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to-day will be the rear train to-morrow, the middle train
having moved to the front.

This divides the hardships in the way of dust and
rough roads. The wagon master of the front train has
charge of the herd until midnight, and the assistant
from midnight until time to corral the mules at day-
light. Each train furnishes two teamsters to herd dur-
ing the first half and two the last half of the night, so
that there is a wagonmaster and six teamsters on herd
at the same time. Mr. Hamilton being sick, I relieved
McGilvra at midnight and found the mules very-little
trouble. And now we have very little sickness among
teamsters.

6th. Rained during the night, turned to sleet and
then snow, and by 10 o’clock we had six inches. Pulled
out facing the storm. Ten miles to camp on North
Platte. Cleared off cold. XKilled ten sage hens. All
well in trains except Mr. Hamilton. Found an aban-
doned Government wagon and took from it three wheels
and both axles to take the place of some of mine not
so good. '
8th. Camped on Box Alder. When the trains rolled
in one man had four mules and a big ox with rope on
its horns for leader. We drove along with the herd any
oxen able to travel, and used some of the gentle ones in
harness, always in the lead. :

12th. Arrived at Fort Payne where there is a
bridge across the Platte River. Two companies of
Fourth Artillery here, Captain Roberts (called by his
intimates “Jo Bobs”) commanding—a fine officer. I
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had taken fifty sacks of corn from a contractor’s train
the day before against the protest of the wagonmaster,
who felt he had no right to let me have it. The coun-
try was almost destitute of grass and I could not hope
to get through without feeding. “Well,” said Captain
Roberts, “I have no authority to advise you, but if you
do not uee forage and lots of it, you will find yourself
snowed in and stock frozen to death before you reach
Bridger, just as the commands were last winter. I
would advise you to run no risk that might prevent
this clothing train getting through.” This sounded like
the right kind of talk. I wanted to feel that officers
along the route would be ready to justify me. 8ix
miles above Fort Payne crossed North Platte.

And now we are in the “poison springs” country.
We have water kegs for drinking and cooking purposes,
and animals are not allowed to touch water other than
the North Platte. Passed several more oxe trains; one
train had lost seven to eight cattle per day. I pro-
nounced it alkali poisoning, and advised driving two
miles to North Platte as I did and herd them away
from every suspicious looking pool. One man, George
Chrisman, had done that and his cattle looked well and
his losses few.

14th. Camped near Red Buttes and traded my
tired horse with a Frenchman who keeps a trading post
here, for an excellent saddle horse. Have mules herded
two and three miles from camp outside of where cattle
have grazed. A train corralled here drove cattle five
miles to Platte for water and grass. Wagonmaster said
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he was losing a day, but was filling his cattle and losing
few. Hot days; mules suffering for want of water, which
they must not have until they can be driven to the
river at night.

15th. Camped within two miles of Sweet Water.
No grass, but fine water, and mules browse among the
grease wood and sage brush. Our mule shoeing in-
creases as we move over the hard roads, and every man
who- can nail on a shoe is in demand. Killed two
sage hens.

16th. Crossed Sweet Water on bridge at Independ-
ence Rock. Mail station here. Camped above.

17th. * Eighteen miles and camped on Sweet Water,
opposite Split Rock. Contractor’s Train No. 62 camped
just below me. Examined train, asked the usual ques-
tions, and finally asked why he was lying by, and how
long he had been there. Three days, and because he
and ‘“the boys” had a dispute about guard duty, the
hour of starting in the morning, and a few other little
matters—the old story of a train without a head. I
told him that I would try to send some one with a crew
to drive this one out, and let them “hoof” it back with-
out pay. (Bluff, of course.) Two hours later here came
the train and went five miles beyond me to camp. .The
next day they traveled so well that I did not overtake
them, and the next day we camped near together. The
wagonmaster said that three of the men knew me. They
were of the “Captain’s” drunken train, whom I dis-
charged in the valley.
' The desperado hired at Laramie proved to be such
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an incorrigible scoundrel that Wagonmaster Wilson told
me he would have to give up control or kill him. He
boasted of having killed two men, and was an overbear-
ing bully. I told Wilson to let him herd the mules; he
‘would not care for a team, and cursed and abused mules
and men. When the mules were turned loose I told him
to drive them north and save the grass near camp for
night. Some time had passed—mules all loose and graz-
ing around camp. I called to the man and asked if he
did not understand what I told him. He yelled back:
“Well, — ’em, ain’t they goin’?” I then told
him to come to me. I was in the act of washing in
a bucket, clothes all off to the waist, and my cook stand-
ing near ready to hand me a towel. As he came saun-
tering up the slope towards me swearing viciously, I
noticed him slip his pistol to the front. When close to
me I asked what he meant, when he drew his pistol.
Quick as lightning I caught his hand with both of mine,
jerked the pistol from him, and with it struck with all
my might on the top of his head. He fell as if shot
through the brain, and quivered as if in a death strug-
gle, while blood flowed freely. A dozen men came with
knives or pistols, and begged me to step aside and let
them “finish him.” I waved them back and had him
carried to my tent, got out my medicine box, gave him
. swallow of whiskey (here a man said, “What a shame
to waste the whuskey!”), and with scissors cut the hair
along the edges of the worst scalp wound I ever saw.
A thin sliver of bone came off. While two men held
his hands I took seven stitches, and with strips of
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court-plaster drew the edges together the best that I
could. In the meantime the man revived, and in an
hour was semi-conscious. I let him lay in my tent un-
til my cook made him some tea, and he was able to walk
to the wagon, where he slept on sacks of oats. How he
rallied from such a wound was & mystery. The next
day we passed a trading post, where a vicious looking
lot of fellows were loafing, and when the wagon in
which my man was riding got opposite to it he asked
the teamster to stop, got out his few effects, and said
“good bye.” After coming into camp the mule that I
rode during the day was turned into the herd, and my
horse saddled and bridled and hitched to my mess wagon
ready for use. He ran in the cavayard during the day.
As this desperate scoundrel approached, he determined
to kill me, mount my horse and escape, with all the
glory that would be showered upon him by his class for
murdering the chief of that big outfit. That was the
way I interpreted his conduct. When I seized the pistol
it was cocked, and nothing but my quick action saved me.

20th. Camped on Sweet Water. A dragoon ser-
geant came riding into camp and said that he was part
of an escort en route to the States with some officers
who had learned that I had a forge, and they wanted
to get a few shoes set on an ambulance team. He said
the officers were Major Sibley, and Lieutenants Norris
and Bell of the Second Dragoons. I asked him to say
to the Major that I would be glad to do anything for
him that I could, and showed him a good place to
camp near my Sibley tent. In half an hour they came
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in. I knew Norris and Bell very well, and was intro-
duced to Sibley; I invited them to share my tent, which
they did. I had instructed my cook to get up as good
a dinner as he could, and they dined with me. Of course
we talked of both ends of the route, but during a lull.
the Major remarked that he did not remember having
met me before, and was pleased with the cordial man-
ner in which I had told the sergeant I would be glad
- to do anything I could for him. I told him that there
was a reason behind all of it, and went on to state that
“once upon a time, etc.,” a young man came to his re-
cruiting office in Boston to enlist. That he, the Major,
had advised the youth against such a step, told him the
consequences, the position in which he would place him-
geif, the probable estrangement from family and friends,
aud finally, after putting him off some days, enlisted
the youth against his, the Major’s protest. “That was
nearly nine years ago, and this my first opportunity of
showing my gratitude for good advice and the kindly
manner in which you treated me; and I never sleep in a
Sibley tent without thinking of you.” ‘“Are you the
young sailor with good clothes and hands so soft that I
would not believe him?” “Yes sir.” “Well, now, will
you please tell me how you got through with your enlist-
ment, and how you happen to be here?” Of course I
sketched a little of my life, which has been told in former
articles.
These officers advised me to “rob” every train that
I found with forage; that my train was of great impor-
tance; that no effort or expense should be spared to ge:
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it through. I lost four mules in a week. In grazing the
short grass the mules eat too much saline matter, which
causes them to drink too much water.

21st. Twelve miles to where road forks, right hand
over “Rocky Ridge Road,” left hand over “Semino’s Cut-
off””; took the latter up Warm Spring branch three miles,
and camped at Springs. Took three hundred sacks of
oats from Contractor’s Irain No. 23, and shipped seven
bales of store tents and tent poles by same train.

22d. Camped at Cold Springs. Camped here was
Contractors’ Train No. 23. It left Fort Leavenworth
the 17th of June; had much trouble with wagons; some
wheels broken down—iron axle wagons. Contractors
and nearly all big freighters crossing the plains used
wooden axle wagons made by Murphy or Espenscheidt of
St. Louis, or Young and others of Independence, Mo.,
and were able to carry their 6000-pound loads anywhere.
I gave the wagonmaster all the information that I could
about repairing his wagons, but he seemed much dis-
couraged, and there was a want of confidence look about
the men—a sort of awkward helplessness, that made an
excuse for them to lie by & day at a time. The appear-
ance of this train caused me to appreciate the cheerful
helpfulness of my own men. No matter how hard the
day, how warm or how cold, there was a cheerful taking
hold, early or late, that kept everything up to date and
moving; no sulking, no growling—all that had been left
more than 600 miles east. The men were as anxious to
get through as was I, and all had worked into the habit
of helping wherever their services were needed. One



FIVE YEARS A DRAGOON. 329

wagonmastel, Mr. Allen and two assistants, Mr. Jackson
and Mr. Hamilton, were new to the severities of such a
trip, but they acquitted themselves excellently, and soon
became equal to veterans. Many of the men had much
to learn, but they came to time under discouraging cir-
cumstances and often severe illness. The vim, push and
energy in one of my trains, under either of my wagon-
magters, would have landed the contractor’s train in
Camp Floyd before this time.

While commenting on the contractors’ trains, I will
say the firm of Russell, Majors & Waddel was a wonder-
ful organization, and while a small percentage of their
wagonmasters were by inexperience and want of charac-
ter unfit for positions of authority or responsibility, a
large majority of them were in their line of business the
“salt of the earth,” possessing unusual courage, perse-
verance, good judgment and business ability, and remark-
able in the management of men.

23d. Crossed South Pass and camped five miles
beyond on Pacific Springs Creek. Contractors’ Trains
Nos. 21 and 22 camped here; Nos. 24 and 15 passed on.

24th. Eight miles to Big Sandy. Twelve more and
camped on Little Sandy. Passed trains Nos. 48, 51, 54,
20, 24 and 25. Took from Train No. 20, John W. Hall,
wagonmaster, 170 sacks of oats.

25th. Crossed Green River at Bateese trading post.

26th. Eighteen miles to and along Black’s and
Ham’s Forks of Green River, and camped on the latter.
This day has been along the route where hundreds of
mules and horses were starved and frozen to death last
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winter. At one place several trains of six-mule teams
stood tied to the wagons. The latter had been hauled
away, but the mules lay just as they died, their dry skins
stretched over their bones, some lying on one side, some
with their feet under them, and some standing in a brac-
ing poeition, generally two on each side of where the
wagon stood and two behind—dead horses and mules for
miles. This was Camp Scott. There is a bridge here
guarded by fifteen soldiers.

27th. Crossed Ham’s Fork twice and then Black’s
Fork, and camped. Left train and crossed Smith’s Fork
at Jack Robinson’s trading post and came on to Bridger.
Called on the commanding officer, Colcnel Canby; stop-
ped all night and took dinner and breakfast with Capta: -
P. T. Turnley, quartermaster, and his chief clerk, Mr.
John R. Brooke (now Lieutenant’General Brooke, retired).

Captain Turnley opened my papers, addressed to
the senior officer of the quartermaster’s department in
Utah, and Colonel Canby directed me to turn over to
Captain Turnley 120 bales and two boxes and six sets
tent poles. Train came up and camped at noon of 28th.
Got hay from Captain Turnley. The whole {rain unload-
ed, turned over packages ordered and reloaded. One
man left here sick. One discharged on 14th for miscon-
duct, but allowed to travel with the train without pay,
was left here—a wiser if not a better man.

29th. Thirty years old to-day. Colonel Canby
and Captain Turnley say there is no grass from Bridger
to Salt Lake, 120 miles, and not much from Salt Lake
to Camp Floyd, forty-five more. Captain Simpson of
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the Engineers had laid out a road from Camp Floyd to
Bridger, following the Mormon road through Timpano-
gas Cafon, from the head of which he threw up mounds
on high points a short distance apart, so that starting
from Bridger one could follow the line of mounds nearly
100 miles to the head of Timpanogas or Provo Caifion,
and then through the cafion to its mouth, near which
Timpanogas or Provo River flows into the lake of the
same name, and thence through the towns of Battle
Creek, American Fork and Lehi to Camp Floyd. Neither
Government nor contractors’ trains had gone that way,
and bunch grass was fine. Neither Colonel Canby nor
Captain Turnley would advise me, but I thought they
leaned toward the new route, and I reasoned that if
snow-bound where there was plenty of grass I could win-
ter, and the goods could be hauled in from time to time,
when the weather permitted. So that it was a perfect-
ly smooth road by Salt Lake 165 miles to Floyd, with no
grass and half rations of corn or oats, or about the same
distance on an entirely unbroken road, through sage
brush nearly one hundred miles, with the same corn and
oats, and fine grass, about thirty miles through a crooked
cafion, and the balance an ordinarily good road.
Launched out on the new road. Traveled eight
miles over sage brush and camped on branch of Black’s
Fork of Green River; mules exhausted; plenty of grass
and fine water. After dinner started out to explore
gsome distance ahead. Soon struck a trail and followed
it about four miles and very unexpectedly came into the
old road from Bridger to Salt Lake. Riding along by
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Sulphur Springs, I met Major Prince, paymaster, who
was just from Camp Floyd. He came through Timpano-
gas Cafion, over the divide to Weber River, down river
to mouth of Echo Caiion, thence through the cafion to
where I met him. He wrote in my memorandum book a
minute account of the route, distances, water, grass, ete.,
and advired me by all means to go through Echo Cafion
and take the 1oute he came. From his account I felt
very much encouraged. About forty miles would take
me to and through the cafion, and from that on I would
have fine grass.

30th. Took the trail down to the old road, crossed
Bear River and camped ten miles beyond. In a cafion a
mile from camp I found fine grass. Narrow way to enter,
and no one seemed to have discovered it. In the night
found a herder asleep, turned his mule loose and brought
in his saddle and bridle.

October 1st. Ten miles to head of Echo Cafion; ten
more and camped in middle of cafion at “Ten Mile Rock.”
Rained in afternoon, turned to sleet and then to snow;
no grass; fed oats.

2d. Six inches of snow. Ten miles to mouth of
caflon; mail station. Turned to left and crossed Cafion
Creek. Took new road up Weber River two miles, and
camped on it. A party of men cutting hay here for mail
station. Finer grass never grew, and the mules are mak-
ing up for shortage last night. Left two mules here
unable to travel—effects of storm and freeze. Snow all
gone.

3d. Ten miles and camped where road leaves to
cross the divide between Weber River und Silver Creek,
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A signboard here says seventy-three and a half miles
to Camp Floyd. Ox Train No. 60 following me camped
below; twenty wagons; six have been abandoned for
various reasons.

It was estimated that between Kearney and Camp
Floyd there were abandoned chains enough, if straight-
ened out, to reach the whole distance, but this is doubt-
less an exaggeration. Hundreds of wagons, Govern-
ment and contractors’, were strewn the whole distance.
The carcasses of cattle, horses and mules were scattered
by hundreds. Ranchmen got rich by picking up aban-
doned stock, driving it away from the main traveled
road, and waiting until the next season to trade their
recuperated stock for a new crop of broken-down ones
and a good price to boot.

4th. Divide between Weber River and Silver Creek
is a small mountain, hard, firm road about eight miles.
The first and second trains passed over without doub-
ling teams; rain began to fall, and the last train had to
double, and were until 2 o’clock coming into camp on
Silver Creek. Mules turned loose in fine grass, and
soon filled themselves. Rain turned to sleet, and before
dark we corralled the mules in a heavy snow storm,
which continued umtil towards morning.

5th. At daylight opened corral and the mules
came out (always the strongest first) quietly and scat-
tered among the willows along the creek. Snow covered
the level creek bottom fifteen inches. All but about
thirty came out without much urging; they were down
in the mud or had lost hope and the energy to move.
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Men got ropes, and all but two, which died, were got-
ten onto their feet. A few hundred yards away was
a side hill where the snow was blown off the grass, and
the mules were driven to it. Men built good fires, took
their time and got a good breakfast. The sun came
out and snow melted rapidly. With willow brush men
knocked snow and ice from harness and wagons, and
at noon the mules were brought in and fed oats. After
dinner the teams were hitched up, and slowly the wagons
rolled out of the muddy camp. About two miles away
I had selected a camp on high, sandy ground, where
the snow was mostly blown off and the little left was
rapidly sinking into the sand. To this point the irains
were moved, the round corral was built and the mules
turned loose. The sun had done good work, mules
had exercise enough to get warmed up, and on ¢ neizh-
boring side hill facing south they found fine grass.
The whole outfit was pretty well tired out, but every-
body, even the poor mules, quite comfortable.

6th. Two miles to top of hill and one mile down,
steep and rocky, to branch of Provo River, down lwo
miles to main river. We were four hours making the
pext two miles; crossed the river or its branches five
times; five miles farther, and camped on river; fine
camp and plenty of grass. Snow nearly all gone.

7th. One mule died; down river six miles, cross-
ing it twice. Broke wagon so badly that I abandoned
it, having -ut the load into other wagons. Three miles
to head of Timpanogas or Provo Cafion; down cafion
one mile end camped. Plenty of grass. From 1 o’clock



FL,E YEARS A DRAGOCN. 335

until sunset getting the last two miles. The road has
been made along the side of the mountain by digging
down the bank, sometimes through solid rock and bLuild-
ing stone, or wooden embankments on the lower side,
thereby making an excellent road for the short teams
of the settlers, two horses or two oxen to a wagon, but
the curves a2 so short that-a six-mule team could not
make the turn. In some places we took off the lead
and swing mules and carefully worked around the short
curves with the wheel mules and the help of men. It
was very tedious, but if a wagon went over it would fall
from fifty to one hundred amnd fifty feet to the rocky
river bed and carry with it team and driver.

8th. Down cafion ten miles and crossed bridge.
Two more and camped at its mouth. No grass. Rode
to Provo City, five miles, and bought eighty-six bushels
of wheat and oats, to be delivered at my camp at $2.00
per bushel—wheat and oats same price.

9th. We have left mountains and come into sum-
mer weather. Six miles to Battle Creek settlement,
three to American Fork, three more to Lehi; beautiful
place, surrounded by an adobe wall, with wide gate at
east and west sides. It was a lovely Sunday, and the
whole town, men, women and children, in their Sunday
clothes, crowded to the east side, covering the wall and
crowding the gate to look at the long train as it wound
its way along the road. I stopped to water my horse
at the beautiful asaquia which seemed to encircle the
town just inside the wall. A very intelligent man, who

gave the name of Clark, entered into conversation with
92—
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me, and when I inquired for a good place to camp, told
me that just outside of the west gate was a good place,

GENERAL ALBERT SIDNEY JOHNSTON.

and the only grass I would find east of Camp Floyd.
Leaving Mr. Daniels, who was riding with me, to con-
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duct the train through the town, I galloped on and
selected my camp, and by 2 o’clock we were eomfortably
settled. I told the man Clark that I would buy 100
bushels of oats at my camp and pay the customary price
in the country, $2.00 per bushel. I paid cash, and in
buying a little more than 100 bushels I dealt with
twenty people. Some families brought only two or
three bushels on their backs, which probably repre-
sented their own hand labor. I took a few bushels
more than I wanted rather than see the poor people
carry it back.

10th. Train started early. My bridle was missing.
Some one had stolen it while I was buying oats. Two
mules lost during the night.

Having crossed Jordan on bridge, the mules were
watered, trains straightened out, and I rode on with
Mr. Jackson to Camp Floyd, where we arrived at 10
a. m., and I reported to Colonel Crossman, chief quar-
termaster, who was glad to see me. He and every one
supposed that my losses would be heavy in the big snow-
storm, and probably I could only move a part of the
train at a time. At headquarters he introduced me to
Colonel Johnston* and Adjutant-General Porter, who
remembered me from the year before. Expressmen
had been sent out to look for me, but had not been
heard from. Colonel Johnston asked if I had all that

*When Albert Sidney Johnston was graduated, in June
1826, he was entitled, by virtue of his rankin his class, to select
which arm of the service he preferred. Had a cavalry corps
then existed his taste would have led him to enter it.”’—From
William Preston Johnston’s *‘ Life of Albert Sidney Johnston.’’
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T started with, and I told him I had, except what I left
at Bridger by Colonel Canby’s order. Train arrived
and camped near springs out side of garrison.

11th to 15th, inclusive. Unloading traine and turn-
ing over wagons, mules, harness and other equipments,
and getting clean receipts for all property in my charge.
Thirty-four mules dead or otherwise lost, which were
covered by affidavits. Colonel Crossman wanted all of
my men who would stay to work at Camp Floyd, and
I turned over to him a list including all except the
wagonmasters and assistants, wheelwright, blacksmith
and eight teamsters—including myself, seventeen—who
wanted to return.

Selected two six-mule teams, wagons and covers,
some extra wagon covers, my Sibley tent, four common
tents, and complete equipments, for return trip; also
four riding mules, one for myself and one for each of
the wagonmasters. I was offered my choice of any mules
at the camp, but I found none equal to my best, and my
friend Jim Miller, who had charge of the herds in Rush
Valley, told me that out of 500 mules he had none so
good.

I was given the use of a desk in Captain Page’s
office while at the post, and while writing to-day I
heard a man tell Captain Page that he had brought in
a stray mule. A voucher was made and the man paid.
As he was mounting his pony at the door I looked up

" and recognized Clark, and my lost bridle on his pony.
stepped out quickly, unbuckied the throat latch, jerked
the reins from the man’s hand and bridle from the
pony’s head, and struck a blow on his rump with the
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bridle. He bounded off at a fearful rate, away across
the parade ground, out into the country and out of
sight. He was a fine rider and held to the saddle ad-
mirably. I never saw him again.

16th. Drew rations for seventeen men and forage
for twenty-two mules ten days, supposed to last to
Bridger. Two artillery officers, Lieutenants Howard
and Talmadge, were ordered to Platte bridge, Fort
Payne, and to accompany my party. They were al-
lowed a six-mule team and spring wagon for transpor-
tation, which I selected for them. Having no mess or
servants, I invited them to join me, which they were
glad to do. My cook was among those left at Floyd,
but of the teamsters returning one Robinson was an
excellent cook, and so far as food made of Government
rations was concerned, we fared well. Three inches of
snow to-day.

17th. Lieutenant Talmadge has a white pony which
he will use instead of riding in the wagon. The little
train left at 9 o’clock. I got my papers, said “Good-
bye,” and with Talmadge left at 1 o’clock, coming into
camp on east side of Jordan River at 4, eighteen miles.
Bought hay for mules; snowed all afternoon. This is
one of my anniversaries; I enlisted in the army nine
years ago to-day. '

18th. Out of camp at sunrise. Twenty-seven miles
to Salt Lake City, where we arrived at 2 o’clock. Ar-
ranged for corral room and as much hay as mules can
eat for fifty cents each. Leaving our animals at the
corral, Talmadge and I started out to see the city.
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Called on Gilbert & Gerrish, C. A. Perry, Livingston &
Kincaid, Bradford & Cabbott, Miller, Russell & Cole.
Dodson, agent for Hockaday’s Salt Lake mail, etc.—all
that we knew to be from “God’s Country,” as we called
the vicinity of the Missouri River. Wagons arrived at
5. Howard, Talmadge and I out about town. We were
extremely anxious to see Brigham Young, but Gover-
nor Cummings had given stringent orders against any
one seeing him. Dined at the Globe Hotel, kept by Mor-
mons exclusively for Gentile boarders. Went to Mr.
Gerrish’s room and wrote until midnight, when the room
was filled by Uerrish, Brannan, Bradford, Miller, Tal-
madge, Stewart and several others. I like to write the
names of these bright young business men; so that they
may be remembered by otd friends.

i1 19th. Breakfast at daylight. Teams and party
off at 8. Went to Gerrish’s store and bought buffalo
overshoes, and went around wich him to say “Good-by,”
and finally at 9 o’clock got out of the city.

When four miles out on the “table” took a fare-
well look at the city, Great Salt Lake, etc. It seemed
a pity to have come such a tedious journey to see so
little of this interesting country. Five miles from the
city entered Emigration Cafion through the Golden Gate.
Rough road. Seven miles to foot of Little Mountain,
one mile to top of mountain. Snow two feet deep. Ten
mules to each wagon; every one pushing; three trips
must be made to get the wagons and things up. At the
foot of the mountain a man was drunk. From the
wagon I had him and all things taken, and found onc
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two-gallon and two one-gallon jugs of whiskey. I broke -
each of them on a wagon wheel, and that ended the
whiskey part of the campaign. However much a few
may have grieved, there were no tears nor protests.

No grass, but some hay brought from corrals.
Mules very tired. And now the prospect is that we will
have a severe time during the 1,340 miles ahead of us,
and no pains must be spared to keep up the strength
of the mules. I brought from Floyd some extra wagon
covers, and now have a half dozen of them brought out
and each torn into four equal pieces, each omne covering
a mule all over. The mules, not being accustomed to
this, offered some gentle protests, but we soon got them
used to it. We had no twine, and used wooden pegs
to hold on the strings, and used ropes partly untwisted
to make soft surcingles of. Of course, the covers were
only put on when mules were tied up, which would be
nearly all the time during the night.

20th. Night very cold. Off at sunrise. Two miles
to foot of “Big Mountain,” and one mile to top. Ten
mules and full crew to each wagon; snow from one to
two feet deep. Seven eight-mule teams belonging to
. Russell, Majors & Waddel came up from the other side
with the help of ox teams; mules looking badly—scarce-
ly able to walk. One mile down met Hobbs & Street’s
train—cattle dying rapidly. Two miles to East Caiion,
and three miles down and camped. Little grass.

21st. Hereafter, for want of space I shall not men-
tion any outfits, unless for special reasons. Nineteen
miles and camped in corrals at Weber River mail sta-

-
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* tion, mouth of Echo Cafion. Bought plenty of hay for
mules, and some to carry along, of one Briggs, the
station keeper (a seceded Mormon) who entertained us
with many stories of why his wife would not leave the
Mormons when he did.

22d. Off early. Met Branning’s train in middle of
Echo Caiion: Gilbert, wagonmaster, has lost 150 cattle
since ‘leaving the States; has been reinforced by forty,
and eighty now await him above the mouth of cafon.
Snowing some. - Made two drives, traveled thirty-two
miles, and camped: at sunset.

23d. * Off at sunrise. Six miles and crossed Bear
River. Twenty-six more and camped at sunset on Mud
Creek, having left the old road and crossed over to the
new. Fine grass. Divided the day into two drives.

24th. Off at sunrise. Fourteen miles to Bridger,
and although Sunday I had some mules shod. Drew
forage and rations for fifteen days.

25th. Finished shoeing mules and started train at
noon. ~ Salt Lake ‘mail arrived with United States Sen-
ator Broderick of California a passenger. Fourteen
miles and camped on Black’s Fork.

26th. Thirty-eight miles to camp on Black’s Fork,
where road leaves for Green River—three drives.

27th. Thirty-one miles to Sandy, and camped—
two drives. :

28th. Off before daylight. Met fifteen six-mule
teams hauling Salt Lake mail, coaches and ambulances.
Ten miles and crossed Big Sandy, and lunched. Twelve
more and again turned loose. Twelve more and camped
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on Pacific Creek. I must make short drives, and two
or three of them every day. When mules are turned
loose they roll, and pick whatever grass they can find.
Having water always in kegs for cooking, I stop when-
ever I find a patch of grass—water or no water—taking
care that the mules are watered often en route. We
have so many men and so few mules to care 1or that
it makes light work. Mules thoroughly rubbed every
night and morning, especially their legs.

29th. Off at sunrise. One mile from camp found
Mr. Wilson, Attorney-Gener:l for Utah, in camp. Al
of his transportation for himself and wife consisted of
one six-mule ambulance. Mrs. Wilson cooking break-
fast for her husband, herself and the teamster. Fifteen
miles farther, and turned loose an hour. Three miles °
to Pacific Springs, five more to South Pass. Eight
more, and camped at dark on Sweet Water, one mile
above mail station. Very cold and threatens snow.

30th. Off at daylight over Semino’s Cutoff. Made
three drives ana camped o. Sage Creek at 4. Very coud,
snow falling and indications of big storm. Arranged
my three wagons in half circle on north side; cleared
sage brush to give room for good camp, and so brush
could not take fire and burn wagons; tied mules inside
the semi-circle and fed them well on oats; stretched
the outside wagon cover of each wagon to keep off most
of the snow; built fires of big sage brush on the south
and kept them burning all night; guard instructed to
knock snow off wagon cover shelter occasionally. North
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wind blows fire away from camp, so that there is no
danger.

31st. Stopped snowing at daylight. Off at sunrise;
snow drifted about the wagons and shoveling necessary
to get out. Five miles to Warm Springs, five more to
junction of Rocky Ridge road and Semino’s Cutoff,
twelve more to the fifth crossing of Sweet Water.
Turned loose an hour. Three miles farther and met
Train No. 34. Took from it twelve sacks of oats. This
train left Nebraska City on the 7th of September; beats
any traveling that has been done on this road by ox
trains. While down on one knee writing receipt for
oats, I looked up and saw my victim of the scalp wound
leaning on his rifle, as I had first seen him, and look-
ing at me. At one side I noticed all the wagonmasters
watching him. I asked the man what he wanted, to
which he replied that he wanted me to certify to the
time he worked, so that he could get paid when he got
over into the valley. I told him that I never paid men
for deserting me. The wagonmaster said that he joined
back at the trading house where he left me, and asked
about him. I advised not to trust him, that he was
thoroughly bad. The poor fellow looked sick and moved
off languidly. I felt sorry for him, and though con-
vinced that I was sparing the life of a viper, could not
find it in my heart to kill the poor wretch. “He will
meet you some day, and you will be sorry for sparing
him,” was the general opinion.

November 1st. Off at sunrise. Half a mile and
found two mail carriers camped by the road and three
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mules near by. These men lay asleep side by side, and
fine snow had drifted over them. I told Talmadge they
must be dead, and dismounting, raised the blanket from
the face of each before they awoke; each sat upright
at the same time, pistol in hand, “dazed but dangerous,”
Talmadge said. Self-preservation, active and prompt
defense, was the first thing thought of. And they acted
in concert, as one man, even before their eyes were open.
With their mail sacks for pillows, these men had lain
down at midnight. Their poor mules were hunting sub-
sistence in a small willow thicket in a nearby cafion.
The men say they had to leave the mail conveyance at
Devil’s Gate station on account of deep snow. Made
two drives and camped at 4 o’clock. Snow ten inches
deep- on the level and more in drifts. Day fine but
very cold. Under a steep bluff fifteen feet high, which
broke off the keen, cold wind, snow more than a foot
deep was shoveled away, the tents pitched and snow
banked around them. Good fires, from parts of wagons
picked up during the day, and a warm supper maae all
very comfortable. The wagons placed in a half circle,
the snow shoveled back from them, and mules standing
in the circle, well fed with oats and small handful of
hay each, with outside wagon covers stretched, as de-
scribed at Sage Brush Creek, and the effect of fires, gave
very good protection. There was no real suffering for
men or animals. A good deal of labor making this
camp, and some time consumed, but a good night’s
sleep for all hands paid well for the trouble.
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2d. Off at 8. Bright sun, and sun dogs indicate
cold, and though we have no thermometer, I am sure I
never felt a colder morning. Mail station seven miles
off. After riding four or five miles, Talmadge and I
dismounted to walk. There had been nothing over the
road since the snow fell except the two mail carriers
and their three mules. Even their tracks were drifted
over and we found it, as Talmadge said, “beastly exercise”
trying to walk, and stopped to rest. We were clothed
from bear-skin cap to buffalo shoes and buffalo mittens,
from underclothes to overcoats and leggings, with the
best to be had, nd did not suffer except about the nose
and face, which we were constantlv protecting with one
hand. Looking back at the wagons and mounted ws zon-
masters, I knew that none were clothed as I was, and
I saw that Mr. Daniels was riding as he had started,
ahead of the first team; did not see how he could stand
it. When he came up I asked if he was not cold, and
why he did not change with some one for a while. He
replied that he could not get off his saddle, and had been
hoping to reach the station, which was in sight. I told
him the station must be two miles away, and to get down.
He tried to, but had lost the use of his limbs, and I took
him down against his protest that I was hurting him. In
short, I caused all the mounted men to get inside of the
wagons and give their mules to others. Having hurried-
ly made arrangements, we started and made the best time
possible to the mail station. It was a stockade of two
rooms, one with a good fire and the other without a fire;
adjoining was a small stable for mules. Leaving the
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teams standing on the south side of the buildings, al
hands came into the house and examinations commenced.
Nine men were more or less frost-bitten, but none seri-
ously except Mr. Daniels. I split his boots from top to
toe; both heels and all of his toes were more or less froz-
en. During the next hour his suffering was intense.
Others had frosted toes, fingers or ears—some slight,
others ~uite severe. The men were kept from the fire,
and snow and cold water used at first, and then turpen-
tine. I had a little, but the station keeper gave me the
use of his big bottle so that I could save mine for future
use. This station keeper stayed here alone, ready to
feed the mail carriers and care for the mules between
changes. He was a young man, intelligent and resource-
ful—a manly man—and I am sorry that I cannot recall
his name. He gave all of us a good cup of coffee, and
having made the unfortunates as comfortable as possible,
we pulled out after a delay of more than two hours, dur-
ing which our mules had been covered. We could not
stay there on the bleak plain, and must hunt a sheltered
camp. Every day we heard of men being frozen; nearly
every station had one or more sufferers. I was in the
habit of condemning men in charge of others for permit-
ting them to freeze instead of compelling them to take
care of themselves. I was nearly caught this time.
Crossed -Devil’s Gate bridge; very little snow below it.
Fourteen miles and camped on Grease Wood. Mules
turned loose amongst grease wood until dark, and then
tied up and fed. Same arrangements as last night for
comfort. Camp well sheltered and fuel piled up for
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night. Broken-down wagon timbers plentiful. All the
invalids in my tent before a fine fire. All were able to
do something for themselves. Even Daniels did not com-
plain; he had the use of most of his fingers, and with his
superb courage and nerve made the most of it. All seem-
ed thankful that I happened to stop and think of them,
and they never seemed to forget it. Talmadge, with his
cheerful intelligence, was a great help; his companion-
ship was charming. He was as brainy as he was kind—
the son of the first governor of Wisconsin, and always my
warm friend after this trip. He died at Old Point Com-
fort, a captain, in 1862.

3d. Somewhat warmer. Off early; snowing a little.
Forty-four miles in three drives, and camped on North
Platte at sunset. Got supper and carefully examined all
the frost-bitten victims. They had been made as com-
fortable as possible in the wagons, had stood the ride very
well, and were pleased that they would so soon reach a
doctor. Talmadge and I left camp at 9 o’clock and rode
to Fort Payne, six miles, where we arrived at 10, and
stopped at Mr. Clark’s sutler’s store. It was the coldest
ride I ever made. Our animals were cared for, and the
usual reviver, hot whiskey toddies, applied to us. I had
not then learned that hot water was far better. Captain
Getty, Captain Roberts and other officers came to the
sutler’s store. We listened to the news from the East
and they from the West until midnight, and slept at the
sutler’s, who was prepared to accommodate us. Tal-
madge i3 at home, this being the end of his journey, and
he will find quarters to-morrow.
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4th. Breakfast with Mr. Clark. No doctor here.
Got some medicine from acting hospital steward. Train
came in at 10. Lieutenant Howard stopped here; un-
loaded his and Talmadge’s goods. Fed all hay mules
wanbed, and made hospital wagon of the spring wagon in
which Howard has ridden all the way. Drew forage to
last to Laramie, said “Good-by,” and started at 2. Eight
miles and camped on North Platte. Fine day, but colu.
My tent a hospital; took in all invalids who needed doc-
toring from that time to end of journey.

5th. Twenty-seven miles in two drives, and camped
on Box Alder. Invalids improving and being well waited
upon by comrades.

6th. Twenty-eight miles to La Bonte, and camped.
In this vicinity hundreds of mules froze to death a year
ago.

7th. Thirty miles in two drives. Killed two moun-
tain hens. Camped on Cottonwood.

8th. Off before daylight and arrived at Laramie at
11. Got mail from Mr. Fitzhugh. Train arrived at 3.
Took on rations and forage for twelve days. I am re-
_ ceiving congratulations from Major Babbitt and other
officers for my (as they call it) “wonderful trip.” Crossed
Laramije and camped—plenty of hay. Dr. Swift ex-
amined frost-bitten men. I gdvised Daniels to go in the
hospital and stop here, but he strenuously objected, and
the doctor said that inasmuch as he has no duties to per-
form and had good care, he would be as well off traveling,
perhaps better. ;

9¢h. Changed four mules, said “Good by,” and
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started at 2. Fourteen miles and camped on North Platte.

12th. Camped at junction of Lawrence Fork and
North Platte.

13th. Off at 4 o’clock. Of course the mules must
be tied to wagons at night, and towards morning they get
chilled badly and euffer. I am traveling to make time
and keep up the strength of teams as much as possible.
Men can find plenty of time to rest; there are so many of
us that it is no trouble to hitch and unhitch often. Thir-
ty miles in two drives, and camped on North Platte.

14th. Off at 4. Twenty-eight miles, and crossed
South Platte; river low but good deal of ice. Three
miles more and camped.

15th. Off at sunrise. Thirty miles in two dnves
and camped. Killed prairie chicken.

16th. Off at 4. Thirty-five miles in three drives
and camped on Platte. Killed one pheasant.

17th. Off at 4. Two drives and camped on Platte.

18th. Off at 6. Thirty-five miles and camped mne
miles below mouth of Plum Creek.

19th. Twenty-two miles and camped at Fort Kear-
ney. Drew rations for my party to last to Leavenworth.
Drew forage for seven days and took an order for more
at Big Blue. Changed three mules, and got three.shod,
and made ready to move in the morning. Daniels and
two others had their sores dressed at hospital. Dr. Sum-
mers kind as usual. He informed me that all the men T
left sick recovered and returned to Leavenworth.

20th. Off at 4. Three drives and camped on Thir-
ty-two Mile Creek. .
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21st. Made two drives and camped on Little Blue.

22d. Twenty-eight miles in two drives and camped
on Little Blue.

?3d. Off at 5. Thirty-two miles in two drives to
camp on Oak Creek.

24th. Off at 4. Thirty-four miles to Marysville
and camped on east side. A party of artillery officers
from Laramie, Captain Brown, Lieutenants Mendenhall,
Lee, Soloman and Abert, en route to Leavenworth, camp-
ed here. Left Laramie two days ahead of me. Philip
Sawyer and E. L. Quintin, left sick here last August in
care of Dr. Miller, died. Promised to loan Lieutenant
Mendenhall one of the wagonmaster’s mules to ride with
me, and we will try to ride to Fort Leavenworth in two
days, 150 miles.

25th. At 4 o’clock sent riding mule to Mendenhall,
who breakfasted with me, and we were off at 5. Wagon-
masters and teamsters will follow and be at the fort in
five or six days. Gave Wagonmaster Wilson money to
buy hay, and with plenty of corn, they do not have to
hurry. We have passed all danger of freezing up for
want of forage. Roads freezing and thawing and will be
bad) Mendenhall and I made severfty-five miles the
first day, but it was terrible on him; not being used to
ridirg, he became blistered and sore. A tub of hot water
helped him some. I offered to wait until my wagons
came up, and let him ride in the spring wagon, but he de-
clared he could ride and would keep up with me.

26th. Rain and sleet fell all day, and it was dark

when we reached Mount Pleasant, fifteen miles from the
23—



352 FIVE YEARS A DRAGOON.

fort. And we stopped at the little hotel. Mendenhall’s
principal stock in trade was sores and pluck—plenty of
both. We made arrangements to have our mules ready
by 5 in the morning, so we could ride to the fort for
breakfast, which we did, arriving at 8 o’clock. Menden-
hall stopped with Foragemaster Mix, and I with my
friend Levi Wilson. Mendenhall married Miss Sophie
Mix that evening, in the privacy of the family, and I re-
ceived announcement card the next day. My reception
with all the quartermaster’s department, from old Colonel
Tompkins, deputy quartermaster general down, was ex-
tremely pleasant; but relieved from care I began to real-
ize what a strain I had been under for four months. I
had made the round trip of 2800 miles in 117 days. Four-
teen hundred miles going out in seventy days, equal to
twenty miles per day with loaded teams; six days at Camp
Floyd, and returned 1400 miles in forty-two days, equal
to thirty-three and one-third miles per day—all the way
from Camp Floyd through winter weather.

My egotism prompts me to make the claim that for
distance traveled, loads hauled, scarcity of feed, inclem-
ency of weather, time consumed in traveling, number of
wagons and mules employed, smallness of losses, to say
nothing of suffering and sickness among men, this trip
has no parallel in the history of the plains. That was
conceded at the time by my friends; and old Mr. Majors
at one time, and William H. Russell at another, declared
to me that ““twas a most wonderful trip;” and two years
later when I was freighting for myself, Mr. Waddel said
to me: “If you manage for yourself as well as you did
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for Uncle Sam, you will be a great success.” And I
want to say that in all of my experience, with the excep-
tions mentioned, I never saw as little friction among men
as there was in those constantly hard worked, over-
worked trains. I doubt if such men could be mustered
and held together to-day.



PART IX.

HAVING passed the winter as usual, looking after
the Government herds in Platte County, Mo., I
took my place under Mr. Wilson in charge of
transportation at Fort Leavenworth, but there was little
to do—no Indian excitement, no movement of troops,
and compared to previous years, there was much leisure.
I became restless and conceived an ambition to do some-
thing for myself, and the sooner I severed my connection
with the Army and ceased to depend upon it, the better.
I was past thirty years old and the last nine and
a half years of my life had been wholly devoted to the
Army in some capacitv, and I realized how hard it
would be for me to form business habits necessary to
success in civil life.
I made the acquaintance in Leavenworth of George
W. Clayton, a young Philadelphian, who was in the
mercantile line, and he proposed to form a co-partner-
ghip with me and “Jerry” Kershow, another young
Philadelphian, who was doing a brokerage business, to
make the firm Clayton, Lowe & Company, with a capital
of $10,000, each one furnishing one-third of the capital.
I to put my third in transportation, Clayton his third
in goods, suitable to the mining trade in Denver, and
Kershow his third in money. This co-partnership we

entered into. I fitted out a nice train of six four-mule

354
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teams, loaded the goods that Clayton furnished with
his and Kershow’s money, and on the 2d of July, 1859,
left Leavenworth for Denver. Clayton went out on the
Overland (Pike’s Peak) Coach and when I arrived there
the 1st of August, found him in a rented store room
built of logs and adobe, by Morton Fisher, on Blake"
Street, east of 15th—then called “F.”

All the way out I had met swarms of “pilgrims”
returning to the Missouri River in every stage of want
and wretchedness, firm in the belief that there was no
gold in the mountains—that it was all a myth.

During the spring these people rushed out on to the
plains, with no assurance of the future, some with good
teams and outfits, some with patched-up concerns, of
little value, some with pack mules, ponies or horses, some
with hand carts, some with wheelbarrows, and hundreds
with all their possessions on their backs, to travel 700
miles to the mountains. Most of the latter class, who
did not die of starvation and exposure, returned and
were the first that we met. A few wheelbarrows and
hand-carts did get through — twenty years later, a
friend up in Central Park pointed with pride to his
wheelbarrow, but I may safely say that nine-tenths of
all who started to the Pike’s Peak Eldorado returned
emptv-handed, and in more or less distress.

In Denver we found several adobe stores full of
miners’ goods and tools, and one train load was hesitat-
ing whether or not to return the goods from
they came. Clayton had been advised not to u
it was no use—there was no money to buy the
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said. I dumped the goods into the store, sent the
train to camp, mounted a mule and rode to the “dig-
gins”—Gregory, Nevada Gulch, Central City, ete. I
spent two days informing myself. The prospect was
not good but there was more or less gold, and some men
much encouraged. On the morning of my third day at
the mines great excitement was caused by the report
that rich diggings had been dircovered at “Tarry All”
and “California Gulch.” The report was undoubtedly
true, for men who brought the news had returned to
Gregory for tools and partners. I put my mule through
forty miles to Denver by dark and found Clayton and
a friend, Dan Smith, and a hired man opening goods
which were in demand; all night we worked, and for a
month worked early and late selling goods. Denver,
with its periodical ups and downs, continued to prosper.
In the meantime I set the train crew to putting up hay,
which paid very well. Clayton took the coach for the
the Fast to buy goods; I sent the train to Leavenworth
to haul them out, attended to the Denver business and
built the first frame store in Denver at the corner of
Fifteenth and Larimer streets. I bought the two lots
from General Wm. H. H. Larimer, his homestead and
cabin, for $400.

After seeing the train started from Leavenworth,
Clayton returned on the coach and was much pleased
with the new store which I had moved into. Our goods
arrived in good shape and sold well.

I sold the train to J. W. Iliff, and in January, Clay-
ton and I went east by stage, leaving the store with Mr.
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Kershow. Clayton bought goods and I fitted out five
ox-teams and six mule-teams; both trains leaving Atch-
ison the middle of March. William M. Clayton, brother
of George W., accompanied me with the mule train, with
which we went through in twenty-four days, while the
ox-train was forty-eight days en route. The goods were
in demand and sold rapidly. We had them on the mar-
ket ahead of any others for that spring.

I sold the trains and “Wash” and I left the rem-
nant of goods with William M. Clayton and went east
—he to buy more goods, and I to fit out transportation.

Clayton bought a large stock of goods, which I
loaded as they arrived at Leavenworth and started them
out in three small trains—thirty-six ox-teams in all, five
yoke to each team, following myself with a young lawyer
from Atchison named E. P. Lewis, with a pair of mules
to my Concord buggy, our blankets strapped on behind
and well armed; we carried a lunch and coffee pot, but
took meals with a train whenever convenient, as we
overtook them. Twenty-two days from Leavenworth to
Denver and ~lept in the open on our blankets behind
the buggy every night —rain the day before we left
Leavenworth and day after we arrived in Denver, but
no rain between.

I became very much attached to Lewis—he was
bright, genial, companionable and kind. After a year -
or two in Denver he went to Montana, and after a brief
struggle with adversity, committed suicide by shooting.
That such a lovable man could have come to such an
end was shocking.



358 FIVE YEARS A DRAGOON.

An incident of this trip should be related as proof
that man’s humanity to man will sometimes return to
bother him. One night Lewis and I drove late, expect-
ing to overtake one of the trains, but failing, camped
by the roadside, picketed the mules and slept until sun-
rise, when we found ourselves a few miles west of Cot-
tonwood Springs and half a mile north of “Jack” Mor-
row’s ranch. Changing the picket pins to give the mules
fresh grass, taking a good look up and down the road
and seeing no one in sight, we walked up to the ranch
to get breakfast. Morrow, the whole-souled, good fellow,
grected us cheerfully and ordered breakfast. Furnish-
ing meals was a part of his business and he had a good
“prairic” cook. I stood talking with him about his new
stockade corral across the road, when the gate opened
and a man came towards us. I quickly slipped my pistol
to the front, cocked and kept my hand on it. The man
stopped, stared at me, and then passed on through a
door and out of sight. Morrow noticed the movements
of both, reached under the counter for his pistol and
asked me for ¢n explanation. I told the man’s name,
why I knocked him in the head, etc. He was wearing
the same pistol, but with a clean hickory shirt, looked
much better than when with me. He was traveling
under a different name. This was my third chance to
have justified myself in killing him, but he made no
move towards his pistol—wouldn’t have had any show
if he did—and I could not commit murder. Morrow
said that he had a terrible scalp wound that did not
seem to be entirely well, though it was made nearly two
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years before. He wanted to work and was hired the day
before. I never saw him again. He was supposed to
have gone with a team for timber in the cedar bluffs
near bv. The reader will recognize this as the man
who attacked me on Sweet Water in 1858. Having fin-
ished our breakfast, Lewis and I returned to the buggy
and drove on.

In December, 1860, Clayton & Lowe dissolved part-
nership, Lowe selling his interest to the Claytons, tak-
ing in part payment a ranch and company cattle on Box
Elder, twenty-eight miles east of Denver. We parted
as we had always lived, the best of friends—a friendship
that was never broken.

My object in leaving the firm was to go into freight-
ing on my own account, and so I severed my business
connection with clear-headed, generous George W. and
Wm. M. Clayton, both of whom accumulated great
wealth, left an untarnished name, and died all too soon,
universally respected in business and social circles.

Returning to Leavenworth by coach in January,
1861, six passengers were eight days and nights en route
on account of deep snow from Fort Kearney east. Thir-
ty’ miles east of Kearney, we were most of one night
lost in snowdrifts. I got out and hunted the road for
hours, and finally found the stage station at Thirty-two-
mile Creek. It was the hardest night I ever experienced.
“Jo” Chaffe, afterwards United States senator, was a
passenger. I found a herd of mules in the hands of
the trustees of the bankrupt firm of Russell, Majors &
Waddell, the great Government transporters, and bought
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them—$10,000 worth on six months’ time without in-
terest. I bought wagons, harness and other outfit, let
it be known that I would start the middle of March with
fast freight, and merchants furnished all the loading
that I wanted, at from 12 to 15 cents a pound to Denver.
1 may truthfully say that my reputation as a successful
freighter brought me the business. I left Leavenworth
on St. Patrick’s day, 1861, and went through to Denver
in twenty-four days, with thirteen eight-mule teams, and
cleared $5,000 in gold.

1 found that the Arapahoe Indians had raided the
ranches along Box Elder, mine amongst them, burned
my house, and killed a family on the adjoining ranch.
The man in charge of my cattle, Wm. Riecke, heard of
their coming and ran the cattle to Denver, and when I
came in I found them near Golden City, safe. The
Indians had left the country and the cattle were driven
back and the house rebuilt.

Mr. Hugh Kirkendall was my wagonmaster and a
good one, and I sent him to Leavenworth with the train
loaded with dry. hides, which occupied him thirty days,
while I returned on the coach in six days.

And now the great Civil War was on and all along
the border the animosities that had slumbered since
’56 were again in full force—the line was sharply drawn
between Union and Confederate. In Kansas it was all
‘Union; in Missouri, very much mixed, and the peace
and friendship of neighborhoods threatened. My “best
girl” lived on the line of Platte and Clay counties, and
1 persuaded myself and the girl, and her parents too,
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that it was best to get her away from such surround-
ings, and I urged the consummation of what we hoped
might be brought about in the near future, so that on
the 4th of June, 1861, I married Miss Margaret E.
Gartin, a daughter of Andrew Gartin, Esq., of Clay
County, one of the leading men of upper Missouri, and
one of the best families in the State. I fitted up a
Dougherty ambulanche, got a good campaign cook, and
every convenience for the trip. The train came in and
I had plenty of loading at 10 cents a pound, which, when
grass alone was required for forage, was equal to 12
cents in March, when corn must be fed. The trip to
Denver was uneventful. I had prepared a nice home
in Denver and we moved into our own house. Besides
extraordinary expenses, this trip cleared me $3,000.

On the Box Elder Ranch I intended to winter the
mules after making another trip, and my brother, P. C.
S. Lowe, in charge of it, put up plenty of hay for that
purpose. The train was standing on “F” Street, ready
to pull out for the States, when Governor Gilpin offered
me, through my friend G. W. Clayton, the licutenant-
coloneley of tie 24 Colorado. Thanking him, I ex-
plained that I had just started in a money-making bus-
iness and could not afford to abandon it for the sake
of showing mys«lf in glittering uniform for a few daysx
—that I did not think the war would last long, etc. He
disagreed with me, and his words then spoken were
prophetic, <howing an amount of forethought and wis-
dom that has ever since commanded my admiration. T
never met a clearer-headed man. The train returned to
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Leavenworth under Kirkendall, and I returned by coach
in time to meet it. For safety I camped on the mili-
tary reservation for a couple of weeks. Organized gangs
of horse and mule thieves overran the country—nine
fine horses were taken from stables in Leavenworth one
morning. Under the name of scouts they committed
all manner of crimes. My friends advised me that things
would settle down and become safer soon, but the sea-
son was getting late and merchants did not like to trust
goods with mule teams liable to be run off at any time
—ox teams were safer. A friend of mine, “Cliff” Barnes,
of Independence, Missouri, had twelve six-mule teams
run off. With the United States Marshal he overtook
them below Lawrence, but it cost him half their value
to get them back.

I had married into a slave-holding family, and that
alone was an excuse for so-called “scouts” and “red legs”
to raid my train if they dared. For a week I stayed all
night with my train, with the wagonmaster and others,
expecting a raid, which did not come. Every morning
I returned to the Planters’ House and slept and in the
evening rode back to the train. One morning I met on
the Planters’ House steps a man who came to me in
1855 at Fort Riley. He was then a mere youth. He
had traveled with me from: Utah in 1858. I had heard
that he belonged to an organized gang of marauders,
and determined to sound him I invited him to break-
fast, and after breakfast to my room, where we spent
two hours. He was a smart young fellow, capable of
much good or bad and gave to me a list of thirty-two
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of the gang he was associating. with, claiming that they
were honest patriotic scouts and assured me that none
of them would bother my train. This man did no more
work with his party after our meeting, but most of the
party turned out to be the most consummate robbers
on the border. My friend soon went east and occupied
a lucrative position in and about Washington in trans-
portation during the war.

One day a gentleman whom I had never before met
called on me. He was a militia officer, and after in-
troducing himself stated that he had been instructed by
the “Committee of Safety” to inform me that I must
not move my train over into Missouri. Of course I was
surprised and demanded by what course of reasoning
he or the committee supposed I would do so. He was
a thorough gentleman and much embarrassed at the
position in which he found himself. I assured him that
I did not blame him for delivering the message, but
wished him to tell the meddlesome committee of safety
that T would move my train when and where I pleased,
and that if I ever saw either of those I happened to
know about mv train I would have them shot like com-
mon horse thieves, and wound up by saying that if he
could think of anything eclse mean enough he might add
it to what I had said. This gentleman and I became
very warm friends, a friendship that lasted until he died
thirty-seven years later.

Major Easton, Quartermaster at Fort Leavenworth,
advised me to sell my mules to the Government and
return to Government employment again, until it was
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safer to do business, and I sold to him, paid all my debts,
and returned by coach to Denver, sold my ranch and
hay on Box Elder to the late John K. Faulkner, sold
the cattle and mules left there, disposed of household
effects, rented my house and with my wife and brother,
returned to Leavenworth. I owned a good house there,
into which we moved and had a happy home.

Again the transportation business at Fort Leaven-
worth was immense, and General Easton asked me to
take hold and help, which I did, fitting out trains, etc.
I left $15,000 in gold in quartermaster’s vaults at Fort
Leavenworth for a year and a half, for safety, until I
could see my way clear to use it in business again.

In July, 1862, came an order for 600 horses and
120 six-mule wagons to be sent to Fort Union, New
Mexico, and as I could leave my wife with a part of her
family for company, I took charge of this big outfit.

As soon as a train of teams was ready it moved to
Fort Riley, a hundred and thirty miles, with orders for
the wagonmaster to report his train to Captain Scott, act-
ing quartermaster, for assignment to camp in that vicin-
ity. As soon as a string of horses was ready it moved to
Riley, the man in charge also to report to Captain Scott
for assignment to camp. Five trains of wagons—a hun-
dred anu four four-mule and sixteen six-mule—one hun-
dred and twenty teams, and a traveling forge hauled by
eight mules, and cighteen strings of horses (six hundred
and fourteen), including some riding horses, comprised
the outfit. When all were gone, I drove in my four-mule
government ambulance to Fort Riley in two days. Pat
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Devine, who had been my driver to Denver the previous
year, drove for me now, and fed me as well as circum-
stances would permit. If I lacked anything, it was not
his fault. I slept in the ambulance every night from
start to finish of the trip, except two nights that Captain
Scott cared for me at Riley, one night that Colonel Leav-
enworth cared for me at Fort Lyon and six nights that
my friend Captain William Van Vliet cared for me at
Fort Union.

At Riley Captain Scott furnished me all the corn I
cared to take.

The object in sending four-mule teams was to get as
many wagons to New Mexico as possible with fewest
mules ; mules could be bought there but wagons could not.
A big six-mule wagon is hard on four mules—jerks the
leaders painfully and gives them sore shoulders. Six
mules can haul 2,500 pounds with less injury to them
than four mules can haul the empty wagon, hence as a
supply train for the horses the four-mule teams did not
amount to much. This I did not realize for some days,
as I had never before tried four mules on a big wagon.
We loaded about 2,500 to each six-mule team, 1,200 to
each four-mule team, and two sacks of 112 pounds each
to each horse-string, and the rule was to keep two whole
sacks of corn in each horse-string wagon in case of any
accident that might separate it for a night from the sup-
ply train.

There was in my instructions no limit to the time I
should take to reach Union or to make the round trip,
but the general understanding was that as the season was
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getting late, the sooner the horses could be delivered,
without too much strain, the better for them. They were
not expected to gain flesh on the trip, and were always
liable to accidents. Horses naturally travel more freely
than mules, and hence the day’s travel must, as a rule,
be measured by the distance that the mules were able to
make without injury to them.

I may here describe a horse-string and manner of
managing it. A three-inch thimble skein wagon was
what we used, with double covers and wheel harness for
pair of horses. An inch and one-half or two-inch rope
is put through the iron at the end of the tongue and
spliced. At the other end the rope is put through an
iron ring and spliced. About eight feet apart from
tongue to iron ring, strong rings were seized onto the
rope. In motion a pair of horses are hitched to the wag-
on, with' which and the brake the driver manages it. At
the end of the rope, another pair of horses are hitched to
keep it straight. A man rides the near horse to manage
the pair. Another pair of horses in the middle of the
string, each wearing a collar, hames and back-strap with
a chain hitched to the inside ring of each hame crossing
under the rope to hold it up. A man rides the near horse
of this pair to keep them steady. On either side of the
rope a horse is tied to lead. Complete, the string may
be made of any number of horses, according to its length;
in my case, there were about thirty-two on s string, in-
cluding wheelers and leaders. The foreman and another
rode horses, one on each side of the string, to be ready to

dismount and assist in case of trouble. Horses were li-
64—
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able to get badly hurt by getting a leg over the rope, and
often the string must stop to shorten up if the horses
were tied too long; so that a string crew consisted of
foreman, cook, driver, lead-rider, swing-rider, and out-
rider—six men in all. The cook slept in the wagon dur-
ing the day and must see that the other men’s attention
was not diverted from the horses to get something to eat.
Each string crew had its tent, mess-kit and rations, five
water-buckets and ten-gallon water-keg which must be
kept full, a big maul, and wooden picket-pins with iron
rings around the top. Having arrived in camp, the first
thing to do was to picket the wagon-wheels, so that they
could not be moved, then the cross-jacks, about thirty
feet apart, made of one and one-half by three-inch hard-
wood seven feet long, crossed and bolted together about
one foot from the end. These were opened and set under
the rope, as shown in the cut, raising it about four feet
from the ground. In these the rope rests from the end
of the tongue to the end of the rope, which is kept straight
by another rope which extends from the end about ten
feet farther, and is fastened by an iron-bound wooden
picket-pin driven ceep into the ground. To the picket
line the horses stand tied as they traveled, the halter
straps being tied long enough to reach the ground to eat
hay or corn comfortably.

Always in camp the horses must be untied and led to
water, unless the watering vlace is bad, in which case they
must be watered from buckets. During the day they
must be watered from buckets, if convenient; but if one
trusts to men to water from buckets always some horses
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will suffer many times — partly the man’s fault and
partly because the horse never drinks as well from the
bucket as when free to plunge his nose into the stream
in his own way.

Each horse - string wagon carried two scythes, a
scythe handle and stone, and we had a grindstone in
one of the trains. Grass in abundance was cut and put
along under the picket rope so that every horse could
have plenty. Great industry would be necessary to take
these horses 752 miles across the plains in good shape,
and we started with this understanding and kept it con-
stantly in view.

The mule trains left Riley the 10th of September,
1862, each traveling independently, with instruction to
camp on the Smoky Hill River at Salina, then a mere
stage station, until I came up. There was a plain road,
but little traveled, and this the first Government train
of any importance to pass over it. The Kansas Stage
Company ran their stages over it to Fort Larned, under
the superintendence of my old friend L. G. Terry. The
next day the horse-strings crossed Chapman’s Creek,
where I left them the morning of the 12th and overtook
the trains at Salina that evening—thirty-nine miles in
three drives. During the afternoon of that day I was
asleep in the ambulance when Pat woke me and said
there were two horsemen ahead going the same way
that we were. I looked out, and as we drew near found
them to be in soldier’s uniform. A horse had been stolen
from my back yard two days before I left Leavenworth,
and one of these horses looked like mine. I told Pat
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to keep straight on by them until I told him to stop.
When 300 yards ahead I got out and stood in the road
with double-barrelled shotgun. When within a few steps
I told them to halt and asked if they had any arms, to
which they replied in the negative, and seemed extreme-
ly surprised at my action. They were mere boys and
this their first taste of war, as they told me later. T
asked where they were from and where going. They
were from Leavenworth and were going to Larned to
join their regiment, the Ninth Kansas Cavalry. In short,
they enlisted under a rule to furnish their own horses,
for which they were to be paid. I told one of them he
was riding my horse, to which he replied that he had
bought him in Leavenworth. I told him to raise the
mane from the right side of his neck and if he did not
find the letter “L” branded thereon, he could keep the
horse and I would give him his value in money. He
immediately said the brard was there, but he did not
steal the horse, and I believed him, and invited both to
camp with me at Salina and we would talk it over, which
they did, and agreed to see me when I came into Larned
if I would allow him to keep the horse until that time;
to take him now would leave him afoot and he would
be over the time allowed to report to his commanding
officer. I was sure that the youth was honest and that
he had bought the horse of one of the numerous horse
thieves, or “red-legs” who shouted liberty and union
while they robbed the people right and left.

I found the train all right at Salina. The next day
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we would lie by until the horse-strings came up and
from that time on traveled together.

GENERAL LanepoN C. EaAsTON.*

About midnight a fearful storm of thunder, light-
ning, rain and hail came up suddenly. I never saw a

*Major Easton graduated atthe Military Academy in
1838. He served in the Sixth Infantry until 1847, when he was
made a captain in the Quartermaster’s Department. He re-
mained in the department until retired, Jan. 24, 1881. He was
brevetted lieutenant colonel, colonel, and brigadier general
for distinguished and imporant service in the Atlanta cam-
paign, and major general for meritorious service during the
war. Died April 29, 1884.
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worse storm. All the wagonmasters knew that in any
extreme case of that kind my rule was for every man
to get out, pull the picket-pins and tie mules to wagons.
I found everyone doing his best except in one train,
and the assistant wagonmaster and half of the men
were out, and all of the mules made safe. At Riley
this train had lost four mules, undoubtedly by neglect,
and I made up my mind to dispense with the services
of this wagonmaster. Morning came, and men were
hurrying fires to dry themselves, the mules were all
safe and being picketed out, when I saw the derelict
wagonmaster crawling out of a wagon dry and corafort-
able. I had some whiskey of my own, got it out, and
with a little gill cup gave to every man who wanted it
a “nip.” All of the old timers took it. The dry wagon-
master came to explain to me how he got all of his
mules tied up before the heaviest hail came, etc. I cut
him off with the assurance that I knew that he was ly-
ing, and he could not have any whiskey; he might take
his mule and go back to Leavenworth and lie to the
man who hired him, but if he took the mule he must
take his “time” from me, in which I would state that
he was discharged for gross neglect of duty and general
worthlessness. He took it, and I wrote to Major Easton,
quartermaster at Fort Leavenworth, a copy of his dis-
charge. Henry Farmer came to me in 1855, and had
been with me most of the time since. He was now in
charge of a horse string at $45 per month, and I made
him wagonmaster at $65. I did not have to lose any
sleep for fear he would not do his duty. My wagon-
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masters were now John Wilson, who was with me in
1858 in Utah, Reed, Underwood, Farmer and Shehan.

The horse strings came up all right; they escaped
most of the heavy storm and had no hail.

There was a family in Salina, and the nice woman
had a few days before received a dozen chickens, brought
on behind the stage-coach from near Silver Lake. Early
she was out looking for them; the rooster failed to crow,
and there were no hens hunting crumbs at her door. Of
course she was sad. I sent Pat to her house for milk
and eggs and he found her crying. She told him of her
loes, sent me two eggs, all she had, and a quart of milk.
I was mad. For a family out here in the wilderness to
be robbed of precious hens was too much, but I said
nothing. Strolling about from train to train, I was look-
ing for evidence of chicken thieves. In Reed’s train
they had tried to burn the feathers, but failed; there
they were, half consumed in the ashes. I lifted the lid
from a big bake oven containing three chickens. Reed
was with me and much embarrassed. I told him that
I would not look any further, he could do the hunting;
and the first thing thing to hunt was a dollar apiece
for twelve chickens, and not a cent less, which must be
given to that woman, and if a cent’s worth of anything
was stolen from any one I would break up the whole
outfit but that it should be righted. We had come from
the border where thieves were stealing and robbing in
the name of patriotism and liberty, but svch things
should not follow my trail. I would not have it eaid,
as was often said of commands passing through the



FIVE YEARS A DRAGOON. 375

country, that they stole everything they could carry
away. Reed was a fine man, did not know of the steal-
ing until it was done, and like many other good men
at the head of a troop or company, did not realize that
he should teach “the boys” to pretect people’s property
and not to steal it. The woman got her money and
every man of my party a lesson.

The 14th was lovely and we moved ten miles to
“Spring Creek.” This was the first camp where we had
all been together, and I made it as I intended making
it when camping on a stream where there was room.
Spring Creek runs from west to east. The first horse
string crossed the creek, turned east and stopped; the
next string passed beyond and turned the same way, plac-
ing wagon and horse string about twenty-four feet be-
yond the first; third, fourth and fifth go the same dis-
tance beyond and face the same way—that is, five wag-
ons in line facing the same way, the same distance apart.
The sixth string goes past the rear end of the first five
far enough to be out of the way of the last one and
stops, fronting north; the next string obliques enough
to place the wagon twenty-four feet beyond, west of the
last one, and so on until eight wagons and horse strings
front north. Then the fourteenth string passes west
far enough advanced to be out of the way of the thir-
teenth, the other following in like order until the camp
stands thus: Five wagons fronting east, eight north
and five west, all horse strings fronting out, rear end
of wagons forming three sides of a square and river
the fourth eide. Inside of this square my ambulance
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and traveling forge, and room to hobble or picket a few
horses that had met with some accident or need extra
care, or horses or mules waiting their turn to be shod.
Always more or less horses were under special treatment,
and this inside space was referred to as “the hospital.”
And now I made my big round corral two hundred yards
in front of the long side of the horse camp. The camp
is shown by the accompanying cut. The horse string
tents are shown behind the wagons. The wagonmaster’s
tents were near the corral. And now the mules are
turned out with lariats on without picket-pins. All
wagonmasters and twenty men besides myself mounted—
the mules driven away from the horse strings, for they
were sure to stampede the first time they were turned
loose. After circling around for a while, all settled down
to grazing and there was no more trouble. A man led
a gentle white horse with big bell on his neck, and the
mules learned to follow him to the corral. After two
or three days the lariats were stored away in the wagons
and not used any more. In the middle of the afternoon
a large herd of buffalo came in sight, evidently going
for water to Spring Creek, moving straight for our camp.
They were moving toward the sun which blinded them
so that they could not see the wagons until near to them.
The mules were corralled quickly and the gap closed,
guns were gotten out and a long skirmish line thrown
out between the buffalo and the camp. After a good
deal of shooting the buffalo sheered off and crossed the
creek a mile west of the horses and continued their
course until out of sight. Several buffalo were killed
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and many wounded. It was quite an exciting battle,
but if not turned they would have been in our horse
camp before they knew it, and the ruin would have
been great.

And here the rules for the future were laid down:
The mules would be herded, a wagonmaster or his as-
sistant always on herd with ten teamsters, who stayed
on until midnight and were then relieved and the mules
corralled at early dawn, and any time in the night that
there seemed to be danger; we must not be caught out
in a bad storm; in fact, with the gray horse and the
bell, they were very little trouble. All hands were roused
at early dawn and the mules fed two quarts of corn each
—no corn for the mules at night—the grass was good
enough. The horses were fed two quarts of corn at
night and green grass piled up under their picket lines;
in the morning they were fed two quarts of corn each
and groomed. Breekfast over they were watered, prep-
aration was made for starting, and at 7:00 o’clock we
rolled out, the horse strings in front, the first string to-
day the rear string to-morrow, and so on to the end;
the trains moved in the same order following the horses.
The horse strings naturally traveled a little faster than
the mule teams, but where there was no danger of In-
dians it made little difference if the trains were a little
behind. If anything caused a horse string to stop, the
others passed on and the delayed one fell in behind;
the same way if a team would stop for any purpose. All
found their proper place in camp and there was no con-
fusion. And here I made a rule that about two miles
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out of camp horse strings sould pull out of the hard
road on to the grass and stop ten minutes, while the men
readjusted anything out of place or attended to their
own necessities. While waiting this ten minutes, three
horses out of four would urinate. The mule teams must
do the same way, with like results. The amount of suf-
. fering for men and animels thereby avoided cannot be
estimated. ‘

On the 15th we moved twelve miles and again
camped on Spring Creek, the same as yesterday. Only
two or three buffaloes seen to-day. As soon as camp is
established horses are led to water, and again after feed-
ing corn and grooming.

I am determined that these horses shall go through
to Union in the best condition possible. We are a com-
fortably provided for party, and men need not give way
to carelessness and neglect because they are away from
home. They fare as well as men do on farms and are
much better paid, and must not permit things to go at
loose ends because it is “Uncle Sam’s” property. And
here I will say that the men with me this trip were the
best civilians that I ever traveled with. More than half
of them had never been on the plains before; had been
raised in good homes in Missouri, but on account of
troubles growing out of the war, when the news went
through the country that this big caravan would go to
New Mexico the best young men in the border counties
came. There was a singular reticence about them—ap-
parent desire not to talk of themselves from the fear
of being condemned for rebels if they hailed from Mis- -
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souri, and all the way to New Mexico and back there
was a quietness unusual on the plains. The men were
young and willing to do right, and among the nearly
three hundred with me there were no quarrels, no jar-
rings. Two youths in adjoining horse strings fell out
and drew pistols. I rode in between them and made
each bring his pistol to me, and each-tell his grievance,
which amounted to nothing, and I lectured them; told
them of home, family and friends. I stated to them
that it was no unusual thing in civilian outfits going
long journeys for men to fall out and some one be killed,
and assured them that no one would be hurt with me.
I would allow no man to ill-treat another, especially such
men as they were. I was going to send them home to
Missouri wiser and better men, and here and now they
must shake hands, which they did. I did not tell them
80, but imagined each ome felt his honor vindicated by
showing pluck enough to draw his pistol, and his van-
ity was satisfied.

I pass my daily journal because too voluminous.
Crossed the Smoky Hill at the stage station called Ells-
worth, where Fort Harker was afterwards built. I never
rode in my ambulance during the day from Salina to
Union, with two exceptions. I rode one horse during
the day and had another one saddled to use after com-
ing into camp. Each horse string had a man on guard
the fore part and another the last half of the night,
whose duties were to walk up and down the horse string
and be ready to attend to a horse that got his foot over
the rope or in any other trouble, so that the string crew,
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ineluding foreman and cooks, were on guard half of
every night. I had a man to ride all night from one
horse string to another around the corral out to the
herd and every point about the whole camp, with in-
structions to report to me if there was anything wreng,
if a watchman was asleep, or any one neglecting his
duty. He slept in a wagon nicely fitted up during the
day. His name was John Gartin, and I never saw his
equal for faithful endurance.

I was instructed to go this route because it was
supposed to be much nearer than by the old Santa Fé
trail. I arrived on the high ground overlooking Cheyenne
Bottom and was surprised at its extent—an expanse of
about ten miles of bottom with a mere trail but little
traveled and apparently wet. I could not plunge into
that without examining it. I had an inkling that there
was such a bottom, and had ridden some miles ahead of
the horse strings, and now wrote a few lines to the man
in charge of the first string telling him and all to halt
here until my return, put it on a stick and stuck it in
the ground. I kept an assistant wagonmaster with me,
and we rode across the bottom to a good camp on the
west side and back in about three hours. I determined
to take the horse strings across, but if I got the loaded
wagons into that bottom and it should rain, whieh was
threatening, I might wallow in the mud indefinitely,
and so I instructed the trains to corral. If it rained I
would have to go south to the old Santa Fé trail. The
horse-string wagons were so light that I could risk them.
The horse strings crossed ali right, and were in a good
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camp on the west side before dark. I was off in the
morning early, reached the trains by starting time and
led them over the bottom, and on across Walnut Creek,
the horse strings coming in a little later. The next day
we passed Pawnee Rock, and crossed Pawnee Fork at
its mouth (where now stands the town of Larned) and
camped on the west side. I was told when I left Leav-
enworth that a strong escort would be ready at Fort
Larned to accompany me all the way through to Union,
and I sent a man from my Walnut Creek camp with a
letter to the commanding officer at Fort Larned, ap-
prising him of my approach and requested that the es-
cort join me en route and save delay. I knew that ev-
ery mail carried, from Fort Leavenworth to Fort Larned,
something upon that subject and had reason to suppose
that the escort would be ready. It was eight miles out
of my way to go by Larned and I wanted to avoid it.
Captain Reed of the Ninth Kansas, commanding Fort
Larned, with my messenger met me at camp, where I
learned that there were few troops at Larned and they
hardly initiated as soldiers, and all that he could pos-
sibly spare would be Lieutenant Dodge, of a Wisconsin
battery, and twenty-five men of the Ninth; he would
select the very best that he had and they would be weli
disciplined with a good officer. After lunch we drove
in my ambulance to the Fort and saw the escort which
would move to join me early in the morning. I knew,
and so did Captain Reed, that I would have to pass
through the whole Kiowa and Comanche Nations, camped
along the Arkansas in the vicinity of where now stands
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Dodge City, and the sight of 600 fine horses paesing
close would be a great temptation to possess themselves
of some. I ought to have an escort of 500 men, but they
were not to be had. Be it remembered that an Indian’s
weak point (or strong point) is horse; horses, scalps, and
squaws are what contribute to his happiness and make
life worth living. Captrin Reed said that the young man
with my horse had reported to him and was in trouble.
He was sent for; I believed him honest, and wrote and
gave him a bill of sale (or rather “a bill of gift”),
reading:

“I have this day presented to Private ——, of
Troop, Ninth Kansas Cavalry, one small bay horse seven
years old, branded L on right side of neck, said horse
having been previously stolen from me at Leavenworth
and sold to said , who was an innocent purchaser.

(Signed) “P. @. Lowe.”

To say that the young man was greatly relieved
would be putting it mildly. I liked Captain Reed im-
mensely and am sorry I do not know his career.

The next day we moved up to near where is now
Kinsley, and Lieutenant Dodge and command joined us.
His party were well mounted, and from first to last
Dodge and his men were to me all that that number
could be. Having no mess or servant, I invited Dodge
to join me, which he was glad to do. He placed his mcn
wherever I asked him to and relieved me of much care
all the way through. My horse-string men were armed
with revolvers and teamsters with muskets, and T in-
spected them carefully and saw that they had plenty of
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ammunition. The next morning, a short distance from
-camp, we met Company F, Second Colorado — about
seventy-five mer uwnder Lieutenant Weis, of Denver.
They were on the way from Fort Eyon to Larned to
report to Captain Reed. “Billie” Weis was a fine saddler
and worked in the shop at Fort Leavenworth a number
of years. On the Cheyenne expedition he went with me
as saddler, and was of much service fixing up the pack-
trains, and went with them. On the Utah expedition he
was my cook to Camp Floyd. When I went into business
with Mr. Clayton he went as cook to Denver and cooked
for our mess until we set him up in the saddlery busi-
ness, and npw he was a good officer, commanding as fine
a company of men as I ever saw, every man a pioneer,
experienced in everything that makes a man on the
plains or in the mountains self-supporting—all recruited
in Denver. I knew several of them, and was introduced
and shook hands with the whole company. I wrote a
note to Captain Reed requesting him to order Lieuten-
ant Weis to join me and go all the way through, and
told the Lieutenant where I would camp and wait for
him to join me, for I did not want to reach the Indian
camp until he did join. He had wagon transportation,
could make good time, and he was as anxious to go as
I was to have him. At early dawn the next morning
‘John Gartin cailled me and said that Lieutenant Weis
wanted to report. Here he was with his company twenty
hours after he left me. The distance traveled to Larned
and back to where he joined was sixty-five miles. I told

him to let his men sleep as long as he wanted to; [
. 26—
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would only move ten miles and camp two miles east of
the Indian camp. I had ridden up and selected my camp
the night before and would not move early. We moved
out about 9 o’clock and camped on high ground near
the junction of the Dry or Coon Creek route and the
river road. For miles along both sides of the Arkansas,
commencing two miles above my camp, were Indian
tepees with numerous inhabitants. My camp was care-
fully made, as it always was, and abundance of grass
collected. Dodge’s men picketed the high points. Weis
came up and was assigned a position just west of the
horse strings. A line was designated for the sentinels,
and all of his men put on guard, and no Indian allowed
to cross the line without my permission. Hundreds
came, but only two, Satenta and Lone Wolf, were per-
mitted to croes the line, and they stayed and dined with
me and Lieutenants Dodge and Weis. “Joe” Armijo,
who had been with me nearly five years, was my inter-
preter; all of the Indians understood Mexican. I left
the impression upon the minds of these chiefs that the
soldiers were asleep in wagons and that those on post
were only a few of what we had. Each teamster placed
his musket so that it stuck out from under the wagon
covers. I impressed upon them that while we did not
believe the Indians would purposely annoy us, the curi-
osity of young men, women and children might cause
them to come too near, frighten the horses and give us
trouble, which could be avoided, and they c¢ould see the
big train pass by just as well at a little distance—a few
hundred yards away. They promised that all of their
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people would observe my wishes and I need feel no un-
easiness about it.

. I had traveled two horse strings and two wagons
‘abreast during the last two days to keep them more
compact, a8 was always customery on the Santa.Fé trail
from Walnut Creek to Bemt’s Fort. There were two,
three and sometimés four well broken roads for many
miles through the Indian country along the Arkansas
River, from the west line of what is now McPherson
County to Bent’s Old Fort, and now I rolled out three
abreast, six horse strings long and three wide; forty
mule teams long and three wide. Muskets protruded
from under the wagon covers, soldiers were wide awake
and plain to be seen. Dodge rode ahead with me with
a skirmish line of a dozen of his men spread out, wide,
indicating that none must come inside of this width,
while the balance of his men picketed the hills. For
one who knew the curiosity of Indians under such cir-
cumstances it was remarkable how by thousands, men,
women and children observed the promise the chiefs
had made the day before. For more than ten miles
these people trudged on foot, or cavorted about on
ponies on either side of the train; never approaching
nearer than 200 yards. When we had -traveled more
than twenty miles and started up over the Seven-mile
Journada, most of them were out of sight; but the two
chiefs referred to and a few others came to shake hands
and say good-bye. Armijo conveyed to them my thanks,
.and I had a barrel of hard bread and small sack of sugar
gotten out for them.
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Seven - mile Journada was a rugged bluff running
down to the river, very broken—a good place for an am-
bush. I explained to Dodge, who rode ahead with his
skirmish line and examined every break. There could
be no traveling abreast, there being but one hard grav-
elly road only wide emough
for one wagon. All horse
strings and wagons returned
to single file and we reached
the Arkansas River and Cim-
arron Crossing in safety,
went into a fine camp at the
end of the thirty-five mile
drive, without stopping to
water. Fortunately the day
was cloudy and cool. It is _
hardly necessary to tell how ¥
eager the horses were for ?‘

_water and how, when turned
loose, the mules rushed into
the river to drink and roll
on the sandbars. Possibly 1 Covr. JessE H. LEAVENWORTH.*
could have made half ¢f the distance and camped
without trouble but I should have revealed the weak-
ness of my escort, and the temptation to crowd in
would make it almost impossible to restrain a thou-

»General Henry Leavenworth, the founder of Fort Leav-
enworth, Kansas, left an only son, Colonel Jesse H. Leaven-
worth. Colonel Leavenworth graduated at West Point in 1830
and served in the Fourth and Second Infantry until 1836, when
he resigned to engage in civil engineering. In 1862 Secretary
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sand or two young bucks. - I never heard the wisdom,
of my action questioned by any of my party. Dodge and
Weis freely expressed themselves as pleased; it was a
great relief to have passed eafely by that great camp
and to feel that they were left behind; but we did not
relax our vigilance; the Indians might think we had
grown confident and careless, and the guards were doubly
cautious. ' :

. From the Cimarron Crossing to Fort Union was
the best natural road probably in the world, and shorter
than by the Raton route by about one hundred miles,
but the impression prevailed at Fort Leavenworth that
it was very dangerous for my outfit on account of the
Confederate guerrillas and Apache Indians, hence my
orders were to go the Raton route.

Next morning we rolled out at the usual hour and
traveled about twelve miles. There was nothing worthy
of note until we reached Fort Lyon, commanded by Col-.
onel Leavenworth of the “Rocky Mountain Rangers,” a
son of the founder of Fort Leavenworth. We were two
days here; got all the hay we wanted and turned over
100 horses. Up to this time I had abandoned two horses,
hopelessly crippled, so that I left Lyon with 510.

From Lyon west and southwest, there had been a
drought and the grass was too short to mow. We filled

Stanton commissioned him to organize a regiment of cavalry
in Colorado, and this organization became known as the
‘‘Rocky Mountain Rangers.’’ It did valiant seryice in pro-
tecting a thousand miles of Western frontier from the en-
croachment of hostile tribes of Indians. He died in 185, and
his remains rest at Milwaukee. His four daughters reside in
Chicago and Tacoma.
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all the wagons at Lyon and fed sparingly. Crossed the
river at Bent’s Old Fort and camped ten miles above.
Here was a species of canebrake, flat-leaved, and relished
by animals in the absence of other long forage. I had
all cut, and piled into the wagons all that was not eaten.
The next day it was thirty miles to Timpas without
water between campe; gresse good for mules running
loose, but none could be cut with a scythe. On this
route from the Arkaneas to the Picketwire River (Pur-
gatoire) was always a hard problem for forage and water.
My little supply of hay and cane would be all consumed
to-night, and I did not expect to use a ecythe again this
side of the Raton Mountains. The mules could be herded
where grass could not ke mowed, but it was too late to
break the horses to herd, and I would not be justified
in trying it, if I met with an accident; but I will here
express the opinion that divided into herds of 200 or
300 the horees would have gone to Mexico better on
grass than they would on strings with plenty of hay and
corn. From Timpas to water holes was fifteen miles,
and as I knew, no place to camp. Six miles farther was
Hole in the Rock, and nothing but volcanic rock and
stunted pine and cedar. Twelve miles more to Hole in
the Prairie, there ought to be grass and water.

' In all these places watering must be donme with
buckets, and so it looked as if we would travel thirty-
three miles and camp at Hole in the Prairie. The horse
stringe reached the water holes and were well watered.
While they were watering the trains came and were told
to paes on to Hole in the Rock to save time. The horse
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strings came up and passed the trains while watering
at Hole in the Rock. With an assistant wagonmaster 1
rode on to Hole in the Prairie, where the ground showed
no sigps of rain for a long time, and was covered with
a white scum of alkali and water strongly impregnated
with it. Surely I could not camp anything here and let
the animals drink. When the strings got here they
would have traveled eighteen miles since watering and
the trains twelve, in all thirty-three miles from Timpas.
Fortunately the weather was cool.

When the strings came up I sent them right on, not
allowing men or beasts to use the water. I showed where
the trains should camp on high ground above the alkali
bottom; told the wagonmaster in charge to have the
mules herded without allowing them in the bottoms or
near the water; to corral the mules at dark and start
early in the morning. Then I got into my ambulance
with an assistant wagonmaster and drove for the Picket-
wire; arrived there, I found the road had been changed
since 1854 and ran up the north side. Following it,
about three miles, I saw a cabin and some stacks of oats.
A young man living here alone had come from St. Louis
in the epring, raised a crop of oats and a good garden.
It was like an oasis in the desert. In short, I bought
his three stacks of oats, as fine as I ever saw, and sent
my assistant back to the turn of the road to bring up
the horse strings. Two dollars a bushel the man wanted
for his oats. That was the Government price at Max-
well’s ranch on the Cimarron. I did not dispute the
price, and he left it to me to say how many bundles
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should make a bushel. They were large and I allowed
8 dozen, which was satisfactory.

Near sunset the horse strings came up at the end
of their forty-eeven mile drive, and the horses all led
into the beautiful clear stream up to their knees. Had
we found no feed but the corn we had, they were for-
tunate to be here instead of at the Hole in the Prairie.
All of the foremen of strings and myself stood by to
see that the horses were led out before drinking too
much. They were watered all they wanted an hour later.
Three bundles were given each horse and no corn. A
gorge of water with corn might cause some sickness;
they ate every straw. After watering next morning
they were given two bundles each and ate it clean be-
fore noon, and the balance was put into the wagons and
taken along. Three hundred dozen bundles of oats the
man sold me, and reserved a few dozen for his horse.
It was cheap feed under the circumstances for my
horses, and none too much for him to get. We bought
some nice vegetables from him also.

Half a mile above lived Mr. , whose wife was a
sister to Kit Carson, and she had a nice five-year-old boy.
She brought him with her when she came with some
milk and eggs to my camp to sell—a bright little fellow,
and I had quite a romp with him. A week later he died
from the effects of a rattlesnake bite. I was shocked
to hear it on my return.

The next morning I rode up to where now stands
Trinidad and selected a camp. A man named Hall, for-
merly sergeant in the Second Dragoons, lived there with
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a Mexican wife—the only inhabitants. He had raised a
crop of corn and had a stack of fodder cut off above the
ears and nicely cured. I bought it. The trains came up
and watered where I 'bought the oats, and camped near
Hall’s. They found fairly good grass on hills. The
horse strings came up in the afternoon.

Since leaving Lyon we had been feeding mules the
same amount of corn that we did the horses on account
of short grass. The next day we moved about twelve
miles up the cafion towards the Raton summit. The
mules did well herded on gramma grass and the horses
had fodder. The next day we had before us three miles
to the summit and then down ten miles of steep, rocky,
mountain road and three more to water holes. We had
passed all the alkali country without losing an animal,
but here a horse died.

Colonel Leavenworth assured me that great efforts
would be made by guerrillas, rebel sympathizers, etc., of
which he claimed to have positive knowledge, to capture
my outfit; that said guerrillas were in strong bands
ranging through the country; this would be a rich haul
for them, and once captured they could easily run to-
Texas or Indian Territory, and there were no troops in
the country to pursue or make them afraid. And the
Colonel declared that these same guerrillas were pre-
suming that the civilians of my party would have little
incentive to fight, and my hundred soldiers, suddenly
surprised by two or three hundred Texans, might not
stand up very long either. To myself I must admit that
with a well organized party of such men as I had known
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I could eurprise and stampede a herd of mules and de-
moralize a lot of horse strings without great loss.

There was nothing strange in the Colonel’s story,
and why an enterprising enemy should permit such a
valuable caravan with so little protection to escape
seemed a mystery. Armed as my men were they would
seem a strong defensive party, and so they were in
corral and could protect it, but a party of rough riders
dashing into a herd or a train en route could cause much
demoralization, and all the teamsters could do would
be to care for their teams, and the horse string men
would be too busy to fight, so that as a fighting force
my men amounted to nothing en route. On the open
plains with my little squad of cavalry on the lookout,
we were tolerably safe, but in the mountains or broken
countrv it was more dangerous. I had talked with Lieu-
tenants Dodge and Weis a good deal, and they fully ap-
preciated the danger and were extremely vigilant. Sure-
ly if I was to have trouble it would be in getting down
the south side of the mountain.

Dodge was off early and covered a wide range with-

out seeing a man or anything to arouse suspicion. As
the horse strings worked their way slowly down with
great difficulty Weig’s men faithfully picketed the.way.

It was a hard road for horse strings, but we finally-

rcached camp at the water holes, when some wagons
came in sight and kept coming until sunset, when all
were in camp and no animals hurt, F Company bringing
up the rear. It was a faithful day’s work for all con-
cerned and no sign of an enemy.

P e — e —— e ==
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Early the next morning I sent Mr. Sharp, a man
in charge of a horse string, with a letter to Mr. Max-
well, of Maxwell’s ranch, requesting him to deliver at
my camp on Vermijo, fifteen miles northeast of his
ranch, 2,000 bundles of sheaf oats, or an equivalent in
hay or other long fodder — whatever he had. It was
twenty-eight miles, and I found Sharp and the oats ready
for me. Sharp’s ride was fifty-eight miles, and if he
had not stayed with the Mexican ox drivers, they would
not have reached my camp.

The next day twenty-five miles to Sweet Water. I
found men putting up hay, claiming they had the right,
and I bought from them enough for one night and to
haul along for to-morrow night, for I knew we would
find none at Ocate, where we arrived the next day—four-
teen miles.

At the Sweet Water camp, a young Mexican com-
plained that two men had come to his sheep herd and
taken two young sheep, shot them, took out their en-
trails and packed the sheep off on their backs. His
employer would take $2 apiece out of his wages for
losing them, and he wanted that much money. I went
around with him, found fresh mutton, and he pointed
out the men who took the sheep. I told the men to
hustle the $4 and I wouid make no fuss about it; other-
wise, I would find a way to get it. It was soon paid,
and notice given that no robbery would be permitted;
“the damn greaser,” as they pleased to call him, had
rights that muet be respecled. No more sheep were
stolen. :
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Ocate to Fort Union, twenty miles, where I was
well received by Captain Craig, the quartermaster (whom
1 had not seen since 1854), Captain Van Vliet, military
storekeeper, old Captain Shoemaker, ordnance officer
(whom I had met here in 1854), and Colonel Moore, the
post trader. This was the 10th of October, and we had
traveled 622 miles from Fort Riley in thirty days, in-
cluding two days lay-by at Fort Lyon. Our losses had
been three horses and four mules.

I turned over all wagons, except the eighteen light
ones used by horse strings and my ambulance, all mules
except nineteen four-mule teams and five riding mules,
and all horses except two. A few men wanted to re-
main in New Mexico and found employment, but 250
returned with me.

I disliked parting with Lieutenant Weis and Comp-
pany F and Lieutenant Dodge and his Ninth Kansans,
but I no longer needed them and they did not need me.
I would travel much faster than they, and so we parted,
on my part regretfully. I do not know Dodge’s career,
but fear that he joined the great majority during the
terrible war. Major William Weis, after many adven-
tures—ups and downs, can be found at his saddlery shop
industriously making an honorable living at 2630 Cham-
pa Street, Denver, Colo.

‘But about half of the men could ride at one time
in- the eighteen wagons. I put a wagonmaster or fore-
man of horse strings in charge of each wagon, and the
men were divided off so that each man knew the wagon
and mess that he belonged to, and the man in charge

1
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must see that they rode turn about. Some men never
rode; one, “Dick” Anderson of Platte County, Missouri,
left camp as soon as he got breakfast and was in camp
in the evening among the first. He came from Utah
with me in 1858, and never rode a step except when
snow was deep. Weather on the return trip was good
until towards the last—just cold enough to make men
relish walking.

I measured the road from Union to Leavenworth,"
752 miles, with an odometer on my ambulance wheel.
The second night from Union we camped at Sweet
Water. A high promontory juts out into the plain south
of our camp; wagons came around it following the road
with half of the men strung along on foot; and bring-
ing up the extreme rear was a-cavalcade of about twenty
men mounted on ponies, horses, mules or burros. They
had improvised bridles of lariat ropes. I inquired where
they got their mounts, and they claimed to have found
them loose and picked ihem up as strays and thought
they had a right to them. I told them that ranchmen
had stock all over this country; all of them were branded;
this was a public pasture, and to take an animal from it
without consulting the owner, was stealing just as much
as was stealing a horse from a farm, and they must turn
them loose. One tough fellow said that the people in
this country were “nothing but a damn set of rebels
anyhow”; to which I replied that he was not commis-
sioned to judge of the loyalty of any man, and if he did
not go back to the other side of that bluff and turn loose
the horse that he was riding and the pony that he was
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leading I would turn him loose without a scratch to
show the amount due him and he should not be per-
mitted to travel with my party. Turning to the other
men I told them that my remarks applied to them also.
All but two said they Lad no idea they were stealing,
and laughingly rode back and turned loose. I told the
two sulky ones not to come near my camp until they
got ready to live up to my rule. Two or three men went
out and talked to them, and they finally rode around the
bluff and returned on foot. This incident stopped all
lawlessness. If it had been permitted, all of the un-
scrupulous fellows would have come into Leavenworth
mounted, and flattered themselves that they were brave.

We made two drives, herding the mules night and
day, fed two quarts of corn to each animal to Fort Lyon;
Lyon to Riley one quart, and then four quarts the bal-
ance of the way. I did not want to take much corn fyom
Union or Lyon; nor did I want to haul so much as to
keep men from riding. From Riley east grass was dead
and I bought hay.

Where the Indian camp stood on the Arkansas
when we went west were camped two companies of the
Second Colorado, under command of Captain Scott ‘J.
Anthony, of Denver. The Indians had gone south for
the winter. o

Approaching the Saline River to select camp, travel-
ing along the west bank was an immense flock- of wild
turkeys. I got out with my shotgun and killed two, and
the others did rot fly; did not seem to know what it was
all about, and I killed one with my pistol. They ran and
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flultered along into the thick timber where they roosted.
After we were camped, men got after them and one Ger-
man, who had a double-barreled shotgun, killed a dozen.
The weather was cold and I kept my largest one until I
got home, November 1%7th.

In the 1,500 mile round trip with more than 250
men, representing all classes, with no doctor, dependent
upon the box of medicines that my friend Dr. Samuel
Phillips put up for me, without the loss of a man by de-
sertion or illness, with no serious illness or other inability
to perform hard duty, we made the return trip from Union
to Leavenworth in thirty-one days—more than twenty-
four miles per day—half of the way on foot. The cold
weather was upon us; we were all anxious to get home,
and there was no complaint. I came in two days ahead
of my party.

Again my vanity prompts me to challenge compari-
son with anyone who has ever traversed the Great Plains
with horses or mules. Five or ten per cent. of loss was
not unusual, but here we sent 614 horses 550 miles and
510 horses more than 200 miles farther, and 534 mules
752 miles, and return two horses and eighty-one mules
with a loss of but three horses and four mules, and 250
men return in perfect health, after more than two months .
of out-door exposure and hard work, and no sickness.

But the merit of my trip, if any be due, lies in the
safe delivery of so many animals at the end of so long a
journey with so little loss, and a bill of health unparal-
leled for that length of time with that number of men. -
With few exceptions, wherever I have met one of these
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men I have felt no hesitancy in recommending him. Men
who could work so hard and faithfully without any pra-
vious discipline can be trusted anywhere. Most of the
men entered trains and continued in Government employ
without losing time, and I had the pleasure of placing
many of them in good positions. Three men of this par-
ty served with me in the First Dragoons—Mr. William P.
Drummond, who was a sergeant in my (B) troop, was this
trip in charge of a horse-string. Warren Kimball (since
dead), who joined me a8 ' recruit, and Mr. James H. Bed-
dow, whom I knew in K Troop, and who is now and has
been ever since he returned with me from New Mexico,
an employee of the quartermaster’s department, now and

for many years, having police supervision of the Fort |

Leavenworth military reservation and wearing the star of
deputy United States marshal—universally respected for
his long and faithful service. He is now 80 years old.

Probably thirty men of my party had been with me
on other trips, and to them I was indebted for much of
the good order and discinline.




PART X.

CONTINUED in Government transportation busi-

pess until the spring of 1863, when I went east

and while in Washington, by permission of Mr.
Stanton, the Secretary of War, visited my brother, Prof.
T. S. C. Lowe, who was in charge of the Balloon
Corps of the Army of the Potomac. I joined him at
Falmouth just before the battle of Chancellorsville and
remained until it was over. A friend loaned me a
good horse and I renewed my acquaintance with sev-
eral officers who had risen from minor rank when I
knew them on the Plains, to be general officers. I was
at Gen. Sedgwick’s headquarters the evening before he
with his 6th Corps captured the heights of Fredericks-
burg—called the second battle of Fredericksburg—and
saw all the movements of his Corps to the end of the re-

"treat of Gen. Hooker’'s Army. Returning home I was

sent by Gen. Easton on transportation business to Fort
Scott and returned to Fort Leavenworth with 600 head of
“contraband” cattle. It was a notorious fact that of
thousands of head gathered at or near Fort Scott, this lot
was the first to be saved to the Government, all others
having been “lost or strayed” or appropriated by patriots.
It wouldn’t do to say that a man who loved his country
would steal anything captured -from the enemy, or that

the sole object in capturing was to open the way to steal i1.

399
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En route back to Fort Leavenworth I stopped in the
south edge of Lawrence over night where I hired a corral
of & milkman named Palmer, who was killed the following
night in the Quantrell Raid. I crossed the stock over the
Kaw in the morning and rode homé. A man by my name
was killed in the Raid and my friends thought I was the
victim—’twas a narrow escape.

The horse and mule trade at Fort Leavenworth was
immense and in the fall of 1863 I left Government em-
ployment to become a contractor. My récords of business
transacted in horses and mules forage and freighting in
1863-4-5-6 were in a ware house vault belonging to me
and were all consumed in a fire in 1880 and I must refer
to business from memory. The late L. T. Smith was my
partner in many contracts for horses, mules, hay and corn
on which we made much money. Mr. J. S. Rice was my
partner in a large ox train freighting to Fort Halleck.
In 1866 Mr. Alanzo Huckins became my partner in the
mule trade. We built large corrals and handled many
mules. Nearly all the mules used by Shoemaker, Miller
& Co. in constructing the Eastern Division of the U. P.
Road were furnished by us. We furnished hundreds of
mules for Mexican freighters until the railroad got too
far west for the freighters to come to the Missouri River.

In 1868 I was the successful bidder for the contract
to move all government freight from the end of the U. P.
Railroad to New Mexico and intermediate points—from
April, 1868, to April, 1869. The railroad reached Harker
for the epring movement of freight and reached Hays be-
fore fall. The contract was in my name, but the firm
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name of the transporters was Lowe, Newman & Co. I
retained one-fourth interest, Newman & Powers one-
fourth, J. C. Erwin & Co. one-fourth, and Morehead &
Allen one-fourth, and the contract was very profitable.
I gave a bond of $200,000 and my partners were the
bondsmen.

The following year April, 1869, to April, 1870, the
contract was in the name of Powers and the firm was
Powers, Otero, Lowe & Co. We freighted from Harker
to Sill, Hays to Dodge and Camp Supply and from Kit
Carson to Fort Union. Texas fever destroyed 1,500 cat-
tle belonging to our sub-contractors, thereby making
transportation scarce and high and there was no money
made on the contract.

In 1870 T was awarded the contract to move all Gov-
ernment freight from Baxter Springs and Fort Gibson to
Forts Arbuckle and Sill. Mr. Alonzo Huckins was my
partner in this contract. '

The railroads moving west had made such advance-
ment that the Government needed fewer mules, the Mexi-
can and other trade no longer came to the Missouri River
and we sold our mule-corrals and quit that branch of the
business. There was nothing of much interest in the
1870 contract to move freight except that there was little
freight and it barely paid expenses.

Lowe & Huckins handled cattle in 1871. In 1872
the contracts were awarded to me to furnish beef from
the block at Forts Leavenworth, Larned, Dodge and Camp
Supply. Mr. “Joe” Kirmayer was my partner at Fort
Leavenworth and filled the contract. I sub-let the con-



402 FIVB YEARS A DRAGOON.

tracts at Larned and Dodge and they gave me no trouble
and some profit. I gave Mr. Huckins an equal interest
in my Camp Supply contract—he to devote his time to it,
and we, with a colored man named “Elic” Fields, who was
with me many years, with an ambulance and pair of
horses, guns and pointer dog, drove from Harker to
Larned and Dodge where on account of hostile Indians
we were obliged to leave the ambulance, driver, team and
dog, and travel with the mail escort to Supply, which we
did and returned safely. Then we drove from Dodge
east to Great Bend, now the county seat of Barton Coun-
ty, Kans., where I bought cattle, saw Huckins, started
with herders enough to handle them, leaving Elic, team,
ambulance, dog and guns with him, and returned to Hark-
er by stage and from there by rail home. I was much
broken in health and ought not to have made the trip to
Supply.

And now follows Mr. Huckins’ adventures with the
cattle: He camped on the Arkansas River, near where
Kinsley now is, had been on guard the last half of the
night and came in at 4 o’clock to rouse the camp. Just
as he dismounted from his pony many shots were fired in-
to his camp, the attacking party charging through it
driving everything before them except the pony from
which he had just dismounted. Some shots struck the
ambulance close to him. He believed the attacking party
to be Indians and told his men that he was going to Fort
Dodge for help and advised them to care for themselves
as best they could. The rush through camp was made
from northeast to southwest—up the river, and Huckins
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concluded to look a little in that direction. The night
was very dark. About half a mile from camp he saw in
the dim dawn two men changing their saddles to the ambu-
lance team, a black and a grey. The two men saw Huck-
ins at the same time, mounted and charged after him,
ghooting rapidly. Huckins urged his pony in retreat as
fast as possible but they were close to him and sending
the bullets close, but missing. Thinking they must sure-
ly get him soon he stopped, faced them and took a hand
in the shooting. At his first shot a man fell from the
black horse, the next shot hit the grey horse or the rider
—he did not know which, but it stopped the pursuit and
he got away. How manv were in the attacking party he -
did not know, but from the number of shots fired into
camp he knew there were more than these two. The San-
ta Fe Railway track was being graded and Huckins rode
to Foreman Jackson’s camp some miles away, told Jack-
son of his trouble and rode on to Fort Dodge. A troop
of cavalry under Capt. ———— went with him and in
the forenoon the cattle were all found with a man driv-
ing them. He was confined in the guard house a few
days, claimed that he found them and was going to take
them to Dodge. As nothing could be proven against
him, he was released. Foreman Jackson, with a team and
party of men went to Huckins’ camp, found the dead man
that he shot, who proved to be one of the white out-lawe
who infested that part of the country at that time, left
him lying where he fell and brought the ambulance, har-
ness, dog, gun and other equipments to Dodge. “Elic”
went to Boyd’s Ranch near Larned where he worked sev-
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eral months before returning to Leavenworth. The
other men found their way to Dodge. Huckins, with an
escort, got the cattle safely to Supply. In August we
bought cattle enough to finish the contract which Huck-
ins etayed with to the end with good success, for which he
deserved much credit. Between hostile Indians and out-
laws ’twas a hard struggle and a less nervy man would
have failed. He married—bought a farm and prospered,
raised a good family and is now one of Leavenworth’s
most wealthy and respected citizens.

And now I was out of business, broken in health and
obliged to rest. My chances for the future were not good.
I bought property that I thought would make my family
comfortable and for the next three years traveled in
search of the health I had sacrificed in my efforts to make
money. I traveled in Colorado, through Florida and
other southern states and gained strength and usefulness.

One incident of my travels is worth mentioning:
Mr. Wm. Farrell was my traveling companion. I knew
that my captain, under whom I served four and a half
years was superintendent of a cotton factory in Columbus,
Ga. He resigned as pay-master in the Army, joined the
Confederate Army, was a general officer with Gen. Lee,
surrendered when he did, and like an honest man had
gone to work to make an honest living. We would pass
through Columbus and this, in all probability would be
my only chance to see him again. I told Mr. Farrell and
he said “stop off and make the call by all means.” Our
train arrived in Columbus in the night, we went to the
hotel and after breakfast called at General Chilton’s office
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in town. He had not yet arrived from home three miles
up the river where his factory was and where he lived
The office boy looked at the clock and said the General
would be in the office in five minutes. He might come
sooner but not later. It dawned on me that he was liv-
ing up to his old habits. Sure enough he came in on the
minute, said “Good morning, gentlemen,” and moved to-
wards us pulling off his gloves. I immediately stood “at
attention” and returned his salutation by saying “Good
morning, Gen. Chilton.” He looked sharply at me, shook
my hand and said: “You have the advantage of me, sir.”
“Yes, General,” said I; “I expected that I would have,
twenty years is a long time.” “Yes,” said he, “twenty
years of hard work.” He sat down and covered his face
with his hands. Then noticing that I still stood “to at-
tention,” he said “Plecase be seated,” and looked search-
ingly at me, when I said “Well, General, you don’t know
me?”’ He stood up, took both of my hands in his and
said: “Yes, I do know all about you. You are my old
first sergeant.” I introduced Mr. Farrell who had been
much interested in our meeting,—in short I explained
why we stopped off and that we would continue our jour-
ney that night. The General gave Mr. Farrell a note to
the superintendent of a factory who would pass him along
to the next and so on, and took me in his buggy, telling
Mr. Farrell that we would not be much company for him
as we would talk of things in which he would feel no in-
terest. Up the river three miles we drove and he ex-
plained that when the War closed he had nothing and no
employment with which to support his family. The cot-
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ton mills had been burned and there was nothing left but
the water power and burned and warped machinery. The
company owning the water power offered him, to take
charge of the property, a home to live in, small salary and
an interest in any business that he could build from the
wreck. He found a circular saw, fixed up the water
power to run it, sawed lumber, soon started spindles to
make thread, which he peddled about town to get money
to go on with. In short from these ruins he had built a
first class factory of 152 looms and was continually adding
to it. He had a mill for grinding wheat and corn, bought
wheat and corn by the car load when he needed it, had a
complete commissary department, tenements for his em-
ployees, employed the poor white people who were in great
distress throughout the country, furnished them provis-
ions at the retail price in Columbus, and paid cash for
everything. At his home he was very comfortable.

I had been looking at a picture of Gen. Lee when
turning to Gen. C. I said, that it was reported and gener-
ally believed in the North that when Gen. Stuart cap-
tured Gen. Pope’s headquarters and his famous order
“Headquarters in the Saddle” he brought the order to
Gen. Lee who remarked: “That is the first time I-ever
heard of a man’s headquarters being where his hind quar-
ters ought to be.” Gen. C. replied: “No, Gen. Lee nev-
er said that. He could not have said it—there was no
levity about him—he was at all times dignified. - I was
adjutant-general and Stuart brought the order to me and
said: “By the way, Chilton, that is the first time I ever
heard of a man’s headquarters being where his hind quar-
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ters ought to be.” It sounded like Stuart who saw the
ridiculous side of everything. This version of the “Head-
quarters in the Saddle” incident may be accepted as true
history. No one who ever knew Gen. Chilton will doubt it
for a moment. The General returned me to Columbus and
we parted never to meet again, after one of the most in-
teresting days of my life. He was exceedingly interested
in what I could tell him about the members of the troop
and at that time I knew of but four living, more than
half of them had been killed by Indians or overtaken by
violent death in other ways.

In the spring of 1876 the quartermaster at Fort
Leavenworth employed me to act as guide in chaining
the Santa Fé trail from Fort Leavenworth to Fort Union,
New Mexico. I was out of business, my family and prop-
erty in good shape, and it would be a pleasure trip for
which I would be well paid and I ought to be much
improved in health by it. We chained by Council Grove,
and the old Santa Fé trail via Raton route, 752 miles
to Union. Returning we chained from Fort Riley to
Fort Leavenworth. Lieutenant Borden, Fifth Infantry,
was in charge of the party and the trip was pleasant
and uneventful—no hostile Indians or other trouble. I
made my report and was discharged the 1st of October.

Some friends of mine had taken the contract to
furnish beef for the Sioux, Cheyenne and Arapaho In-
dians at Red Cloud and Spotted Tail agencies in north-
west Nebraska, for the year ending June 30, 1877. I
do not need to go into details about the trouble in the
firm that lead up to my employment. I was chosen to
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go upon the ranges, take an account of cattle and other
property and report, which I agreed to do on condition
that I should not be more than a month about it. 1
arrived at Sidney, Neb., where I was to meet the man-
ager on the 16th of October, who was to show me every-
thing. But he did not meet me. I took stage to Red
Cloud agency—120 miles—went with Indian Commis-
gioners Daniels & Howard, with Spotted Tail chief and
two scouts—Gruard and Battese—to Spotted Tail agency
and returned to Red Cloud, met one of the company’s
foremen from whom I learned much, went to his camp
fifteen miles, to another camp fifteen more and to a
third camp ten miles, three gangs of men. I appointed
a day to round up the cattle and found about 6,000,
whereas the foreman referred to said there should have
been 10,000 and that at least 4,000 were on a ranch
owned by the said manager. About 500 head were re-
quired every ten days, so that by the end of June 12,000
would be needed if none were winter killed and prob-
ably many would be. I learned everything that I could,
reported by letter and asked the firm to send a suitable
manager at once to relieve me. They promised but no one
came, and it was the middle of the next July, after eight
months of struggle including a bitter cold winter, dur-
ing which I furnished more than 12,000 cattle for the
Sioux, Cheyenne and Arapaho Indians, more than 6,000
of which I bought along the North Platte and about
Fort Laramie. I was warmly thanked and fairly well
paid by my friends and roundly cursed by the other
parties.

——— e =




FIVE YEARS A DRAGOON. 409

The incidents of interest in the eight months of my
stay in that country would fill a volume if handled by
a good writer, but most of my data was destroyed by fire
and I don’t care to write about it.

I employed Mr. Fielder Philips to buy cattle for
me in the vicinity of Fort Laramie where he had a ranch.
He bought 2,140 head and I was daily expecting a mes-
sage from him informing me that the cattle were ready,
and had sent a party of men to take charge of them. I
needed the cattle and sent “Elic” Adam, my Indian ser-
vant and traveling companion, with a letter to Mr.
Philips. I gave him two ponies to ride, turn about. He
left me at 8 a. m., with instructions to deliver the let-
ter that night. It was 81} miles from where he left me
at Red Cloud Agency to Laramie. My letter to Mr.
Philips requested him to exchange ponies with “Elic,”
giving him fresh ‘ones to return on, and expected him
to sleep at Laramie and return the next day. The next
morning at 8 o’clock—twenty-four hours after leaving
me—here came “Elic” with a letter from Mr. Philips.
He had delivered my letter at 7 p. m., eleven hours after
leaving me. Mr. Philips gave him supper and lunch and
two fresh ponies with instructions to deliver letter to me
by 8 a. m. the next day, which he did. This faithful,
untiring, full-blood Sioux had traveled on four ponies
163 miles in twenty-four hours without sleep. No one
can dispute the distance—it has been measured by army
officers and is 80 miles between Camp Robinson and
Laramie and it is 14 miles from Robinson to the agency.
The road was quite straight and he could not save dis-
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tance by short cuts —twenty miles of it was deep
sand. Now let the long riders with their fine horses
come in and claim something better. In half an hour
after he had returned he was in my buggy with me on
the way back to Laramie, where we arrived the next day
at noon. He did good sleeping in the buggy. When I
sent this man with the letter I knew he would deliver
it before he slent. When Philips started him back he
knew that I would get the letter in twelve hours. He
could not speak English but could understand a little
and I could squeeze out a little Dakota. For seven
months he was to me all that an honest, faithful servant
could be. When I left that country I parted with him
with deep regret. He was one of the most interesting
men I ever met, this poor benighted Sioux.

I returned home determined that this should be my
last taste of wild life—I would henceforth devote myself
to my family. I left a good home and my good wife
had managed the two sons and two daughters as few
mothers could. Somehow I seemed to be always plung-
ing into some hard task and I determined to resist every
temptation and live quietly.

I served in the city council from 1868 to 1870 as
its president—1876 was again made president and re- :
signed without serving because of absence from home—
and now at the fall election of 1877 I was elected sheriff
of Leavenworth County and re-elected two years later,
serving four years, the limit allowed by law. In 1885 was
elected State Senator and served during three sessions
of the Legislature. I served on the Leavenworth school
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board by appointment, declining election; was appointed
police commissioner by Governor Humphrey, serving as
secretary of the board one and a half years.

My sons graduated at Pennsylvania Military College,
my daughters at Brook Hall, Media, Pa. My eldest son
is commandant of cadets at the Western Military Acad-
emy, Upper Alton, Ill. He is also a graduate of the law
department of Washington University, St. Louis. The
other son is retired as a captain in the regular army.
My eldest daughter is the wife of Major L. S. McCor-
mack of the Seventh United States Cavalry, and the
other the wife of Mr. Samuel H. Wilson, of the Great
Western Manufacturing Company, of Leavenworth.

My dear wife died March 5th, 1905, and is buried
in the National Cemetery at Fort Leavenworth, where
I will join her in the near future. A more lovable woman,
a purer or more gentle wife, a more sweet and kindly
mother I never knew. She made my family and home
all that I could hope for, and brightened my pathway
for nearly forty-four years.

She was educated at the Liberty, Missouri, Female
Academy, under the tutelage of Prof. and Mrs, James
Love. She possessed a remarkably good mind and was
blessed with superior intelligence and reflned tastes,

“I thank my God upon cvery remembrance of you,'
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