder to please.
After commenting that he had finished the illustrations
for one of Wister's articles he went on to say, "and when

Letter-Writer (cont'd)

personal I am told."
Not a great deal has been written about Remington's

literary activities. A kind of rivalry existed between Rem
ington and Wister when it came to writing; both were
praised, highly, by Theodore Roosevelt; both wrote articles
about the West for the leading magazines of the time;

both published their best western novel in the same year
just a few days apart; both books went into a number of

editions; both were produced as plays and opened in New
York at the Manhattan Theatre only a short time apart.
Remington's letters to Wister reveal some interesting
comments from which one gets the impression that Rem
ington had mixed feelings about his ability to write. He
was always eager to have Wister's comments on his literary
activities. In one letter he asked Wister what he thought
of his stories. He then went on to say that Wister would
probably think them amateurish, but they were not sub
jective. He confessed that his writings lacked a great deal,

but he wrote to Wister that they gave him "a chance to

use his right' as they say in the arena."
Remington wrote to Wister that he was thinking of writ

ing a short character story pertaining to the West, but went

on to say that he didn't intend to "do the West." He wrote,
"I couldn't if I would, I am only a character man. What
we do along such lines can have no comparison. I'm a
snare drum and you are an organ." Another time Reming
ton wrote to Wister saying he had some writing to be done
which he could not do himself but he knew Wister could.

For many years Harpers was an important outlet for

both Wister and Remington. However in the early 1890's
Harpers dropped them both, Remington first and a few

Remington, The Rabbit Hunt. Black-and-white oil, e. 1896.Remington, Camp on the Cheyenne River. Oil, n.d.Remington, The Night Rider. Oil, n.d.Remington, The Coming and Going of the Pony Express. Oil, 1900.
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By Ramon F. Adams
In the carefree days before his marriage, Charlie

Russell painted for amusement. Creating pictures was
his favorite diversion. His friends of those days will
testify to his liberality with the products of his brush.
If a friend admired one of his paintings, it was pre
sented to him. He saw no reason why that individual
should not own it. Giving was a part of his happi
ness. Many of his early pictures were sold to feed his
hungry friends, or to buy them a few drinks. He failed
to realize the value of his work; and, although he was
continually urged to leave the range and devote full

i time t& artf*he free, easy li " jthe. open was the

^Hmagnetnot resist.       ^y*.^   -

Nature taught her child to read, to write

and spell, and with her books before him

he reads his lesson well.CMR
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Since Charlie knew the West before civilization moved
in, his knowledge was gleaned from having lived it, not
from superficial observation. He loved the strife and con
flict of that life. Witnessing, as he did, the vanishing of
the buffalo and the Indian, the replacement of cows for
plows, he realized that the life he loved was passing into
history. So, with each eventful happening, he etched in
delibly upon his mind the pictures he has since put into
lasting form upon canvas and in bronze.

The characters of his paintings bear out the creed of his

accurate craftsmanship. Never will you find one waving a
tomahawk, holding a Henry rifle or throwing a rope with
the wrong hand. You can tell that his horses have been
"broke" by the saddle marks. Whether the pattern of a
wearer's costume, or a medicine man's headdress, Russell
drew it as he knew it to be. The critics receiving most of
Charlie's respect were his fellow cowboys.

Apart from the beauty of Russell's paintings, the grandeur
of the purpling hills and snow-covered buttes, of misty cold
effects against an autumn sky, of amethyst sunset and topaz
dawn, his pictures have distinct historical significance. In
the accuracy of detail, the creator was faithful to the time
and the place of the old frontier, thus leaving a legacy to
the future in his canvases.

His paintings are chronicles in wonderful colors that are
true to the glories of the landscape of his country. In none
of them is the sun itself visible but the highlights are so
well painted, the flashback of the sun as it strikes a face

or an object so realistic that one turns involuntarily to see
if the sun is not filtering through a window.

Russell, Elk in Forest. Oil on papier-mache bowl, 1889.

Above: Russell, White Man's Buffalo. Oil,
1919.

Below: Russell, The Wagon Boss. Oil, 1909.
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pictures tell an unforgettable story.
Most of his paintings were of men and animals in violent

action, in poses not possible to be held by a model for an
instant, even if the cowpunchers had had a mind and
willingness to do so. He then turned to his first love —
modeling in clay and wax. With these materials he could,
with unbelievable speed, arrest each of his subjects in the
pose he wished them to assume in the picture.

He would arrange these figures as though they were
actual participants in the real scene. Then, to make the
effect complete, he would place them in the desired posi
tion in relation to the sunlight. Now he was ready to begin
filling in his picture on canvas.

One of his greatest problems was the portrayal of the
human anatomy in action. When alone and in a quandary,
he would often strip his torso and stand before a mirror
observing his own muscles, noting the twist of a limb or a
movement of his head, sketching the right muscular outlines
as they appeared in certain vigorous postures.

O

the better side of the red man, and he found many traits

to admire. As his contacts with Indians became more
frequent and he had opportunity to study their character,
he came to the conclusion that in some respects the Indian
had a sounder philosophy than did the white man. Instead
of seeing murder in their hearts, he saw the misunderstand
ing between two races of people. Instead of merely catching
the action of the moment, he caught and preserved the

historical background which produced the action.
When he put upon canvas a mass of detail, action and

history, it was always because this was the thing he liked

to do best. His taste in art was avowedly for the picture that
told a story. He painted like a master novelist writes. His
pictures had action and suspense. There was a hint of dis
tance and the highness of the country he knew so well, a
thrill of danger, a splash of blood, the smoke of a .45 but

always and beyond his pictures, the immutable, luminous
splendor of the blue-purple mountains, with a sense of

Infinity and the Absolute above them.
His pictures have the exciting element of danger. He

loved to paint a mixed-up, tangled-up situation whereby
man or animal had an equal chance of victory. The incident
was not enough. The hazard, the chance and the possible

tragedy alone gauged his interest. He had the wit to see a
dual situation attached to any great moment, and he had
the ability to paint his animals and characters in a hazardous

situation such as daily occurred in the unfenced West —
situations no other artist had ever attempted. He never
generalized, but gave accurate and graphic events, and his
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Russell, Bronc to Breakfast. Oil, 1912.

Charlie lived the life and the scenes he depicted. In the
wilderness of Montana and Canada he was the companion
to the freighter, the trapper, the hunter and the Indian. On
the plains he herded cattle, worked on the roundups and
participated in the rough-and-ready and wild existence of
the region. He wore the clothes with which he clothed his

characters. He felt the emotions he put upon his canvases.
His men are rough, homely frontiersmen, not the fiery

romancers depicted by some idealist. His characters are
close to earth, men he lived and worked with, not caricatures

or exaggerated types.
Not being a portrait or landscape artist, Charlie could

not pose his subjects, nor set up his easel at the scene of
action. He had to draw upon an indelible memory for the
subjects he painted, and except for the backgrounds, which
he frequently sketched at the scene, he relied upon hard

work to secure the effects he desired.
Russell hated comparisons. His generous heart rebelled

against comparing his work as better than that of other
artists. Yet many critics have compared his Indians, for

example, to those of Remington. Remington saw the West
from a soldier's point of view. He saw the Indian on the
warpath — as enemies of the white man, as barbarians to
be subjugated. But Russell saw an entirely different West.

He saw it from the point of view of the pioneer who came
West to make it his home, to enjoy its thrills and suffer its

hardships.
He did not look upon the Indian as the white man's

enemy. Early in his western experience he came to know

.'i
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perhaps because of it, he developed a sensitive technique
of much natural refinement, springing from an inborn
exultation in the light, color and freedom from the influence
of "school," and untrammeled by tricks of the studio.

He gave us the presentation of an individual cowboy
and horse in such a way, and with such authority they seem
to become the type of their race, but at the same time, and
in the same picture, he gave us their world and their life,
with its joys and hardships.

The sentimentality of the poet ill suits a man like Charlie
Russell; still, his pictures often affect the beholder as some
powerful poem, more epic than lyric, in which he glorifies
Nature, the living and the lifeless.

He painted because he could not help painting. It was
as much a part of the necessity of living to him as breath
ing. It has been said that if he had lost both hands he
would have found some means of putting brush to canvas,
for he had to do it. And herein, perhaps, lies the secret of
the man behind the pictures.  •
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All his pictures are characteristic of him, full of motion,
vivid color, the indescribably translucent atmosphere of
those latitudes and, above all, authentic of the native and

the landscape.
The West he was perpetuating was that of the 70's and

'80's, the West of cowboy pranks and Indian ceremonials,
of buffalo and wolves, Rocky Mountain sheep and bears,
and the cattle ranges — the West of "holdups" and miscel
laneous shootings, of cattle- and horse-stealing, of "bad men"
and quick gunplay. These things are found in his pictures
and sculptured groups, presented with freshness and verve,
with excellent composition, free, spirited drawings and
modeling, and faithful adherence to accuracy in matters of

costume and equipment.
Charlie Russell became a master with no master but the

inspiration of the West, the vivid experiences of his days
on the range, the thrilling story of adventure and explora
tion and an indomitable genius to teach him. Yet, notwith
standing this lack of academic training and precedent, or





Will Rogers, Jr.Russell, Pardners. Water color, 1918.

O

"Son, I want you to remember this man. He is a ver
famous man. Remember that you have seen him. Pay at
tention and remember what he says."

As a result, I can still see a short figure in cowboy boot
and hat standing up before a sandy hill, holding us spell
bound as he told a story in the Indian sign language.
know it was effective, because for years after, we childre
used these signs.

We met many famous people, but never, either befor
or since, did my father ever single one out to us as he di
Charlie Russell.

The two men were amazingly similar. Both true wester
cowboys, both brilliant story tellers, both great lovers o
people. Their admiration was not of just one talent fo
another. It was deep and man to man.

One of the most touching things Will Rogers ever wrot
was a foreword to one of Russell's books. In another plac
he said, "He is the only painter of western pictures in th
world that the cowpunchers can't criticize. Every little piec
of leather or rope is just where it should be. So you see, i
these times of scandal, it is a pleasure to point out to yo
someone who has gained fame and still remains pure."

The odd use of that last word in italics hints at the dee
emotion Will Rogers always felt concerning Charlie Russell

46

It is my belief that Will Rogers admired Charlie Russell
more than he did almost any other public figure.

They first met in 1904. "Charlie Russell was trying to
sell a few paintings and I was trying to sell a few jokes
when I first met him years ago," he once wrote. "We met
in the East. Neither of us had much more than carfare...
He went up the ladder of fame a lot faster than I did."

"I always wanted to have Russell pictures," he wrote an
other time, "but his prices rose faster than my salary. I
couldn't catch him."

There is considerable truth to this. Only after Russell's
death and the coming of the talkies did Will Rogers acquire
a small collection.

When we first moved to Beverly Hills, Charlie Russell
and his wife, Nancy, came several times to visit us. My
father was never in doubt as to Russell's genius, as the
following will show.

I was about seven or eight years old and we were at a
picnic at Harry Carey's ranch near Saugus. William S. Hart,
Tom Mix and other western stars were there.

After the meal Charlie Russell came over to entertain the
children. There were several sets of us, and I am sure we
had been raising general cain.

My father came over with him and leaned down to talk

tome.

By Will Rogers^ Jr.

Will Rogers, 1900.

I



49The Rattlesnake. 1905.

REMINGTON'S BRONZES

have to try to explain the difference, because in the 1961

"Remington" number of the American Scene, this was
done very well by Bruce Wear, Art Curator of the

Gilcrease Museum.
My next find was a card for The Norther, 1900. There

was no indication that it was a painting, statue or drawing,
and the only description was "Cowboy on horseback in
snowstorm." But I knew that Thomas Gilcrease owned a
bronze of that title, said to repose in his safe; he had no mu
seum then. From Remington's own letters we know that
only three of these existed. So once again, Mr. Gilcrease had
rung the bell; he owned one of those three.

Walter Latendorf, a regular sleuth of a dealer, had his

nose on the trail of another Norther for years; yet to the
day of his death he never found it. I have since located it.

That makes two. Where is the third?
Next came The Cheyenne; I had seen many. But now the

record: The Buffalo Signal, 1901. What —! I had never

heard of it, much less seen it. Not even Mr. Gilcrease had

this one. There's scarcity for you!
Coming Through the Rye, 1902, followed. We used to

sit around and tick off how many might exist. Someone
would start, "Gilcrease owns number one, you know..."
and we'd count others: two in Chicago, one in Ogdensburg,

three in Texas, and so forth, till we got to the Metropolitan
Museum and the White House. But we never could account

for moie than fifteen.
The Mountain Man, 1903, we all knew. But I suddenly

(cont'd on page 53)

FREDERIC
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Buried for two weeks in the copyright files at Washing
ton, I once listed every card made out for Frederic Rem
ington under "Works of Art." When I came to a bronze I
listed it separately; there were twenty-two. I will comment
on them chronologically. The first four, Bonnard Foundry
castings, I had seen: The Bronco Buster, 1895; The

Wounded Bunkie, 1896; The Wicked Pony and The Tri
umph, 1898. The Bronco Buster is always in damand, but
not scarce. Of The Wounded Bunkie, there are supposed to
be about fourteen; and I have seen a casting number fifteen
of The Wicked Pony. The Gilcrease Museum owns number
one, a real honor in a Bonnard casting.

There are apparently more of The Triumph, but not
many; and I do not mean its later version, known as The
Scalp, in which Remington changed many details (which
is not uncommon at all) and was cast by Roman Bronze by
the "lost wax" process. The Bonnard foundry closed forever
after a fire around 1900, and their castings are considered
most desirable, for scarcity and for fine work. All very well
the magic of the "lost wax" process which delighted Rem
ington, I like the Bonnard castings as well. Luckily I don't

By Helen Card

"The Thomas Gilcrease collection is one to

be proud of, for it contains more rarities
than any in this country."
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Mr. Gilcrease made art-world history in January, 1944,
when he purchased the Philip G. Cole library and collec
tion of western paintings. The Cole estate, located in Tar-
rytown, New York, contained the most important collec
tion of Frederick Remington and Charles M. Russell ever
offered. A large number of paintings and bronzes by other
well-known artists of the West were included in the pur
chase.

After examining the collection, Mr. Gilcrease negotiated
through the New York offices of his company. Attorneys
for Mrs. Cole made her wishes known, and within hours,
a certified check of intent was given. There are no grounds
for the often-told story that Thomas Gilcrease issued a
check with authorization that it be filled in for an amount
ten percent above the highest offer, regardless of price. Mr.
Gilcrease requested that no publicity be given the sale for
two years from the date of closing. The Tulsan recalled
that in the interim, dealers coyly tried to interest him in
looking into the Cole estate — it contained some real
western art, they said.

By the time news of the big deal broke in 1946, the
acquisition had been cleaned and placed in vaults. The sale
price launched a new era of appreciation for art and west
ern Americana. According to commercial gallery officials,
works of Russell and Remington have been spiraling up
ward in price ever since.

Through the years, Mr. Gilcrease was offered various
holdings of Remington and Russell. The oilman inspected
each collection, studied the descriptive catalogs and prove
nance, then declined to bid, each time, convinced that he
possessed the finest.

As a collector, he stressed quality, continuity and con
dition rather than quantity. He was absolute and un
compromising in these respects. Using this formula
through the years, he carefully added to his Remingtons
and Russells; he was a collector among collectors.

In May, 1949, Thomas Gilcrease opened his museum
which is located in the beautiful Osage hills northwest of
Tulsa. He had lived on the site since 1910. His museum
was the first major institution of its kind to be devoted
to art which portrays the succession of America's frontiers.
Other museums have followed, but none has duplicated the
quality of the Gilcrease collections. There are approximate
ly 5000 paintings representing more than 300 artists —
testimony to one man's vision.

Since the opening, more than'three-quarters of a million
visitors have toured the Gilcrease galleries. People from all
walks of life and from most of the countries in the world
have come to the museum, now owned and operated by
the City of Tulsa. The building has grown in size until
today, it has eleven large, colorful and well-lighted galleries.
The past three years have been especially fruitful in the
amount of bond money raised and in gifts of art, land and

By Dean Krakel

"In the end, Frederic Remington and Charlie

Russell scattered a lot of seed that has
sprouted time and again for their cause as

well as for that of the old West."

Remington, The Escort. Black-and-white, c. 1903.

OF TODAY
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Dean Krakel and Thomas Gilcrease, Director and Founder
of the Institute, June, 1961.

Russell, B^^/ /or Fighters. Water color, 1918. Cold Biscuit Joe,
Foreman for the Matador Cattle Co.

Gilcrease Institute, 1964.

VISIONS
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colorful concept of Sacajawea (the Indian guide for the
Lewis and Clark expedition) meeting her people, and
Buffalo Bill leading the Grand Duke Alexis of Russia
and General Phil Sheridan on a hunt. Both pictures are
oils (29V^"x47^2") an^ were commissioned by Dr. Cole.

The Duke Alexis painting has an interesting history
according to correspondence exchanged between Phillip
Cole and the Russells. Charlie had painted a calf in the
foreground and slightly to the right of the oncoming
buffalo herd. The hunters were directing arrows and
shots at a cow while attempting to turn the herd. Instead
of the calf, Cole wanted a fine specimen of a bull leading
the herd, with the hunters closing in on it. Russell, talk
ing through his wife's pen, explained the fundamentals
of the hunt; calves, he said, were forced to the front of a
herd slowing it down; also, the choice meat was that of
the cow, not the bull. Dr. Cole further implied that froth
streaming from the animals' mouths was unsightly. Russell
objected to all this. In the end, the lead animal was painted
out. Examination with X-ray verifies this unusual altera
tion. Where Tracks Spell Meat is another work that has
had a small amount of over painting.

Two splendid and unusually large water colors indicate
the pace and the quality maintained during 1918: one is
entitled Beef for Fighters (17"x22") depicting Cold
Biscuit Joe, foreman for the Matador Cattle Company and
Pardners (17!/2"x 18"), an amusing mountain camp scene
portraying a hobbled and hungry horse and a cowboy with
his frying pan full of grub. Prior to adding onto our
galleries, Pardners, a personal favorite, hung in my office.

A brilliant high plains country painting White Man's
Buffalo (141^" x 23"), documents 1919 as a superb Russell
year. What this oil painting lacks in size, it makes up for
in color and composition. White Man's Buffalo, unso
phisticated as it is, has much for the critic's eye — fore
ground, background, line harmony, strength of figures and
light and shadow patterns.

Dr. Cole bought Salute of the Robe Trade, an oil (29"
x47") which was painted in 1920. The colors in this
painting are unusually brilliant. Russell's color work after
1910 is a constant challenge to professional color photo
graphers and print makers. Gilcrease Russells of the artist's
last years show a general decline in contrast. Mr. Russell's
eyesight was, evidently, beginning to weaken, forcing him
to work close to his canvases.

The Institute catalogs, The Head Man (14V2"x20"),
an oil, Bruin Not Bunny Turned the Leaders (23"x35"),
also, an oil. Both are dated 1924. Steer Rider (8l/2"x IOV2")
is one of three pen-and-ink watercolor wash drawings in
our collection. This work and Discovery of Last Chance
Gulch (I71/2" x 291/2") an oil, were painted in 1925. The
Gulch painting depicts the discovery of gold on the site
that was to become Helena, Montana; Dr. Cole commis
sioned the artist to paint it for his wife. Where Gum
Were Their Passports, an oil, (241/2" x 36V2") appears to be
of this period. The painting is a fountain of sunlight. The
Story Teller, a watercolor pen-and-ink drawing is dated
1926.

At this time, the Russells were making preparations to
move to Pasadena, California. Charlie was not well and
the winters there were less severe, doctors (they felt) were
undoubtedly more skilled and many friends were nearby.
Arthur H. Harlow and Company were now their New
York agents. In January, 1925, this firm offered Bruin
Not Bunny Turned the Leaders, The Head Man, The
^ff^ Hunt painted in 1900 and Where Tracks Spell

Doctor Cole, who lived on Long Island, made a

Center: Remington, The Discovery. Oil, 1908.  ;

Bottom: Russell, Innocent Allies. Oil, 1913. *     • '.

Russell, Running Buffalo. Oil, 1918. Portrays "Buffalo Bill"
Cody, Gen. Phil Sheridan and Grand Duke Alexis of Russia
out hunting on August 17, 1871.• .
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archaeological artifacts; the total is more than six million
dollars. A number of prominent Tulsans who are on the
Executive Board of the Institute and a comparatively new
museum staff are carrying forward the dream of Thomas
Gilcrease. New goals. New interpretations. New values.

According to Phillip G. Cole, Jr., his father and grand
father, Charles K. Cole, were among the first and the most
avid collectors of the works of Charles Russell. Profession
ally, both were doctors of medicine. The elder Cole had
been a pioneer of Montana and had met the artist early in
his career. Philip Cole, like his father, loved the West and
his appreciation for western paintings grew through the
years. He bpught not only from the artist, and through his
agent, but gave him important commissions. Dr. Cole in
fluenced Charlie Russell by continually encouraging quali
ty. His long and close association with the artist as a
quiet friend and a fellow Montanan, combined with his
ability to buy, is unparalleled in Russell biography.

Financial independence, resulting from large purchases
such as Philip Cole made, aided Russell, broadening his
horizons. His titles took on new humor and sentimentality.
The transition in Russell's work, as shown in the Gilcrease
collection, occurred during the period following his first
major exhibition held in 1911 in the Folsom Gallery in
New York City. A casual turning of the head with a
perusal of painting dates in our gallery makes this appar
ent. From this time and until the end of his trail, he
splashed golden sunlight over many of his canvases in an
unhibited manner.

He used an abundance of colors in coming up with
such masterpieces in oil as Where Tracks Spell Meat or
War, 1912 (1134"x24V^"), Bronc to Breakfast, 1912
(29"x43"), Carson's Men, 1913 (24" x 35V^"), When
Guns Speak, n.d. (25"x35") and Innocent Allies, 1913
(23l/^"x35V^"). In Innocent Allies Russell demonstrated
superb draftsmanship. His horses show good breeding,
training and an insatiable curiosity. These paintings are
in contrast, colorwise, to Wagon Boss, 1909 (36"x23V^").

Without going into the history of the painting, it is
regrettable that the editors of Montana Magazine (VoL VI,
no. 2, page 5) have gone to great lengths through the use
of photographs and captions to downgrade the quality as
well as the importance of the Cole-Gilcrease oil The Bronc
to Breakfast on behalf of their fine 1908 watercolor. Why
compare them? Composition, dates, sizes and media are
different; only the subject is similar. They are both
originals.'

In 1914 Charlie and Nancy took time out for an ex
hibition in England. The Englishman, with his knickers,
eye glasses and tea-drinking habits provided the west
erner with a new reservoir of humor. The cowboy artist's
pace took on new rhythms. Rested and relaxed from travel,
Russell strove for, and achieved perfection as a colorist
during 1915 in Meafs Not Meat Til Ifs in the Pan
(23" x 351/2") and Where Tracks Spell Meat, 1916
(29"x48"). In March, 1916, the Folsom Gallery ex
hibited Meat's Not Meat Til It's in the Pan along with
Innocent Allies, Carson's Men, Wagon Boss and The Bell
Mare, 1910 (19"x 291/2"). During 1917, Russell produced
our tremendously beautiful Her Heart is On The Ground
(23V^"x35") and the dramatic Watching for Wagons
<23"x36V^").

The year World War I ended was a banner year. Prices
were high, Russell's heart was strong and apparently,
Nancy was content with the way her husband's career was
going. The Gilcrease collection undoubtedly contains the
cream of the big 1918 crop. On exhibit, are a large and
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previously, and An Indian Dream (27"x40"), were two
of twelve illustrations which appeared in five articles by
Remington about Sundown LeFlare, a scout, in "How
Order No. 6 Went Through," which were featured in
Harper's Monthly in 1898 and later published in book
form. The black-and-white paintings and the pen-and-ink
drawings in the collection were acquired by Mr. Gilcrease
from sources other than the Cole collection.

Pursuing the Indians was reproduced in General Nelson
A. Miles' book of personal recollections. Remington and
General Miles were close friends; the artist had campaigned
out West with him. Sitting Bull (91/2" x 1114") and Battle
of War Bonnet Creek (26V^"x 39"), both oils, commemo
rate Remington's association with Miles.

In 1899, Remington was represented at the annual ex
hibition of the National Academy of Design with Missing
(295/2" x 50"), a colorfully dramatic canvas which now
adorns our gallery. Haughtier Indians never were painted,
nor was a trooper more composed than the destined-to-die
prisoner in Missing. Frederic Remington was no stranger
to the National Academy, whose members were the cream
of the New York art world. The organization recognized
him as an associate academician; quasi-recognition did
little for the big man's ego. In the end, he went his way
and they, theirs.

In 1900, Remington produced The Coming and Going
of the Pony Express (26"x39"). No single painting has
so ably documented the colorful epoch of western com
munication.

The first to be reproduced in color was Bell Mare, 1903,
(261/4" x 34V^"), later to become a Gilcrease possession.
It appeared in Colliers Magazine, August 13, 1904. Hungry

the most imposing triologies  of CMR art  in existence.
A splendid "fresh-from Montana" item exhibited at Gil

crease is Russell's Winchester rifle, model 1895, containing
four separate wild life vignettes engraved by Russell with
his initials and buffalo skull. The interesting history of the
gun is related in Frank Bird Linderman's book, Recollec
tions of Charlie Russell.

Since Helen Card, in her article, has covered the subject
of Remington's bronzes in a thorough and capable manner,
I shall not go into further detail.

Gilcrease Institute has twenty-two oil paintings, two
pen-and-ink drawings, and one small sketch by Frederic
Remington. Seven of the oils are in black-and-white and
have appeared as illustrations.

An Indian Brave (221/2" x 28l/2"), a large pen-and-ink
drawing, was reproduced in Harper's Monthly May, 1891,
illustrating an article written by Colonel Theodore Dodge,
entitled "Some American Riders." The subject is a Co-
manche warrior and the setting is Fort Sill, Indian Territory
(Oklahoma). The Rabbit Hunt (26V2"x W/2"), a black-
and-white, 1896, appeared in Harper's Monthly along with
a story entitled "On Snowshoes to Barren Grounds" by
Casper W. Whitney. The Escort (26"x39") and The
Messenger (26" x 39"), both metallic-looking oils, appeared
in General Charles King's book A Daughter of the Sioux.
The Escort is a popular work portraying a proper lady
on the frontier.

The Arrest of the Scout (20^4" x 391/2"), a black-and-
white oil, was in Harper's in an article by the artist entitled
Massai's Crooked Trail," and subsequently was included

•n his book Crooked Trails. The setting is in the camp of
^he  Chiricahua Apache. The Rabbit  Hunt,  mentioned

t>

outstanding, all of good size and exquisite in composition.
Beef For Fighters and Pardners, mentioned previously,
along with When Sioux and Blackfeet Meet, 1903 (I61/2"
x27!4"), Gun Powder and Arrows, 1900 (19V^"x 28"),
A Doubtful Handshake, 1910 (29"x36"), and Robe
Traders at Fort Benton, 1901 (20" x 30"), form the nucleus
of the watercolor collection. We have Ouster's Last Stand,
1903, a black-and-white opaque wash drawing (111/4" x
21^-4"). A fine water color, Squaws Fetching Water, n.d.
(153/4"x23"), was included in the studio collection (five
and one-half tons of furniture, art and Americana) of the
late and great western artist, William R. Leigh, which
recently, was presented to the Institute by the executors of
Mrs. Leigh's estate. The Gilcrease collection contains three
illustrated letters, including his last.

The Museum has twenty-seven C. M. Russell bronzes,
including all of the major pieces, with the exception of
Meat for Wild Men. Leading the Gilcrease bronze parade
are Counting Coup, 1907, The Buffalo Runner, 1905, The
Backer and Buckeroo, 1911, Jim Bridger, 1925, Where the
Best of Riders Quit. 1920, Blackfoot War Dance, 1905,
The Cryer, n.d., and Secrets of the Night, 1926.

Two unique pieces of Russell art accepted by the
Executive Board of the Institute, were presented by Mr.
Charles S. Jones of Los Angeles. These items, are the
bronze, and the model from which it was cast, of Lewis and
Clark and Sacajawea at the Great Falls of the Missouri.
The watercolor sketches and plans were done by Russell;
only one casting was made after his death. The Institute
exhibits a 1964 casting with the model. These forceful
pieces, thirty-five inches high, along with our large oil
painting of Sacajawea Meeting Her People, form one of
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Russell, Meat's Not Meat 'Til It's in the Pan. Oil, 1915.

monumental acquisition.
Charlie Russell's last major canvas is an unfinished oil

entitled Father DeSmet's First Meeting With the Flathead
Indians (291/^"x471/^")- Four crosses adorn the corners
of the frame. Perhaps this painting comes as close to
expressing the artist's feelings toward the Almighty, as
anything he created. Much that was dear to his earthly
world is in it — glassy-eyed ponies, long-stemmed grass,
patches of golden aspens, blue sky, snow-topped mountains
and strong-faced Indians. In September, 1926, Charles
Russell wrote Dr. Cole a beautifully illustrated and phil
osophical letter, "...when it comes to making the beauti
ful, Ma Nature had man beat all the way from the ace..."
A few weeks later, he died in Great Falls at the age of
sixty-two.

It is significant to point out that the Gilcrease Institute
collection of twenty-seven oils, contains quality paintings
from various stages of Russell's life — from 1884 to his
last unfinished canvas. Few Russells of the pre-1910 period
can match our magnificent Buffalo Hunt, a large 47" x 70"
canvas dated in 1900, or The Wagon Boss of 1909 with its
often controversial whiskey bottle in the foreground.

In January of this year, a committee acting on behalf
of the Postmaster General of the United States, selected
Jerked Down to commemorate the one hundredth anniver
sary of Russell's birth, jerked Down, which is in the Gil-
crease galleries, is a 22" x 36" oil that was painted in 1907.
There were a lot of paintings for the committee to study
before making a choice. Such recognition would have
made Thomas Gilcrease "terribly proud" in his modest
sort of way.

The sixteen Russell water colors  in the museum are
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Below: Russell, Sacajawea Meeting Her People.
Oil, 1918.

Explorers, Lewis and Clark, with the party's guide,
Sacajawea, a Shoshone girl. Russell made the
preliminary watercolor sketches for this piece. The
original model and the 1964 casting (each 35"
high) were presented to Gilcrease Institute by Mr.
Charles S. Jones of Los Angeles, Calif.

•^^^^8!^^^*^

Russell, Squaws Fetching Water. Water color, n.d.

I. to r: Rudolph Wunderlich, Kennedy Galleries; Victor Ham
mer, Hammer Galleries; William Davidson, Knoedler Gal
leries. New York art gallery officials who were friends of the
late Thomas Gilcrease.

.^^*

-^•'-%•
~e—:..

'V,
I1.

l^i

C



'ours faithfullyi

iking the country as it came and with the cattle splitting out
him, while the cut banks an^ dog bolef^ait *  '^      '~

"

I', De^tMr.

egarding that picture, long *go ^heft f'^il* boy^* ha*ft hsd * feir**a!iti f that kind burnea int©-my
: have at least a half dozen times tried to perpetuate the impressions on canvas but have failed and *"    -
ila^<A* laaJ^^oncluded <|> pat* the present eanv|aji b^ing  aeae dte thing a^ Lua likely <&mi
think the animal ma#^ev called dli to do i mor* desperathaft ftlnmnf  th^^ig
ikine the country as it came and with the cattle splitting out behind him, all as mad as the thunder and lightni

ttpDOio n^ nwna

Remingtor*. Stamp^ded by Ugbtn

•^1".^?

•f^^

^iS'^

^

:^ '•^ ^' • V^^^^ ^ V^

\ u
r,*'1

*'    ;   ",4

{
./

y.

//
1*-

(U.W-f^ ^* •*.-


