The corpse that fook a powder

Stranger than death is the mystery of
Old Walt Snodgrass and how no
one can find his body or his money

in the high quiet of the San Juams

By JOHN SHYDER

HERE was nething at all unusual about the
meeting of Oid Walt Snodgrass and the
two men from Missourd, aithough—looking
back now- -perhaps there should have been.
After all, they still haven't found Qld Walt's
body.
It was in 1948, late in September when the
aspens were starting to turn, that the Missourians
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This map shows the region where the Missourian seid Old Walt
died, Location of the Mountain Flower is morked by the “X.”

drove atong Coloraide Highway 145 into Telluride
in the high San Juan country, checked into the
aging Sheridan F-tel on Colerads Awve, and
started asking abuut the Mountain Flower mine,
a few mliles out of town,

One of them- hi: name was H. L. Hoecker and
he was an electrical contractor from St. Joseph
--said he had invested some money in the Moun-

Here's the wood shack, & crib in Telluride’s once-bustling red Hoht district, where Old
Walt lived. With the old man dead, the shack was moved, now is wsed as a coal shed.

tain Flower years before and wanted to sea the
mine. Se did his partner, H. A, Clinger of Kansas
City.

“I know where the Mountain Flower is," Old
Walt told them. "Ain’t been worked for years, of
course. But T'H take you up there i you want
to go

Now it was perfectly natura) for Oid Wal—
he was 72 then- -to say thaf. He loved to talk to
“outsiders” and show them points of interest
around town, 'specially if they wanted to listen
to his grand stories about the “cld days” when
Teliuride had an estimated 3.000 inbabitants, 26
saloons and gambling houses, four dance halls
and 150 prostitutes.

Od Walt knew a lot about the town and its
people, past and present, What he didn't know
he managed to make up. That usually made his
stories better, anyway.

Qld Walt drifted into Telluride as a young man
back arpund 1911 afier a sour martiage in Iowa
and an unsuccessful stint as an undertaker's
helper up in Butte, Mont. He prospected for gold
a bit, buf really most of his time was spent in and
arcound the saloons and pleasure houses down the
hill from Colorade Ave.

He lived in a little shanty or E. Pacific St.,
smack in the heart of the red light disirict, and
never did actually work for a living, He gambled
and made a litile money at that. Then he handled
any odd jobg that came along. And during pro-
hibition he ran whisky for the bootieggers,

These were the days when the mines were
working full shifts and so were the entertainment
spots. Places like the Silver Belle, and the Pick
And Gad.

You didn't just buy a drink — you bought a
ticket that entitied you to one drink and one
dance with a girl. The ticket cost you $1, the
whisky was watered down, and the dance didn't
last much longer than five seconds. The girl
who whirled once around the tiny floor with you
received a fourth of your dollar and stayed sober
on cold tea until late in the shift when the man-



It waos back in this country northwest

agement allowed her to forage on her own.

Old Walt used to wish he'd been a detective.
Said he would have been a good one, and that
he probably should have teamed up with J. Edgar
Hoover in the early days of the FBL

In later years, when most all the mines quit
and the gamblers and the girls moved out, Walt
kept living down there on Pacific St., keeping
house in what had been a crib. He went on the
old age pension, swept the floors at the Elks
Club, and bet on eiections and the World Series.

He let his white beard grow down over the bib
of his overalls, but once a year he ambled down
to the barber shop of Harry Miller and Lester
Sweeney for a shave and a haireut, It was quite
an event for Old Walt, and for a couple days
beforehand he always passed the word around
so that no one who was interested would miss
the show.

Old Walt always had some money, sometimes
quite a bit. He had a deal with Dan O'Rourke,
San Miguel county treasurer in Telluride, and
Dan would save all the $100 bills that came into
his office, Walt then would trade his smaller bills
for Dan’s big ones.

Sometimes Old Walt had several of the $100
notes at a time, and he always wrapped them
around his smaller bills and carried the roll with

L]

JNE

r Post

raCan i .

of Telluride, Colo.,, with the aspens beginning te change, that Gld Walt took his last hike.

him, tucked into the pocket of his chambray
shirt.

Whenever he was taiking to a tourist, Old Wait
would fish a finger around in his pocket and ptll
put that big roll of his real casuval like, as if it
was his day's beer money.

It understandably made gquite an impression
on most of the flatlanders,

‘Forn Mahoney was sherlff at the time, and alse
probably was Old Walt's closest friend. And the
Missourians told Mahoney, later, that they
thought it was mighty nice of Old Walt to offer
to take them up to the Mountain Flower.

They climbed inte their car with Old walt and
drove west on 145 for about three miles and then
cut to the right on & narrow dirt read leading
back past the big Aldasoro sheep ranch to Deep
Creek. The road stopped there, and Clinger, who
was older and neavier than Hoecker, said he'd
wait in the car while Old Walt and Hoecker
walked up to the mine.

It was about 234, maybe three, miles from the
car to the mine, and Qld Walt and Hoecker had
to walk up a steep trail through heavy under-
brush and slide reck to reach it. It was dusk
when they arrived at the old mine, Hoecker told
the sheriff later, and dark when they leit to g0
back down the mountain.
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Hoecker was in front and Old Walt in back and
they were talking back and forth and then,
Hoecker said, he noticed Old Walt wasn't saying
anything. He stopped, he said, and called back
inte the dark. But Ol@ Walt didn't answer,

The Missourian sajd he backiracked a ways,
and found Old Walt crumpled like a sack of
flour on the ground,

He was dead.

That tough hike just must have been too much
for the old man, Hoecker said, and he sure didn't
know what to de because he’d never been in the
mountains before and he wasn't about to try to
find his way down this steep one at night without
someone’s help.

So, right there beside Old Walt's body, he built
a big campfire and spent the night.

Clinger, down in the car, couldn't imagine what
had happened but he figured he'd better stay put
and he did.

After the sun came up the next morning, here
came Hoecker down off the mountain—alone.

Hoecker said he told Clinger what had hap-
pened, and they drove to the Aldasoro place and
telephoned the news of Old Walt's death to the
sheriff in Telluride,

Mahoney was shocked and saddened by Hoeck-
ers report because he liked 014 Walt, just like
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