










On Sidewinder: Recoiled

and Living in The Old West
by Bat Masterson

When those young guns from the Dog House Gang
asked me to come out of “retirement” I told ‘em to let me
rest in peace. But given half a chance to tell stories about
the West I knew and lived gets my hand reaching for a
pen no matter how decrepit these old fingers might be.
It’s a pleasure to revisit the Western Frontier, to help you
smell the dust of the trail, feel the beautiful balanced
weight of a custom hogleg, and hear the howling of
coyotes in the hills.

Indeed, this Sidewinder: Recoiled reminds me of the
articles I wrote so long ago for Human Life. The editors
have kindly re-printed some of those articles to help me
illustrate, with my own words you might say, my
memories of the Old West. The frontier was no trifle; in
those articles, I spelled out just what it meant to be a
gunfighter. It took a trinity of courage, willpower and skill
with a weapon to survive. No matter what trail you
choose, you’ll need these traits to make good out on the
range. The gunfighter, the lawman, the cowboy, the card
sharp—yes, even the scallywag or the sidewinder—all
need guts and grit to tough-out all manner of dangers
and threats to a person’s well-being.

I assume, friendly reader, that you have opened these
pages to challenge the frontier. You now enter a world
where, not just a tin-badge, but determination, desire
and a six-shooter are the law. Here, your horse is your
best friend, your gun is your ally and your imagination is
your best asset.
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CO-AUTHOR’S NOTE
We are fortunate to have the perspective of
Mr.William Barclay “Bat” Masterson on
Sidewinder: Recoiled. It is worth noting,
however, that Mr. Masterson is the product of
a very different era in American history. His
perspectives on racial and sexual issues are
rough at best, compared with modern
politically correct views. He has been gracious
enough to allow us a broad hand in editing his
work. However, we at Dog House Rules must
remind the reader that Bat Masterson’s views
are his own, and do not reflect the editorial
policy or opinions of our company or of Mr.
Masterson’s editors and co-authors.

Also, we are very pleased to be reprinting
sections of “Gun Fighters of the Western
Frontier,” the legendary collection of articles
written by Bat Masterson and Alfred Henry
Lewis for Human Life magazine. These articles
are reproduced exactly as they were written,
complete with grammar and spelling errors.
However, Mr. Masterson has never let the dull
facts get in the way of a good story, and
readers should be cautioned against using his
writing (whether reprinted from “Gun
Fighters” or Sidewinder: Recoiled itself) as a
primary historical source.
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I have been asked by Human Life to write
something about the noted killers of men I am
supposed to have personally known in the
early days on the western frontier and  who of
their number I regarded as the most
courageous and the most expert with the
pistol.

In making this request, I may reasonably
assume the editor did not consider that he
was imposing on me very much of a task, and
had it embodied nothing more than the
question of proficiency with the pistol, such
would have been the case; but in asking me to
offer an opinion on the question of physical
courage as sometimes exemplified by them
under nerve-trying conditions, he has placed
a responsibility on my shoulders that I hardly
care to assume.

—Bat Masterson, “Ben Thompson”
Famous Gun Fighters of the Western Frontier

You may wonder what sort of person went west, in
those days—west of the Mississippi, down to the deserts
of Arizona, up to the heights of Colorado, and into the
vistas of Wyoming. Why leave the comfortable confines of
Boston or Richmond for lands no white man had ever
seen? Some did it to make a wage. Common was the
frontiersman who hired on as a trapper, a hunter, or a
scout for a wagon train. Plenty of ‘just plain folks’ headed
west as settlers, to make a new life for themselves, and
stake out a homestead. Lots of men became farmers or
ranchers—raising cattle, crops and kinfolk. Still others
hoped to strike it rich panning for gold or digging for
silver—my old stomping ground in Tombstone, Arizona
was founded on a rich silver strike. By 1867, the
railroads stitched the West and the East together, making
them one country, and making it possible for a man who
chose his fares right to see both oceans in the same
month. In fact, tourists were beginning to do just that.

Naturally, you’re not reading this to find out about the
tourist trade in the pueblos off the railroad. You want to
know about the gunfighters, the lawmen and the
outlaws. The legends of the Old West. What sort of man
did that?




