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Salvationist Shoots Bisbee Mining Tycoon, Second shooting this week! June 19, 1882, Bisbee, Arizona. For the second time this week, a traveling evangelist has been involved in an accidental shooting. Miss Fannie Johnston, a 22-year-old Salvation Army Cadet, said she was attempting to prevent Miss Emily Watson, 16, from entering The Painted Lady Saloon Sunday evening while in the company of Mr. Joseph Trumbull, a Bisbee mining tycoon, when a gun hidden beneath Miss Watson’s skirt accidentally went off, hitting Mr. Trumbull in the foot.
The ink was scarcely dry on the pages of the Bisbee News before newsboys, dressed in short pants, were out on the town’s narrow, dusty streets hawking the new startup. A news war, with small papers sprouting up in settlements like Bisbee, Arizona, with as few as 1,500 people and driven by zealous newsmen not above the manufacturing and sensationalizing of news, was sweeping the country.
“Evangelist shoots local miner! Again!” shouted one of the boys. Farther down the street, Bisbee’s Sheriff Parker leaned against a hitching post outside the jail, reading a different version of the story from inside the pages of the Arizona Prospector, a well-established and more conservative paper. What the Prospector had missed, however, was that this was not Miss Johnston’s first shooting. Indeed, the News reported, “This was the young Salvationist’s second shooting … the circumstances highly suspicious,” and claimed Miss Johnston to be not just a Salvationist but, “an avenger!”
The first shooting had taken place Sunday evening just two weeks after Bisbee’s 150-year-old printing press had arrived. Joseph Trumbull, Bisbee’s most prominent mining tycoon, had won the old wood-frame contraption in a poker game while in Ohio, and arranged to have it transported back to Bisbee, giving the small mining town its first newspaper. A newspaper, Trumbull believed, along with his six-shooter and a gang of henchmen, would allow him complete control over the mining community from within the comforts of The Painted Lady Saloon, where he chose to spend a great deal of his time.
Along with the press, Trumbull had hired Heath Collins, an insipid little man, easily overlooked in a crowd due to his diminutive stature, but once behind an editor’s desk, had been known to incite readers to riot. Trumbull made Collins publisher and editor-in-chief of the Bisbee News, with one caveat—news concerning the Queen Mine required Trumbull’s final stamp of approval, anything else, no matter how blurred the lines between fact and fiction, was fair game, so long as the paper sold copies. And Collins promised he knew how to do just that, packing the paper with crime stories, murder and mayhem, many with details concerning nefarious relationships between those in power and scantily clad young ladies. Salacious stories of last-minute pleas from the gallows by desperate men were laced between those rags-to-riches reports about the overnight success of Bisbee’s mines. In the back of the paper, in smaller type, were the obits, chronicling the lives men who died in their prime, the result of mining accidents, shoot-outs and the occasional riding mishap. So, when a telegraph arrived announcing the Salvationists’ weeklong visit and plans for a revival the following Sunday, Collins decided he would ride out and meet with the Hallelujah Army as they ascended into the town, believing it would be a colorful story, something different, for the first issue of the Bisbee News.
* * *
The Corps had marked Bisbee, with its growing population of miners and persons of dubious background and morals, as fertile soil. Their goal, as they marched from one western town and into the next, was to promote the spread of scripture; bombarding towns and cities with their evangelical spirit, the promise of salvation, and an aggressive warfare against all things evil that stood in the way of what they called, “the new millennium.”
* * *
On the morning of their arrival, Saturday, June 17, Collins saddled up Jessica, an aging swayback mule, and rode out to meet the advancing Corps of Salvationists. Two wagons, carrying nearly a dozen traveling clergy and lay members, had come to a stop. Blocking the road ahead was a small miner’s cart, pulled by an exhausted burro. The animal looked as though it had not been fed or watered in days, and was struggling to stand. At the burro’s head was an even more exhausted miner with his son, a boy of no more than ten years. The miner screamed at the animal to move forward, then taking a swig of whiskey from his canteen, pulled a shovel from the burro’s backpack and slammed in on the rocky road in front of the weary beast.
“Move you damn jackass!” the miner hissed, shaking the shovel at the animal. The burro refused to move. Exasperated, the miner threw the shovel on the ground, turned and putting his face up next to the burro, cursed at it again. Then reconsidering his actions, turned, picked the shovel up and slammed it hard on the animal’s back. The burro’s legs folded and he fell in the harness, panting for air.
“Pa, don’t!” the miner’s son cried, and tried to grab the shovel, but his father pushed the boy away, then threw the shovel on the ground, and grabbed his rifle from the animal’s pack.
“Finish him!” the father yelled, shoving the rifle into boy’s hands.
* * *
Witnessing the abuse from inside the Salvationist’s wagon was Fannie Johnston, a paid member of an Army that recognized discipleship regardless of the fact she was young, female and inexperienced. Fannie, along with a dozen of her uniformed brethren, peered out from behind the canvas cover of the Conestoga wagon, and watched as the burro struggled to stand, the harness now sliding beneath the beast’s belly.
“The poor thing’s crowbait for sure, best he put him out of his misery,” whispered one of the Salvationists.
“Not much we can do,” whispered another.
Each of them looked back and forth between each other, a sense of helplessness; this was not the type of situation with which the Army generally got involved.
“Well, we can’t just sit and watch!” said Fannie, incensed at the abuse, and yelling at the father, pushed herself from within the huddled group and climbed out the wagon. “Sir, please, perhaps I can help!”
“Not less you know a’ some fast’r way to send this ass to ’is maker that won’t cost me no buckshot!” The father scowled at Fannie, then back at his son and shook the boy, forcing him to take aim at the animal.
“Please, Pa, don’ make me!” The boy’s hands shook as he aimed the rifle at the downed beast, his eyes pleading with his father, then helplessly, back at Fannie.
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