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  DEDICATION


  


  This book is dedicated to the memory of my father, Buck Goodspeed, whose tales of Papoose City / Slick City prompted me to research and tell the story of the town that boomed in Hughes County, Oklahoma in 1923.


  * * *


  Buck Goodspeed


  


  Steer Roper Buck Goodspeed mounted on "G.I." at Hobbs, New Mexico (1938):
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  INTRODUCTION


  



  DISCOVERING oil wasn’t high on my priority list that May morning in 1950.


  I was seven years old, out of school for the summer and anxious to escape kitchen duty so I could ride my horse, Tuffy.


  When the last dish was dried, I shot out the back door and raced to the barn. Tuffy met me at the corral gate. He stood over sixteen hands and I stood about four feet, so I had to climb up on his feed trough to bridle him. I opened the gate and led Tuffy alongside it. Then I climbed to the top of the gate and mounted my horse.


  I was in a hurry because Dad had a head start on me, but I was a good tracker so I would find him. Tuffy and I headed west from the barn. We crossed the creek and angled north for the canyon.


  Going through the canyon was scary. It wasn’t long, but it was deep, so deep that I couldn’t see the top and I just knew a wolf or mountain lion waited to jump on us. When we entered the narrow passageway, I urged Tuffy into a lope. He responded, and we flew through without being attacked. I had to grip tight with my legs because there wasn’t a saddle horn to hold on to. When we hit the top, Tuffy was really moving and I had to grip tighter to keep from sliding off his rump.


  From the canyon we had smooth sailing to the west eighty acres where I was certain I would find Dad. I was enjoying my freedom and the lovely countryside when I noticed something different in the pasture. Riding closer I saw black liquid coming out of the ground and running into a low spot. I studied the weird stuff for a minute, and then took off.


  “Tuffy, we’re rich. That stuff’s oil. We need to find Dad quick.”


  Daddy was stretching barbed wire when we found him.


  I rode up yelling: “We’re rich! You don’t have to work anymore.”


  Dad grinned up at me. “You been robbing banks again?”


  “No. Me and Tuffy found oil bubbling out of the ground!”


  “Where?”


  “Over there,” I said, as I pointed.


  “It’s an old well site. I’ll call the Corporation Commission.”


  The Corporation Commission sent a man out to investigate and he contacted the company responsible for the damage. The oil flowed for several days before the well was capped. Not only did we not get rich, we also had a good-sized piece of damaged land.


  In my younger years I didn’t think much about it as I avoided sunken well sites and pieces of cable and pipe on our property. The large concrete blocks that were derrick foundations were good to hide behind and handy for mounting your horse, but the slush pits were unsightly places to avoid. Salt scar creeks were wonderful places to hunt treasures and sail homemade boats after a rain.


  As I grew older and traversed the countryside hunting quail or working cattle I became aware of the extensive damage that had been done to our land and neighboring sections. I began to pay closer attention to Dad when he told me stories. Especially stories about our land that was included in the 2,200-acre Papoose Oil field, and stories of Papoose City, also referred to as Slick City because the famous oilman Tom Slick helped develop the field. The boomtown started in 1923.


  My dad, Buck Goodspeed, was seventeen years old when Slick City began. He lived on a farm two miles north and one half-mile east of where the town was located. Dad borrowed a neighbor’s team of horses and a slip and went to work building sludge pits. He earned fifty cents a day. Dad worked long enough to buy a horse, and began a career in rodeo.


  Sam Proctor was a friend of Dad’s. They roped together and made frequent trips to Papoose City. Sam owned property near Cromwell and made thousands of dollars when the Cromwell boom began in 1923. He bought a Buick Roadster. Dad said it was the prettiest car he had ever seen and riding into town in that car caused a lot of slack-jaw.


  I knew boomtowns had reputations as rough and dangerous places, so I asked Dad if they ever had any trouble. He said that most of the trouble was among the oilfield workers and gamblers and usually there was drinking involved. I had asked the question while we were riding to a neighbor’s to work his cattle. We were on a county road about a mile northwest of our place when Dad reined in his horse saying: “Right here is where a young man got shot.”


  “Did you know him?” I asked.


  “Yes. I knew him and I knew the man who shot him.”


  “Why did he get shot?”


  “Lily, who lived up the road from here, came to the dance with an older man named Bob. Bob was married, but Lily might not have known it. He was around Papoose a lot, but he lived in Okemah. Bob was bad about going out on his wife. Anyway, he brought Lily to the dance and then he left. When it started getting late and a bit rowdy, Lily began to worry about how she was going to get home. A local young man named John offered to take her home since her house was on his way home. Lily accepted his offer.


  “They hadn’t been gone long when Bob came back to get her. He was furious when he couldn’t find her and started asking questions. Some fool told him that she left with John.


  “Sam and I found John’s car on our way home. We stopped to see if he needed help and found his body in the ditch next to his car. Sam checked for a pulse but there wasn’t one. We didn’t move him. I stayed with the body while Sam went to Okemah for the sheriff. That was the longest night I’ve ever spent.


  “We told the sheriff what we knew and he went to question Lily. We later found out that John had taken Lily home and was headed home himself when Bob intercepted him. Lily didn't know that Bob came back looking for her or that John had been killed. By the time the sheriff got to Okemah to question Bob, he was long gone. A few weeks later his wife and kids moved to California.”


  Dad never mentioned that incident again, but he did tell me about going to the mercantile and dance hall at Papoose City. He also said there were two brothels, and a movie theater.


  I realize now I should have asked more questions and recorded the information while my dad was still living. Luckily, I have found several people who lived or worked in the area when Papoose City was thriving and have their stories to share.


  Papoose City was located approximately twenty-three miles east of Seminole, Oklahoma, and nine miles southeast of Cromwell in Hughes and Okfuskee counties. From the intersection of Highway 9 and Highway 48, Papoose City was four miles north and three miles east. This was a sparsely populated farming community but became a booming little business center when a gusher blew in on August 25, 1923. The Papoose Drilling Company drilled the well on Joe Simon’s farm and struck oil at 3,300 feet in the Cromwell sand. Black oil flowed for days.


  Joe Simons was one-fourth Creek Indian, roll number 3374. In 1899 he applied for and was allotted one hundred sixty acres of Indian land in Section 4 Township 9N Range 9E of Hughes County. In 1925 he leased blocks six and four to Slick City. After his death in 1935 the property went into probate, and Joe’s wife Emma was granted the land. She lost the property in a foreclosure case in 1935.
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