Jon R Horton aka J Royal Horton
Jon Robert Horton and Jac Milton Horton were born in the early morning hours of November 9, 1940. Jac
preceded Jon by fifteen minutes, and he has always claimed that precedence as a badge of seniority. In fact, I
preferred to make the easier passage and graciously moved aside before exiting to greet our parents, Elaine
Gardner Horton and Jack C Horton. Two other siblings, Patricia Joy and Beatrice Ann (Stormy) completed the
family group in 1942 and 1952
On our mother’s side of the family, my Great-great-great Grandfather Bruce Gardner emigrated from Scotland to
Canada in 1822 after he was accused of hosting a ring of men who were plotting against the English Crown in his
pub at Kilsythe. He was held for trial in the gunpowder room of Sterling Castle but the witness against him didn’t
appear and he was released. All the other accused were convicted then shipped to the prisoners colony at
Botany Bay, Australia
Bruce’s son Archibald converted to Mormonism in Canada then became the patriarch of the Gardner clan when
they gathered in Kirtland, Ohio as very early members of the Church of Latter Day Saints. He followed Brigham
Young to Utah where he eventually married eleven times, sired 48 children, and became grandfather to almost
two hundred! His brother Robert was the grandfather to almost one hundred-fifty more, so the Gardners are the
most populous name in the annals of the Mormon Church, no small achievement

Memorial to Archibald, his wives and children in Afton, Wyoming. Me on left and my sister Stormy on the right

Westerners from Star Valley, Wyoming in the early 1900s, my Great-grandfather A. Bruce Gardner at upper left

On the Horton side, my Grandfather Hurley Horton was, among many other things, a Deputy U.S. Marshal out of
Fort Smith, Arkansas

My beautiful Grandmother Daisy

A Wyoming cowboy and some coyote pups he dug out of a den

Because he had three children, my father didn’t have to serve in WWII. He worked instead all over the West,
repairing the critical railroad beds that moved war materiel to California to support the war in the Pacific. Some
years we kids would attend school in as many as four towns. It was during thede years that I got my “fiddle
feet”, dancing all over the world as my life unfolded.

Dad and twins

Family picture, 1948

I was raised, for the most part, in the little southwest Wyoming town of Kemmerer. My father was dispatched
there in 1951, to help convert the historical underground coal mines to an open put mine, the first west of the
Mississippi.

My family has a long history in western coal mining. My maternal Great-great grandfather Baxter and his brother
were there, just after the Civil War, when the first hand shovel of coal was scooped from the Number 1 mine in
Rock Springs, Wyoming. Being halfway between Omaha and San Francisco, Wyoming coal mines made the
Transcontinental Railroad feasible.

Enormous new machines would open the coal seams in a new and efficient way, pioneered by my father and a
few other men

I attended the University of Wyoming for a year but there just wasn’t enough money to acquire a degree so I
joined the U.S. Air Force forJRH-14 the G.I. Bill educational benefits. I had always wanted to be a teacher and
military service was an honorable thing in those days so I thought I’d kill two birds with one stone by
volunteering for the military. After Basic Training orders for me to attend Syracuse University to study the
Russian language. This link will give an idea of what that experience was about:
www.defenselink.mil/news/Aug2005/20050812_2407.html

After a year at Syracuse University, I was sent to an intelligence school in Texas and subsequently assigned to a
spy site in Germany. I became an intelligence analyst while there and it was absolutely fascinating work. I can’t
go into any particulars of what I did but it was serious work, the nature of which transformed a clodhopper kid
from Wyoming into a seasoned spy in short order. Here are two pictures, taken 18 months apart, that witness
that change.

It just doesn’t get much better — returning from the running of the bulls in Pamplona and posing in front of a
French sign that indicates the distance to the German town of Zweibrücken (Deux Ponts/Two Bridges)

As you may have gathered, I loved my job and I was very good at it. However, even though you may have been
decorated for your work in the operations center, you were still a lowly airman tasked with mopping floors and
scrubbing toilets in the squadron area. The dichotomy was too much and I took my discharge to go back and
finish my education.

I graduated from California State University at Northridge with a B.A. in Russian Language and Literature then
was teaching night school classes in Russian while I pursued a writing career in Hollywood. Then I got married to
a Beverly Hill hairdresser, who bought me a classic 1967 Porsche Targa for my birthday. And then I went
completely Hollywood. I became addicted to cocaine and alcohol, got divorced, and headed back to Wyoming to
heal up.

I worked variously as a miner, bulldozer operator, scraper hand, carpenter, bartender and hunting guide.

Oh yeah, and I fell in love — Toddie, Carolynn, and the death of romantic love.

